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Chapter 249 
Alcarte (1) 


Even in the early hours of the morning, the lights of the Lionheart’s 
main estate weren’t fully extinguished. The mansion, its gardens, the 
forest, and all the rest of the estate were guarded by knights. In 
addition to that, various spells protected the interior of the mansion, 
so breaking in from outside was close to impossible. 


Of course, the people inside the mansion could still move freely. 
Whether it was late at night or early in the morning, anyone 
belonging to the main family was allowed to venture anywhere on the 
grounds of the estate. 


Accompanied by Laman, Gerhard had gone to their estate in Gidol, 
while Cyan and Gilead had yet to return from Ruhr. The Third 
Division of the Black Lion Knights, which was commanded by Carmen, 
was conducting nighttime training in the depths of the forest. Since no 
exceptions were allowed during training, even Ciel, who should 
currently be wrapped up in a blanket, was somewhere in the forest. 


Eugene had decided that today was the perfect time to leave the 
mansion. 


He had decided that he wouldn’t be using the Lionheart’s warp-gate 
that stood within their forest and would instead use the warp-gate of 
the capital city of Ceres. Eugene would be using the fake ID that he 
had used back in Samar on the way to Helmuth, and once entering 
Helmuth, he would decide what to do next according to the situation. 


Eugene had even written a letter for the rest of the Lionhearts, hoping 
that it would keep them from getting too worried. However, he hadn’t 
written down where exactly he was going and had just said that he 
would return after taking a look around the world. After thinking that 
it might not be enough, Eugene had then added on a few more lines. 


[I’m leaving in order to find myself. Please don’t worry too much. I'll 
definitely return. ] 


Eugene had added these lines after some careful consideration. 
Although he didn’t know how the others might react, he knew how 
Carmen would respond to that first line. 


If someone from the main family snapped and made a fuss about 
finding Eugene, Carmen would definitely stop them from looking for 
him. Eugene knew Carmen well enough to be sure of this. 


Eugene silently considered this fact. 


This definitely wasn’t because they were the same type of people. 
While Eugene desperately tried to convince himself of this, he placed 
the carefully-written letter on his desk. All of the items he had 
prepared for the trip were already inside the Cloak of Darkness, so 
everything that Eugene needed to take with him was on his body. 


After leaving his room, while making his way down the hallway, 
Eugene ran into his elven maids, Narissa and Lavera. 


“Sir Eugene? Where are you going?” 


Nina, who was originally Eugene’s personal maid, had become the 
chief maid in charge of the entire annex, so Lavera and Narissa were 
currently serving as his personal maids together. While their careers as 
servants of the Lionheart clan weren’t that long, the serving 
experience they had accumulated during their past lives as slaves, 
along with their sincerity and loyalty towards Eugene, worked as 
additional points in their favor. 


In other words, they were a special case. This couldn’t be helped. 
While Eugene didn’t really care about it, he had become the person 
with the strongest influence in the main family. 


Laman Schulhov, who Eugene had brought back from Nahama, had 
joined the Knights of the White Lion and was currently serving as 
Gerhard’s personal escort. It was all thanks to Eugene having gotten 
tired of Laman following him around shouting, ‘My lord, my lord.’ 


—I'll be fine, so just go and escort my father. 


Narissa and Lavera had become his personal servants right out of their 
apprenticeships because Eugene, after seeing how enthusiastic these 
two were, had said something to Nina in passing. 


—Isn’t it enough to graduate them from their apprenticeship if they've 
learned that much? It will be inconvenient for them to be used by anyone 
else, so just have them serve me. 


In the first place, Nina herself had become Eugene’s personal 
attendant as soon as she had graduated from her apprenticeship, and 
she had risen to the rank of the annex’s chamberlain in just a few 
years. Nina felt that she needed more of an education, but over the 
past eight years, she had learned to follow Eugene’s orders 
unquestioningly. 


That was how Narissa and Lavera became Eugene’s personal 
attendants. Currently, the two of them were each walking while 
carrying a large basket of laundry. The contents of the basket were all 
Eugene’s training clothes, towels, and innerwear. 


“A walk,” Eugene brusquely answered their question. 


“Tf that’s the case, allow me to wait on you,” Narissa quickly 
responded. 


At this, Lavera glanced at Narissa with her lone eye and muttered, 
“Wouldn’t it be difficult to match Sir Eugene’s stride with your 
prosthetic leg?” 


“E-even with my prosthetic, I can still walk quickly, so it will be fine,” 
Narissa insisted. 


Thud, thud. 


As a demonstration, Narissa took a step up and down the stairs with 
her false leg. Eugene couldn’t understand why these two were arguing 
like this when he hadn’t even accepted their offer. Also, why would he 
need an attendant to serve him when he was just going for a walk? 


“T’m just going to go by myself. The laundry I left out for you earlier 
was the last of it, so don’t go into my room while I’m gone,” Eugene 
instructed. 


Narissa nodded, “Yes sir, understood.” 
“How would you like to eat your breakfast?” Lavera asked. 


Eugene waved her off, “I'll call you if ’'m hungry, so don’t knock on 
my door in the morning.” 


This was because it would be better the later the letter was found. 


Leaving Narissa and Lavera behind, Eugene headed out of the 
mansion. From then on, he didn’t run into anyone else. He had 
memorized the patrol routes of the knights charged with guarding the 
mansion. Even if they did cross paths, Eugene suppressed his presence 
so that he wouldn’t be noticed, and he also used a spell to hide his 
appearance. 


Once he was far away from the mansion, Eugene no longer needed to 
be so careful with his movements. As he soared up into the night sky, 
Mer poked her head out from within the cloak. While looking at the 
Lionheart mansion that was getting farther away by the second, Mer 
grinned. 


“The next time we return here, it’ll be with Lady Sienna, right?” Mer 
asked. 


“As long as things go well, then probably,” Eugene replied. 


“Of course, things will go well,” Mer said confidently. “Sir Eugene, if 
you were on your own, then I couldn’t help but be anxious, but Lady 


Anise is going with you as well, right?” 


On the contrary, wouldn’t that actually make things more likely to go 
wrong? Eugene was sincerely worried about this possibility. If it were 
in the past, things might have been different. But currently, it had 
been revealed that Eugene was the Hero and Anise was the Saint. 


Looking at themselves from Hemuth’s point of view, they should be 
seen as intruders entering the country to someday attempt to slay the 
Demon Kings, so... Eugene was worried about whether or not they 
would even be able to enter the country through normal means. For 
now, he would try to enter with his fake ID, and if that didn’t work, 
he would have to see about smuggling himself in... 


“Sir Eugene, instead of thinking up something stupid, why don’t you 
just leave it up to Lady Kristina?” Mer suggested. 


Eugene repeated her words back to her, “Something stupid? Me?” 


“You just thought about smuggling yourself in, didn’t you, Sir Eugene? 
The Devildom of Helmuth isn’t just some local hole-in-the-wall shop, 
so do you really think that it’s possible for you to smuggle yourself 
in?” Mer asked skeptically. 


Eugene snorted, “You’ve never even been to Helmuth, so why are you 
acting like such a know-it-all?” 


“T’ve spent most of my life in Akron, and the only other places I’ve 
been to are the places that I’ve gone with you, Sir Eugene, so of 
course, I haven’t been to Helmuth. However, I do know that Helmuth 
is a country that’s impossible to smuggle yourself into,” Mer insisted. 


“Do you really think I don’t know that?” Eugene tried to bluff. 


“The fact that you’re still thinking about smuggling yourself in despite 
knowing that proves that you’re coming up with a stupid idea,” Mer 
said. Delighted by her own clear reasoning, she puffed out her chest. 


Annoyed by her triumphant smile, Eugene flicked Mer right in the 
middle of her forehead. 


“Ouchie!” Mer yelped. 


Although she had suffered for it, Mer was right. It was impossible to 
smuggle anything into Helmuth. The Demon King’s Empire was 
governed by a completely different set of laws compared to those 
which governed the rest of the kingdoms on this continent. 


If one were a citizen of Helmuth, as long as one paid their regular 
monthly tax in life-force, their livelihood was guaranteed without 
them having to work even a day for the rest of their life. The only 
consequence of paying the tax in life-force was that one would have 
no energy for the rest of the day. Furthermore, if one signed a contract 
to become an undead worker after one died, one could even become a 
quasi-nobleman and live a luxurious life. 


In this empire where you could lounge around without having to 
work, the cost of immigrating into the empire was quite expensive, 
but it didn’t seem like too much when one considered being able to 
live like that for the rest of their life. 


However, there weren’t just one or two people in the world who 
wanted to enjoy comforts and luxuries without paying the price that 
they needed to pay. The sorts of people who were even unwilling to 
accept the offer to be put to work after they were dead would attempt 
to secretly cross the borders of Helmuth without any assistance from 
Helmuth’s immigration support service and without purchasing 
permanent residency. 


Such people would surely die. 


Helmuth was an empire entirely ruled by the Demon King, so it was 
unbelievably generous to humans, but it showed no mercy to 
smugglers or illegal residents. 


This was only natural. 


Night Demons, like the succubus, could forcibly drain a person’s life- 
force through their dreams. But that said, Night Demons weren’t the 
only ones who coveted a human’s life-force. life-force, a human’s 
vitality, had the power to nourish demonfolks. 


Helmuth’s humans didn't have to work because they donated their 
life-force to the demonfolks of the aristocratic class and the Demon 
Kings who stood at the very top. Smugglers and illegal immigrants 
who attempted to receive the same preferential treatment while not 
providing regular payments of their life-force were killed by hunting 
packs of demonic beasts without even giving them a chance to defend 
themselves in court. 


“Of course, with your skills, you should be able to outwit the hunting 
packs of demonic beasts. However, what are you going to do after 
that? Sir Eugene, you will still be an illegal immigrant, and under 
Helmuth’s laws, all illegal immigrants are executed unconditionally,” 
Mer lectured as she clicked her tongue. “Therefore, please don’t think 
of anything strange and just trust in Lady Kristina. After all, isn't 
Alcarte Parish, which we’ve planned to use as our route into Helmuth, 
the place where Lady Kristina originally resided?” 


Her reasoning was impossible to refute. As such, Eugene flicked Mer 
on the forehead once more. 


The Alcarte Parish in the Devildom of Helmuth was where the borders 
of Yuras and Helmuth met. Originally, Kristina had served as the 
Assistant Bishop of the Alcarte Parish, where she had been in charge 
of spreading the faith and enlightening the immigrants of Helmuth 
and the occasional freak demonfolk. 


As a place that lay on the border with Yuras, it was possible to enter 
Helmuth through the Alcarte Parish. They would still have to go 
through immigration, but Kristina should be able to make things more 
convenient by relying on old connections. 


“The world really has changed a lot,” Eugene sighed. 


The Bishop of Alcarte — Eugene frowned as he thought of what to 
expect from that person. 


Although he could use his fake ID when leaving Kiehl, Eugene 
couldn’t use it to secretly enter Yuras, as it was sure to be discovered. 


The Vatican had been the ones to issue his fake ID, and the 
immigration inspector was a Bishop who belonged to the Vatican. 
Since he was fully aware that his fraudulent use of the fake ID card 
would be discovered, Eugene took a stand close to the inspection 
checkpoint. 


Upon noticing the forgery, the bishop called out to him, “Excuse 
me...!” 


The fake ID was discovered, but ultimately there weren't any issues. 
When he was dragged into the interrogation room to be questioned 
about the ID, Eugene subtly released the spell that had been 
concealing his original appearance, handed them an identity card with 
the name Eugene Lionheart on it, and showed them the Holy Sword. 
That was all that Eugene needed to do to solve any problems he might 
face within the Holy Empire. 


He proceeded to make use of a few more warp gates. The place where 
he had arranged to meet with Kristina was Neran, a city at the 
northern end of Yuras. 


Once they departed from there, they would need to cross several days' 
worth of plains to arrive at the Alcarte Parish. 


“Tt has been a while,” Kristina said in greeting. 


She had already arrived in Neran the day before and had been waiting 
for Eugene. Thanks to that, Eugene immediately reunited with Kristina 
upon arriving through Neran’s warp gate. 


“Tt hasn’t really been that long,” Eugene argued. 


It had been about a month and a half since they had parted ways at 
Fort Lehain. It had already been four days since Eugene had secretly 
left the Lionheart estate in the middle of the night. 


Eugene complained, “Although this is only my second time visiting 
this country, I’ve really come to dislike it. The warp gates are so 
sparsely distributed between the cities that moving around is so 
cumbersome and time-consuming—” 


Kristina interrupted him, “Lady Anise says there weren’t any warp 
gates around three hundred years ago, so did you still think it was 
frustrating back then?” 


Eugene grumbled, “Hey, do you really need to ask that? We didn’t 
even know how convenient warp gates were back then because they 
didn’t exist three hundred years ago. But now that I’ve become used to 
warp gates—” 


Kristina interjected once more, “Lady Anise says to stop complaining 
and just shut up?” 


“You’re actually Anise, who’s only impersonating Kristina, aren’t 
you?” Eugene said suspiciously. “Or perhaps yow’re Kristina, who’s 
only pretending to be Anise and telling me to shut up.” 


Kristina covered her mouth as she giggled. Then, with a cough to clear 
her throat, she started leading them away. 


“Tve already been in touch with the priest of this parish,” Kristina said 
once her giggles had subsided. 


“To be honest, I don’t like that we’re relying on the Bishop of Alcarte 
in the first place,” Eugene confessed. 


“Fortunately, the Bishop has promised us her cooperation,” Kristina 
reported. 


Eugene asked suspiciously, “Can she be trusted?” 


Kristina nodded, “As far as I can tell, yes, she can; she’s an honest and 
faithful person.” 


There was an unavoidable difference in the common sense of Eugene, 
Kristina, and Anise. 


Eugene and Anise were people from three hundred years ago. Anise 
did have the experience of having lived in the era of peace that 
rapidly followed the swearing of the Oath. However, Eugene or Hamel 
had no such experience. According to Hamel’s common sense, 


demonfolks were enemies who had to be killed no matter what. 


Such an unwavering hatred had only been tempered slightly after he 
had reincarnated and lived the life of Eugene Lionheart. Though, very 
slightly. Although he believed black wizards should definitely be 
killed, Eugene had come to feel that, according to the situation, it 
should be okay to let them live. But in the case of demonfolks... 
Eugene honestly wasn’t too sure. 


The Queen of the Night Demons, the Blade of Incarceration, and the 
Rakshasa Princess — these notorious names who had run rampant 
through the world three hundred years ago definitely needed to be 
killed. 


But what about the other demonfolks? The demonfolks who had been 
born in a peaceful world and knew nothing about war? Should even 
those who had never known war nor wished for it be defined as 
enemies and summarily executed just because they were born as 
demonfolks? 


Eugene didn’t know the answer to that. Nor did he want to seriously 
consider the question. He just felt that, as long as there was a reason 
to kill someone, it was fine to kill them. Eugene wasn’t a saint or a 
sage, so he didn’t have a set moral compass on whether to kill 
someone. 


Eugene voiced his suspicions, “She’s not human, is she?” 


Apart from the question of whether or not demonfolks should be 
killed no matter what, there was another matter that caused Eugene to 
question his common sense, whether or not demonfolks could have 
faith? Could they really believe in and worship the God of Light, 
whose mission was to purify all demonfolks? 


Eugene accepted that since the world had changed, there were bound 
to be differences in what passed for common sense, but let alone 
accepting it, he couldn’t even understand this. 


“’,.She’s half-human,” Kristina replied with a wry smile. 


If two people’s races were different, they usually couldn't have 


children. But it wasn’t like offspring were never born. Very rarely, two 
different races could join to create a child. The least common 
occurrence of this was the half-elf, born between a human and an elf. 
Besides them, there were a few cases where children were born 
between demi-humans belonging to different races. 


Alcarte Parish was founded for the purpose of converting both the 
humans and demonfolks of Helmuth. Eileen Flora, who served as the 
vicar here, was born from a union between a demonfolk and a human, 
and so was the rarest of all mixed races, a half-human half-demonfolk. 


This fact wasn’t widely known to the public. The Bishop of Alcarte 
always wore a pure white robe that went up to her head and covered 
her face with a mask. So her parishioners didn’t know what their 
vicar’s appearance actually looked like. 


However, Kristina, who had served as the Assistant Bishop of Alcarte, 
knew the Bishop’s secret. She was born with the mixed blood of a 
demonfolk and a human. But because she had such a special 
bloodline, Bishop Eileen’s faith was all the more sincere, earnest, and 
faithful. 


“Tt’s only natural for Sir Eugene to be suspicious of her, but Vicar 
Eileen is the right person for this. I have never once had cause to 
doubt her faith,” Kristina stated confidently. 


[It seems you feel a sense of kinship with her. The more pitiful and 
terrible your fates were, the more you relied on faith,] Anise said with 
a smirk. 


“As both the Vicar and a Bishop, she is a prominent figure in Alcarte 
and holds a diplomatically important position. In particular, she helps 
to maintain a close relationship with the demonfolk nobles of 
Alcarte,” Kristina defended her. 


“A close relationship?” Eugene repeated. 


Kristina nodded, “Yes, to the extent where they even come to observe 
the services officiated by the Vicar.” 


So when they didn’t have even a single speck of faith, they still came 


to watch the church service solely out of affection. 


Kristina continued speaking, “While she said that she wouldn’t be able 
to help us with attempting to forge our identities or smuggling us in, 
she would be able to provide assistance by helping us get a visa 
immediately, ignoring the waiting line.” 


“A visa?” Eugene said as he blinked, not knowing what that word 
meant. 


Kristina began to explain, “Helmuth is also extremely famous as a 
tourist destination. To the extent where, if you’re rich, you hope to see 
Helmuth at least once before you die. Have you heard about 
Helmuth’s Demonic World!1], sir Eugene?” 


“What is that?” Eugene asked hesitantly. 


“Tt’s a huge amusement park in Helmuth,” Kristina replied. “They say 
that it’s full of rides that will drive children crazy. Apart from that, 
Helmuth also has numerous resorts with tourist attractions, so 
countless people visit Helmuth every day for sightseeing. However, 
Helmuth strictly manages the number of humans within the empire. 
They restrict entry to keep the tourists from overflowing so that they 
can keep things under control.” 


To think that a country ruled by the Demon Kings would become a 
famous tourist destination... Eugene suddenly realized the gap 
between his common sense and the present day. 


Kristina got to the point, “A visa is the proof of permission to enter 
that all foreigners must have. We can apply to the immigration office 
in Helmuth to obtain tourist visas, but... according to the message 
from the Bishop, there are too many tourists currently visiting the 
empire, so we would have to wait at least a year.” 


Eugene silently processed these facts. 


Kristina added, “A tourist visa also needs to be renewed once a month 
by paying a large amount of money. The citizens of the Helmuth 
Empire with permanent residency regularly pay their taxes in life- 
force, but tourists are not allowed to pay in life-force.” 


While originally, the Demon Kings already had a wastefully large 
amount of gold, Eugene had been wondering where the financial 
power needed to provide welfare for the enormous number of imperial 
citizens had come from. The tourism business seemed to be making 
them enough money to break their banksl21]_ 


“However, Bishop Eileen has said that she would be able to lend a 
hand so that we can obtain a residency visa without any costs. She can 
bypass the years-long waiting line and get them to us by today,” 
Kristina informed him. 


“Wouldn’t we still be rejected at the immigration screening stage? 
What if they don’t allow the Hero and the Saint to enter the country?” 
Eugene asked. 


“T was also worried about that fact, but Bishop Eileen has said that 
won't be a problem. I don’t know if she did anything to persuade them 
personally, but...,” Kristina’s words trailed off absentmindedly as she 
opened the door to a waiting carriage. 


The continent’s greatest tourist destination? A Demonic World that 
drives kids crazy? Resorts? 


Was this still the evil empire ruled by the Demon Kings? 


“The world has gone insane,” Eugene sighed as he shook his head. 


1. The original text uses the English for Demonic, making it an 
obvious reference to Disney World = 


2. The original Korean idiom uses ‘to make their guts explode.’ 


Chapter 250 
Alcarte (2) 


Eugene and Kristina were sitting in a drawing room within the Alcarte 
Cathedral, waiting for the vicar to arrive. Had they been waiting for 
ten minutes already? 


Knock-knock. 
They heard a quiet knocking sound. 


Kristina got up and opened the door. Eugene decided to also get up 
from his seat for the moment. 


The vicar, Eileen Flora, entered the drawing room. As Eugene had 
been told, she was wearing a pure white robe, which was a robe 
usually worn by the priests of the Light, and she also had the pure- 
white mask covering up her face that was mentioned in her 
description. 


With a slight smile, Kristina bowed her head to Eileeen. 
“Tt has been quite a while, Bishop Eileen,” Kristina said in greeting. 
“Have you been well, Saint Kristina?” Eileen said in return. 


Having exchanged casual greetings, they sat down, with Eileen facing 
Eugene. 


Eugene titled his head curiously as he stared at the pure white mask 
beneath her hood. Black lenses had been inserted into the eye sockets 
of the mask that Eileen was wearing, so not only her visage, but even 
her eyes were covered. 


‘Ahah,’ Eugene thought as he realized something. 


He had been wondering why she was so obsessed with covering 
herself up. As he figured out Eileen’s true identity, Eugene smirked. 


Eileen watched silently as he went through this thought process. She 
then bowed and said, “It is an honor to meet the master of the Holy 
Sword, Sir Eugene Lionheart. I am Eileen Flora, the vicar of Alcarte.” 


“Nice to meet you,” said Eugene politely as he also returned the bow 
in acceptance of her greetings. Then, immediately after they were 
done exchanging greetings, Eugene asked, “Are you a vampire?” 


Eugene was well aware that this was a rude question, but he felt that 
there was a need to confirm his suspicions. 


“Yes,” Eileen admitted without any attempt to conceal her identity. 


Even after revealing her true nature, however, she still didn’t take off 
her mask. Eugene also didn’t feel the need to go so far as to force her 
to do so. 


She wore long robes with the hood completely covering her head, and 
she had a mask that covered her face and even her eyes. Eugene didn’t 
know if half-vampires had the same problem, but the sun had long 
been the natural enemy of all vampires. Clearly, Eileen’s costume was 
designed to protect her body from the sunlight. 
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‘Perhaps it might also be to hide her “charm,”’ Eugene guessed. 


Vampires sucked out blood by sticking their fangs into their prey’s 
neck. They had thus evolved over the years to make such a hunting 
style more convenient and effective. While it was not quite as strong 
as a Demoneye, being able to seduce and charm an opponent by using 
their eyes was one of the basic abilities of all vampires. 


‘Or perhaps it’s simply just to cover up her pale complexion. Or else... it 
might be something like scars or a burn,’ Eugene silently pondered. 


For a half-vampire to have become a bishop, there had to be a really 
bleak life story behind it, but Eugene didn’t really care to find out 
more about that. 


Eugene coughed. “Ahem... So I heard that we need something called a 
visa if we want to enter Helmuth? And that we need to get them 
issued...” 


“Yes, that’s right,” Eileen confirmed. 


Eugene continued awkwardly, “I’ve also heard that you'll be able to 
help us obtain the visas, Vicar Eileen...” 


“To be more precise, I can arrange a meeting with the head of the 
Alcarte Immigration Office for you,” Eileen clarified. 


“So that’s how it is,” Eugene nodded. “The guy who’s the head of the 
immigration office... is he a human?” 


Eileen shook her head. “He is one of the demonfolk.” 


“,.SO we need to meet with that demonfolk, have some kind of 
conversation, and we'll be able to get our visas issued?” Eugene asked 
warily. 


“That’s right.” Eileen nodded. “I am just the Bishop of Alcarte, so I do 
not possess the authority to issue visas.” 


Her response to his question had Eugene’s face twisting into a scowl. 
Although he hadn’t quite managed to fully grasp the concept of a visa 
yet, he had figured that it would be something similar to an entry 
pass. He had also thought that they would be able to pass through the 
gates of Alcarte right away after Eileen gave them their two passes 
right here and now. 


But why had she arranged for them to meet with the demonfolk who 
was working as the head of the immigration office? Did that mean she 
intended for them to greet each other, have a chat, then make a 
personal request that the demonfolk issue him and Kristina visas just 
because they needed visas? 


...Well, if it needed to be done, then he would do it. Obviously, 
though, Eugene felt uncomfortable, as if something was weighing 
down his chest. 


“When will they be able to issue the visas?” Eugene asked. 


After he had finished saying these words, Eugene’s expression 
changed. The sharp hostility that he released flickered through the air 
in the drawing room. He immediately attempted to get up from his 
seat, but Kristina, who was sitting beside him, quickly grabbed onto 
Eugene by the sleeve. 


“ ,.Phew,” a voice came from inside a wall. 
A man dressed in a neat suit stuck his head through said wall. 


Well, the word ‘man’ only fit him in a very loose sense — he didn’t 
have the appearance of a normal human. He was a demonfolk with 
four eyes, four arms, and a sharp, blade-like tail. 


“As expected of a Lionheart... no, should that be “as expected of a 
hero”? To think that the hostility you mustered up in an instant would 
be so sharp,” the demonfolk said with a shudder as he finished 
phasing through the wall. 


Each of his four eyes was looking in a different direction. One was 
focused on Eileen, another was fixed on Eugene’s face, one rested on 
Kristina’s face, and the last was aimed at Eugene’s hand, which had 
reached into his cloak for a weapon. 


“My apologies for the sudden intrusion. My name is Drunbos Freed. As 
a viscount of Helmuth, I am in charge of the Immigration Office at the 
gates of Acarte.” 


Although he sported a bizarre appearance, the demonfolk bowed his 
head with an amiable smile and introduced himself politely. 


As soon as he heard the name ‘Drunnos Freed,’ Eugene began to 
search his memory. 


He brought up the past from three hundred years ago and all the 
demonfolk that he had met back then — the ones he hadn’t been able 
to kill, at least. He thus ran down the list of names of the guys that he 
had been planning to kill. 


But where was Drunnos Freed? His name wasn’t on the list. Including 
those that Hamel had killed, was there anyone with the last name 
Freed? No, there weren’t any. That meant this demonfolk hadn’t been 
significant enough for Hamel to have remembered his name three 
hundred years ago. Or perhaps he wasn’t even born during that era. 


“..What do you want?” Eugene asked cautiously. 


“Well now, it’s all because of who you two are that I really wanted to 
meet personally. That said, inviting you both to visit my mansion or 
my workplace would cause quite the public commotion, don’t you 
agree? So I just thought, wouldn’t it be for the best if I came to meet 
you here, in person?” Drunus said as he raised his head to stare at 
Eileen. “But I’m afraid that I may have placed the Madame in some 
trouble. Please understand my position. While I can skip several of the 
procedures required when issuing visas, the final interview is 
ultimately something that I need to conduct face-to-face.” 


Drunnos chucked and pointed to an empty seat. 
“Tf it’s alright with you, may I take a seat?” Drunns politely requested. 
“Alright,” Eugene replied with barely restrained hostility. 


From the moment that he had decided to return to the Devildom of 
Helmuth, Eugene had prepared himself to face many demonfolk in the 
future, whether he liked it or not. He couldn’t keep having to suppress 
his desire to run amok and kill them all, while also having to endure 
an uncomfortable and shitty feeling, every time it happened. That 
meant he would just have to get used to them. After three hundred 
years, the world had really changed so much that it felt like it had 
gone insane. This was a feeling that Eugene had experienced several 
times before now. 


With that thought in mind, after taking a couple of breaths, he calmed 
down. 


“So about the visas. I’ve heard that it takes a special effort to get them 
issued quickly, so how much will that cost us?” Eugene asked, his 
head tilting crookedly to the side as his tone grew sharp. 


His tone, however, was the only sharp thing that he used. He even 
pulled out the hand that was reaching inside of his cloak and clasped 
his fingers together. 


‘It feels like he’s turned his hostility into mere irritation. Is that an 
ancestral... a Lionheart clan trait? Perhaps it’s because they both hold such 
a hatred for demonfolk that they were recognized by the Holy Sword?’ 
Drunnos thought to himself as he felt a keen interest in Eugene. 


Out loud, however, his words were “I don’t need any money. I just 
want to have a short conversation with you.” 


“Does that mean if I do give you money, we don’t need to talk?” 
Eugene counter-offered. 


Drunnos laughed. “Ahaha. I’m afraid that I can’t accept that, so it 
seems like we might as well just talk.” 


This interest in Eugene wasn’t a feeling unique to Drunnos. As a 
whole, the demonfolk held a great interest in Eugene. Not only had 
Eugene stood up to Gavid Lindman, the great Duke of Helmuth, but he 
was also the one who had managed the performance of having the 
Demon King of Incarceration, who almost never left his palace in 
Babel, go to the lands of the far north. 


“Sir Eugene and Lady Kristina, are you two seeking entry into the 
country in order to assassinate the Demon King of Incarceration?” 
Drunnos asked bluntly. 


This was a very direct question. Kristina’s lips flapped soundlessly in 
shock, while Eugene’s eyebrows twitched. 


Just what kind of answer was this guy expecting? After considering 
this question for a few moments, Eugene opened his mouth to answer, 
only for Drunnos to chuckle and wave his hand dismissively... 


“Ahem... there’s no need to be so nervous about answering the 
question. No matter what your response may be, I have no interest in 
obstructing you, Sir Eugene. Instead, my personal hope is that you 
truly are here in order to assassinate the Demon King,” Drunnos said 
with a calm smile. 


Unable to understand what Drunnos meant by those words, Eugene 
blinked in confusion and demanded, “Why?” 


“Well, isn’t that what the Demon King of Incarceration himself is 
hoping for? I hold absolute respect for the desires of the Demon King,” 
Drunnos professed as he pulled out a large seal from one of his 
pockets. “It’s also because I am certain that no matter how hard Sir 
Eugene and the Lady Saint may try, they will not be able to kill our 
Demon King. Though perhaps... your efforts may end up being 
recorded in history as the most exciting thing to happen to Helmuth in 
three hundred years? That’s my opinion at the very least.” 


After a slight pause, Drunnos suddenly laughed and added, “Ah, 
please take out your IDs.” 


While staring at Drunnos with a solemn expression, Eugene pulled out 
his identity card from one of his pockets. 


Drunnos continued chattering, “In my opinion, it seems like you 
haven’t come here to get started on preparing for your assassination 
already... so are you really here for tourism? Though, now that I think 
of it, it might be for reconnaissance. Haha, I feel like it would be very 
funny if you two end up falling for Helmuth’s charm during your 
reconnaissance and you decide to just settle down in Helmuth—” 


Booom! 


The table where they had placed down their ID cards suddenly 
shattered. Sitting across from them, Eileen’s shoulders flinched in 
surprise. Kristina, in the meantime, didn’t show any reaction. She felt 
the same sort of annoyance that Eugene did. 


Tap. Tap. 


“Hey,” Eugene said quietly as he brushed off the fragments of table 
that had stuck to his ID card. “If I kill you right here and now, and 
stamp our IDs myself, do you think I’ll be able to pass through 
Alcarte’s gates?” 


Eugene’s hostility had transformed into full-on killing intent. Unsure 
of how to respond, Drunnos just stared straight into Eugene’s face. For 


a moment, he tried to gauge the difference in level between him and 
Eugene. 


Then, he rose from his seat in one decisive motion, took a few steps 
back and bowed his head, “I have shown you great disrespect. My 
apologies.” 


Eugene clicked his tongue and then snapped his fingers. At this 
gesture, the fragments of the shattered table gathered back together 
into the form of a crudely made table. Eugene placed his ID back on it 
and crossed his arms. 


The stamps were placed on the backs of their ID cards. The seal was 
invisible to the naked eye because it had been engraved into the 
magic of the ID card itself. 


“We’re all finished now. I don’t know how long you two plan on 
staying in Helmuth, but your visas are valid for the next five years,” 
Drunnos informed them. 


They wouldn't need five years. Eugene took his ID and placed it back 
in his pocket. 


“Also, this... this is the mandatory travel guidebook to Helmuth that is 
provided to everyone who enters the country. Since Helmuth is 
different from the rest of the continent in many ways, it ought to be 
helpful to you if you give it a read,” Drunnos suggested with a bow of 
his head as he handed over a thick booklet. “Well then, please enjoy 
your trip.” 


Drunnos had been interested in Eugene, and had wanted to find out 
what the man’s intentions were, so he had decided to prod Eugene a 
little, but the reaction that he had received in return was far more 
intense than expected. The killing intent had been so thick that it 
wouldn’t have been strange for his head to have been sent flying at 
any moment. 


‘A killing intent that could cause even a mid-class demonfolk to feel like a 
worm about to be stepped on... If this had been an actual battle, it would 
have felt even stronger,’ Drunnos thought to himself in fear. 


Drunnos no longer had any desire to provoke Eugene. 
“My apologies.” 


As soon as Drunnos left the room, Eileen, who had been shifting 
restlessly, stood up and repeatedly bowed her head. 


“T had no idea that Viscount Drunnos would behave so rudely,” Eileen 
confessed. 


“Tt’s fine. It’s not like this is the first or even second time that people 
have tried to aggravate me on their first meeting with me... Ah, but 

he’s not even a person, is he, he’s a demonfolk,” Eugene said with a 

dismissive shrug as he opened up the travel booklet. 


... The very first page of the book contained a picture of Babel, the 
Demon King’s Castle. 


Eugene thought to himself, ‘To think that this thin and tall building is 
Babel, the Demon King of Incarceration’s Castle... ’ 


Although he had heard about this while digging for information on 
Helmuth, Eugene was still just as dumbfounded no matter how many 
times he saw it. The Demon King of Incarceration’s Castle that Hamel 
had died in three hundred years ago still had the appearance Beaten 
of its name as a ‘castle,’ but the current Babel was just a ‘high-rise’ [1 : 
In all of the continent, Helmuth was the only country who made use 
of the building style known as a high-rise. 


The culture there was so different that you couldn’t even think of 
them as being from the same era. The Demon Kings and demonfolk of 
Helmuth had single-handedly revolutionized magical engineering over 
the past three hundred years, and the capital city of Pandemonium 
was built with state-of-the-art infrastructure that the rest of the 
continent had no hope of catching up to. 


What made this possible was the existence of Babel, which stood tall 
as the center of Pandemonium, and the being known as the Demon 
King, who watched over the entire city from the top of the high-rise. 


The Demon King of Incarceration wasn’t just an idle presence either. 


His very existence supplied unlimited demonic power to the entire 
city, and Babel processed the Demon King’s demonic power to use it 
as the energy that powered the entire city. 


In other words, it was by the grace of His Majesty, the Great Demon 
King, that the capital city of Pandemonium had become the most 
developed city with the highest living standards not just in Helmuth, 
but also throughout the entire continent... 


...Or at least that was what was written in the guidebook. 


‘The only city that they’ve developed to such a unique extent is 
Pandemonium... I’ve heard that most of the other high-ranking demonfolk 
also live in the capital,’ Eugene recalled. 


Although the guidebook hadn’t gone so far as to record the names of 
these aristocrats, Eugene had already investigated them in advance. 
Duke Gavid Lindman hadn’t accepted a separate fief for himself and 
just lived in Babel. Besides him, among the demonfolk that Eugene 
still ‘remembered’, there were quite a few living leisurely lives in 
Pandemonium. 


‘Though there are also a lot of guys who have lost their lives after trying to 
climb in rank,’ Eugene noted. 


Three hundred years had passed and the world had changed a lot. 
However the reason why Eugene could still feel that the nature of 
demonfolk, at the very least, hadn’t changed that much was because 
there was still the existence of a ranking system amongst them. 


The ranks amongst demonfolk were decided by title or reputation. A 
lower order could challenge a higher order, and the higher order was 
unable to refuse the challenge. 


Thus, a battle would commence. 


Usually, the loser was killed. Regardless of the difference in ranks 
between them, the winner took everything that the loser had. The 
bigger the return, the bigger the risk, of course, so challenges to the 
ranking didn’t take place all that regularly. 


As for the humans in Helmuth, those among them who had sworn an 
oath to serve as post-mortem laborers were able to live luxurious lives 
because the contract they had signed placed a high-ranking demon as 
their sponsor. Naturally, the ranking of humans was decided by which 
demonfolk they had behind them. 


Because rank was so important to the demonfolk, this information was 
also written in the travel guide. 


[There is also a demonfolk matching service provided for all travelers. 
Are you concerned about getting into a sudden conflict during your 
trip or getting caught in a fight between delinquents? Have no fear. If 
you visit the Helmuth Tourist Center that is located in every city and 
request the use of our matching service, we can arrange for a brief 
contract with a demonfolk of at least intermediate-level! 


*The above contract is guaranteed to be a contract that only charges 
the standard amount that is agreed upon, and the soul of the 
contractor is never taken as collateral.* 


However, you may encounter situations where the rank of the 
demonfolk matched with you is not high enough. If any unavoidable 
situation arises, please present your ID card before any violence takes 
place or reveal the name of the demonfolk who you are matched with! 


“These must be the end times,” Eugene muttered. 


He shook his head and turned to the next page. 


[Giabella Celebrity Entertainment, the Giabella Construction 
Company, the Giabella Fashion Group, etc. Led by Duke Noir Giabella, 
an invincible and beautiful businesswoman who has found success in 
all of the businesses that she has put her name on for the past three 
hundred years. It would not be an exaggeration to say that she leads 
all of Helmuth’s latest trends. Duke Noir...] 


Eugene’s face crumpled into a scowl. 


[...Boasting three times the scale of Demonic World, transcending all 
theme parks to become a theme city, GiabellaCity will finally open 
doors next month...] 


Seeing how so many advertisements had been added into it, Noir 
Giabella’s influence perspired from every word of this guidebook. 


[The Demon Kings Tour for Tourists. ] 


You can go back through the history of Helmuth and experience the 
era from three hundred years ago. Starting with the Demon King of 
Carnage’s Castle, we will also tour the ruins of the castles formerly 
belonging to the Demon King of Cruelty and the Demon King of Fury!] 


“Hah...” Eugene sighed. 
The Demon Kings Tour. 
Its very name caused Eugene to feel extremely disturbed. 


“The world really has gone insane,” Eugene said as he shook his head 
and closed the guidebook. 


1. The original term uses the English word ‘building.’ In Korea, 
‘building’ is used as their term for high-rises. 
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Although Aroth was also in the middle of actively developing its own 
brand of magic cars, the ones already racing at the forefront of this 
field were Helmuth’s dark-power cars. 


These mechanical contraptions were a product of the magic 
engineering that Helmuth was so proud of, and they were also fueled 
by the dark power of the Demon King of Incarceration. Babel, the 
ninety-nine-story building that stood tall at the center of 
Pandemonium, served as a transmission tower, relaying the infinite 
dark power of the Demon King of Incarceration to the various sectors 
of Helmuth. 


The Black Towers, which served as landmarks in the sectors of 
Helmuth, received and amplified the dark power sent to them by 
Babel, and relayed it throughout the entire city via magic cables 
buried underground. 


The dark-power roads that were built like this, as the name suggested, 
had dark power flowing through them. The reason why Helmuth had 
been able to surpass all other countries on the continent in 
successfully commercializing automobiles was because the need for a 
magic engine to run their automobiles had been replaced by these 
dark-power roads. 


Thanks to that, the dark-power cars didn’t need any fuel, and even 
humans without any knowledge of magic or mana were able to drive 
them. 


“An essential course of tourism in Helmuth, the flower of all vacation 
trips! To all the tourists who have come to take part in the Demon 
King Tour, I bid you welcome!” 


The wealthy and relaxed-appearing tourists who alighted from a huge 


tour bus were greeted by this grandiose welcome. The neatly dressed 
demonfolk guide who had gotten off before them wasn’t using 
anything like a microphone, but his magically amplified voice was still 
able to clearly reach the ears of all these tourists. 


“The place where we have now arrived is the castle of the Demon 
King of Carnage. Among the five Demon Kings who lived three 
hundred years ago, the Demon King of Carnage was particularly 
tyrannical and ruthless. As his name suggests, this Demon King 
particularly enjoyed carnage...,” the guide paused to raise his finger 
and point to the hideous Demon King’s Castle behind him. 


“Three hundred years ago, the heroes of the continent, led by the 
Great Vermouth, infiltrated the Castle. While the knights from the 
continent faced the Demon King’s army, Vermouth and the other 
heroes climbed up to the top floor of the castle and battled the Demon 
King of Carnage. Their battle lasted for three days and three nights...” 


Even now, Eugene could still vividly recall the memories from back 
then. 


That was the first Demon King they fought, and the first they defeated, 
but it wasn’t just the Demon King of Carnage who came close to 
death. An existence on the level of a Demon King wouldn’t die even if 
you killed them over and over again. They had cut off the head of the 
Demon King of Carnage dozens of times over those three days, but he 
still refused to die and kept on getting back up, driving Vermouth and 
his companions close to death. 


If it wasn’t for Anise’s holy magic, let alone three days, they wouldn’t 
have even lasted a day. Although his body carried none of the scars 
from back then, when Eugene looked up at the Demon King’s Castle, 
his perfectly healthy left shoulder started to ache. 


This was due to an injury that had been inflicted on him by the 
Annihilation Hammer Jigolath. If Hamel had been hit directly by the 
blow, half of his body would have disintegrated, but in a desperation- 
powered move, Hamel had barely managed to deflect the blow. 
However, just from that slight brush, a scar that could never be erased 
had been left on his body. 


“All of you may already know this, but three hundred years ago, the 


Demon King of Carnage’s Castle completely collapsed into a ruin. 
However, our Demon King of Incarceration said that there is no future 
for the demonfolk if they forget their past, so he rebuilt the three 
Demon King Castles that had been turned into ruins...,” the tour guide 
paused. 


“Three hundred years ago, the demonfolk were the one to start the 
war. Everyone, whether it's as a race or as individuals, we demonfolk 
have committed enough crimes that it will take us hundred or even 
thousands of years to redeem ourselves. This reconstructed Demon 
King’s Castle is a symbol of the unjust war that was started by our 
race, and it serves to remind us of our long legacy of sin...” 


As the guide’s speech continued in that vein, Eugene lost any desire to 
continue listening. While fiercely grinding his teeth, he lowered the 
sunglasses that had been resting on top of his head. 


“How dare they advertise it as a tourist attraction if they claimed to 
have rebuilt it in order to never forget their sins,” Eugene growled in 
complaint. 


“Why are you making such a fuss? Don’t the people on the continent 
do something similar? When I heard about the entrance fee they were 
charging for Sienna’s mansion, I felt disgusted by my fellow humans. 
And I’ve always hated Yuras’s hypocrisy even before they dared to 
create an icon of my image,” Anise said with a derisive snort as she 
got down from the driver’s seat of their car. 


In Helmuth, where carriages had been completely abandoned, even 
tourists were able to purchase dark-power cars if they had money and 
a license. 


Surprisingly, Kristina — who had served as the Assistant Bishop of the 
Alcarte Parish, which was adjacent to Helmuth — actually had a 
driver’s license for a dark-power car. 


So they had gone ahead and bought one, a massive off-road dark- 
power car. Warp gates were used for long-distance travel, while the 
dark-power car was used within the cities. 


Anise really liked this mode of transportation, which was completely 


different from riding a horse, and during their trip she had started 
alternating driving duties with Kristina, until they finally arrived at 
the parking lot of the Demon King of Carnage's Castle. 


Eugene grumbled, “Seeing this terrible Demon King’s Castle restored 
to perfect condition gives me a stomach ache.” 


“The Demon King Castles were rebuilt about one hundred years ago. 
At that time, it was said that there was intense resistance to the 
restoration of the Demon King’s Castles from various parts of the 
continent, but the Demon King of Incarceration stepped forward 
personally and persuaded the continent. He claimed that they weren’t 
doing it to glorify the war from three hundred years ago, but instead 
to prevent themselves from forgetting the sins that they committed 
back then,” Kristina explained, having exchanged places with Anise 
once more. 


With a wry smile, Kristina took off her own sunglasses. Currently, 
Kristina was dressed in a fashion that made it difficult to imagine that 
she was even a priest, much less the Saintess herself. 


The same went for Eugene. The Cloak of Darkness, which originally 
had thick fur, would have stood out no matter where they went on the 
continent; in Helmuth, where the culture was so different from the 
continent that it felt like a whole other world, it would have been 
even more noticeable. Thus, the Cloak of Darkness currently looked 
like an ordinary, large coat. 


Eugene’s gray hair, which could even serve as a form of identification 
for the Lionhearts, had also been dyed black. This was because, while 
they were not able to use fake IDs, he still didn’t want to advertise the 
fact that he was indeed Eugene Lionheart. 


“The Demon King’s Castle and its nearby facilities are all classified as 
tourist attractions, but the Kazard Hills aren’t included within those 
tourist attractions,” Eugene reminded Kristina, having done his 
research and investigation in advance. 


Three hundred years ago, this whole plain collapsed in the aftermath 
of their battle with the Demon King of Carnage. It was also then that 
they found the ruins where the Moonlight Sword had been sealed. 


Although they turned the ruins upside down, apart from the single 
Moonlight Sword, nothing else, ancient artifacts or otherwise, was 
found. They weren't able to find out the origins of the Moonlight 
Sword or of the ruins, either. 


At that time, they just left the ruins as they were, but... in the current 
era, no ancient ruins remained at the Kazard hills. 


‘It must have been Vermouth,’ Eugene guessed. 


The fragment of the Moonlight Sword that Eugene had obtained from 
Aroth’s auction house was said to have been found at the Kazard Hills. 
In the process of shattering the Moonlight Sword, Vermouth had 
probably also destroyed the ruins and buried some of the shattered 
fragments underground during the process... 


“.,.As expected, are you really planning to sneak in?” Kristina asked 
with a stiff expression. 


“That’s the cleanest way to handle things,” Eugene argued. 


The Kazard Hills weren’t included in the list of tourist attractions, but 
they also weren’t just left open for anyone to easily enter. 


From decades back, the Kazard Hills had been made the private 
property of a tribe of demonfolk. Those demonfolk had carried out 
major construction work on the entire hillside and developed it into a 
huge mine. 


The master of the Kazard Mine was Rhode Lonick, a demonfolk who 
had served under the Demon King of Carnage three hundred years 
before. Eugene also had a vague recollection of him. He was one of 
the daemonsl1], and they had met on the battlefield several times. 


At those times, Eugene’s—no, Hamel’s skills couldn’t be described as 
having been in their prime. Especially since it was before he had fully 
familiarized himself with fighting the demonfolk, who didn’t die easily 
even when dealt an otherwise killing blow; Eugene had still thought 
that as long as he cut off their limbs, stabbed them through the heart, 
and cut their throat, they would definitely die. 


Of course, most demonfolk would die once all that was done to them. 
However, Rhode was a demonfolk who had just barely crawled 
beyond the standard set by the majority of demonfolk, so he hadn’t 
died from all of that. 


But that was all he ever managed to achieve. He was as durable as a 
cockroach, but he only posed about the same level of a threat. Rhode 
took part in their battle against the Demon King of Carnage three 
hundred years ago, but he couldn’t even follow them up to the top 
floor of the castle, and after lurking around the battle going on below, 
he ran away as soon as Carnage was killed. 


‘It really has been a long time,’ Eugene thought nostalgically. ‘To think 
that guy is now a businessman, in name at least... ’ 


The Kazard Mine was still called a mine, but no mining was actually 
taking place there. At the very least, in recent years, the Kazard Mine 
had failed to produce any ores. 


Even so, there were still plenty of demonfolk going in and out of the 
Kazard Mine, and it was an open secret of how this supposed mine 
was really being used. 


Helmuth really was a two-faced place, or at least that was what 
Eugene thought. 


It was considered the most developed country on the continent; a 
human-friendly empire that promised so many welfare benefits to 
humans that it was hard to believe that it was a land of demonfolk. 


Such standards of welfare were also applied to the demonfolk. The 
demonfolk and humans of Helmuth lived a far more stable life than 
the inhabitants of any other country on the continent. 


However, at the same time, Helmuth still hadn’t completely broken 
out of the mold of the ‘Devildom’ that it had been just three hundred 
years before. Just like how a beast was still a beast even after it pulled 
out its own fangs and claws, in the end, a demonfolk was still a 
demonfolk in nature. In Helmuth, the original demonfolk culture was 
still on open display. 


“...But are humans really any different?’ Eugene thought with a click of 
his tongue. 


Deep within the mine was hidden an arena where low-level demonfolk 
participated in fights. The demonfolk who fought there sought to 
increase their own strength by killing their opponents. Life-force was 
used as a prize for these fights. 


If any of the fighters managed to stand out, they could even end up 
being recruited by Rhode, who portrayed himself as an ‘old hand|2]> 
in the business world. If not, they could at least earn a 
recommendation from Rhode and become a member of a different 
demon tribe. For gutter-rat members of a low-class demonfolk tribe 
with no future ahead of them, it could be quite worthwhile to lurk 
around the arena. 


Of course, such an arena wouldn’t be open every day, and today was 
one of the days that the arena was closed. Eugene had no desire of 
doing the tiresome thing of trying to sneak into the arena along with 
the crowds, so he planned on infiltrating the mine tonight. 


“Even if you try to persuade me, I have no intention of changing my 
mind,” Eugene insisted. “Since we’ve managed to enter Helmuth, 
there’s no reason for me not to do it.” 


There was a possibility that fragments of the Moonlight Sword were 
still there. If he managed to find even one more fragment and added it 
to the rest of the Moonlight Sword, well... it still wouldn’t be as strong 
as it had been in the past. 


Yet, even so, the power of the Moonlight Sword was too attractive to 
just give up. 


Kristina began worriedly, “If you get caught—” 
Eugene interrupted her. “If I get caught, I just need to run away.” 


Eugene didn’t have any great concerns regarding that possibility. No 
matter how the situation might turn out, he had the confidence that 
he would be able to escape, and in the unlikely event that he couldn’t 
escape... 


Eugene brought up the faint memories that he still had of Rhode 
Lonick and went over them again. 


...All of the demonfolk who had lived during that era of war had 
definitely grown stronger over these past three hundred years. Eugene 
had gone through enough encounters to realize that these three 
hundred years were far from a short period of time. 


After all, he had received a one-sided beating from Molon. 


Then there were Gavid Lindman and Noir Giabella. Those two 
monsters who had been close to the Demon King level in the first 
place had gotten even stronger over the years. 


Even someone like Iris was stronger than she had been three hundred 
years before. 


Eugene was silent as he pondered the risk. 


Yet when he considered the risks soberly, Eugene realized that, the 
way he was now, he was fully capable of putting up a fight against 
Iris. In comparison, when they met just a year ago, there was still such 
a difference between them that it wouldn’t have even counted as a 
fight. 


However, Eugene’s White Flame Formula had risen all the way up to 
the Sixth Star and he had even developed his own Signature. 


In his current condition, as long as he was prepared and gave it his 
best shot, Eugene felt that it wouldn’t be impossible for him to even 
kill Iris. Of course, there was no way to tell that without trying it, but 
this meant that they were now close enough that Eugene could make 
an estimate of his chances of victory. 


As for Rhode... Rhode Lonick? The Rhode whose head Hamel had 
been able to send flying three hundred years before, when Hamel 
wasn’t even in his prime and still unfamiliar with fighting demonfolk? 


‘How strong could that shitty bastard have become even after staying alive 
for three hundred years?’ Eugene scoffed silently. 


After considering how Rhode compared with Iris, Eugene couldn’t 
help but feel dismissive. He smirked at Kristina, who still had a 
worried expression on her face. 


“Don’t make that face. It won’t be dangerous and it won’t even take 
that long,” Eugene assured her. 


Kristina hesitated. “...However...” 


“Don’t worry about me and just wait for me here at the inn,” Eugene 
instructed. 


The Bishop of Alcarte, Eileen, was indeed somehow immune to it, but 
ordinary demonfolk were allergic to divine power. As such, back three 
hundred years back, any missions involving infiltration and 
reconnaissance were left exclusively to Hamel and Sienna, with Anise 
being left behind. 


The same was true this time as well. While Kristina accepted their 
circumstances, it was instead Anise who expressed her displeasure. 


[In my past life, it was at times like these that I really hated Sienna, ] 
Anise confessed. 


‘Huh?’ Kristina responded in confusion. 


Anise explained, [Molon was an idiot, so infiltration and 
reconnaissance were impossible for him, and Sir Vermouth needed to 
stay with the main group in case of an emergency. As someone who 
isn’t much different from a civilian if I’m not able to use divine power, 
I was, of course, excluded from taking such missions. ] 


Not much different from a civilian? Kristina wasn’t sure about 
everything else Anise had said, but she was having difficulty accepting 
that claim in particular. 


[That’s why Sienna and Hamel were always the ones who went out on 
patrol,] Anise continued. [Whenever that happened, that bitch Sienna 
always seemed so happy that she could die, but she would forcefully 
keep her cheeks from moving and hold her lips together so that they 
couldn’t twitch in order to act like it was nothing to her. Her blatantly 


pleased expression seemed intended to piss me off. You don’t know 
how many times I had to hold back the urge to give her a few good 
slaps... ] 


Eugene had already decided to try and infiltrate the Kazard Mine after 
dark, and he had also done his reconnaissance. Even so, they still had 
quite a lot of time left, so he decided to remind himself of the old 
days. That was why they had come here, to the Demon King of 
Carnage’s Castle. 


It was forbidden to ride a dark-power car within the castle walls. As 
such, all dark-power vehicles had to be parked in the parking lot 
outside of the castle walls. 


“So this is the Demon King of Carnage’s Castle... where their legend 
first began...,” Mer said slowly, her mouth hanging open as she looked 
up at the castle. 


The group of tourists led by their tour guide had already entered 
through the gates of the castle ahead of them, but Eugene and his 
companions weren’t members of the tour group in the first place. 
Eugene and Anise were living witnesses of what had happened here 
three hundred years ago, so why would they even need a guide? 


“This really reminds me of the old days,” Eugene said as he patted 
Mer on the head and approached the castle gates. 


Although he had been indignant that this castle was being advertised 
as a tourist attraction, it seemed like there wasn’t any entrance fee 
needed to enter the Demon King of Carnage’s Castle. 


“In that aspect, they’re actually better than Yuras or Aroth,” Eugene 
muttered with a smirk as he led them forward. 


The first thing they saw after passing through the castle’s walls was a 
memorial stone that was as tall and sturdy as the castle itself. 


“This memorial stone records the names of the heroes who lost their 
lives here during their challenge to bring peace to the world three 
hundred years ago. While we can’t guarantee that the names of every 
hero who perished here has been recorded, the Demon King of 


Incarceration swears to honor all those who gave their lives for 
peace...” 


The guide who had entered ahead of them was giving an explanation 
for the memorial stone in front of the tourist group. Kristina turned 
her head, concerned that Eugene might just go crazy after hearing 
such words, but Eugene’s expression was as calm as ever. 


“What a load of bullshit,” Eugene spat out a curse with that same calm 
expression. 


In this Demon King of Carnage’s Castle that the Demon King of 
Incarceration had personally rebuilt, Eugene recalled the last time that 
he had left this place, three hundred years before. 


The day after they had killed the Demon King. 


Everyone had worked together to destroy the castle. Molon had 
blasted apart the walls with a swing of his giant hammer, while Hamel 
had focussed on tearing down the castle towers. Sienna had also let 
loose with her spells, and even Vermouth had fired off his 
Thunderbolt Pernoa and the Dragon Spear with a hearty laughter. 


It wasn’t just them either. Everyone who had fought and survived in 
the taking of this Demon King’s Castle had participated in the 
destruction of the castle. All of the bodies of their comrades whose 
names had been placed on this memorial stone had been carried 
outside beforehand. While everyone else united together to demolish 
the castle, Anise and the other priests were reciting prayers to honor 
the souls of those who had passed away. 


[I thought that I would never see this castle again,] Anise muttered 
inside Kristina's head. [... I’m only saying this now, Kristina, and I’ve 
always kept this a secret from Hamel, but I... I really thought that all 
of us would die here in this castle.] 


At these words, Kristina unconsciously halted her steps. Fortunately, 
they had already entered the castle and were now waiting for the 
elevator that led up to the roof. 


[Right now, this place might have elevators installed for the sake of 


convenience, but three hundred years ago, there wasn’t anything like 
that in here. At that time, we... we felt like we were facing our certain 
deaths. We were a suicide squad with the sole mission of killing the 
Demon King. In order to send the five of us up, more than a hundred 
times our number were fighting to buy us time outside of the castle. ] 


Kristina listened silently. 


[However, that didn’t mean that the Demon King of Carnages Castle 
was left completely empty. High-rank demonfolk serving as royal 
guards were stationed within the castle. But even that meant that we 
had successfully accomplished the preliminary part of our plan, and 
that we had made enough preparations. Since his army had been led 
outside, we only had to defeat a small number of high-rank demonfolk 
before facing the Demon King of Carnage. ] 


The elevator arrived on the first floor. 


[Our battle against the high-ranking demonfolk... wasn’t all that 
difficult. At that time we were still inexperienced, but even so, the 
enemy was well within our capabilities to face. Since the Demon King 
of Carnage was ranked fifth among Demon Kings, that meant his 
followers were also weaker than those who served the higher-ranking 
Demon Kings. ] 


‘Sister... ’ Kristina quietly called out. 


[That’s right. It was just for a short moment, but we really were being 
overly arrogant. That was why the shock that followed so easily sent 
us into despair. As the fifth-ranked Demon King, the Demon King of 
Carnage was indeed the weakest of the five Demon Kings. However, 
upon meeting such an existence for the first time, the entity known as 
a Demon King made me fear for my life from the very moment that I 
first encountered him,] Anise confessed., 


Kristina hesitated. ‘... However... Sister, you and the others — no, all of 
you heroes from three hundred years ago, didn’t you eventually succeed in 
killing the Demon King of Carnage?’ 


[Yes. In the end, we did succeed in killing him. After fighting for three 
whole days and nights and going through countless life and death 


crises, that is.] 
The elevator climbed upward. 


Inside of the spacious elevator, there were many other tourists besides 
Eugene, Kristina, and Mer. They were all humans. With excited 
expressions, they chatted about the Demon King Castle’s scenery as 
well as the legends of this place. 


[I’m having a lot of mixed feelings,] Anise whispered. [We killed the 
Demon King and destroyed his Castle. Now, three hundred years have 
passed and the fragile peace that we managed to achieve still 
continues undisturbed. In that era, blood and corpses piled up like 
small hills in the Demon King’s Castle, but now, what was destroyed 
back then has been rebuilt and has become a tourist destination. I 
died, leaving behind just my soul, and Hamel has been reincarnated... 
but we’re now back here. ] 


“...Is all this situation causing you distress?’ Kristina asked cautiously. 


[I think it’s only natural for me to feel displeased. The very existence 
of this place is offensive to both Hamel and myself. After all, doesn’t it 
seem like the battle site where we all fought so desperately is being 
treated inappropriately? However... apart from that, there are many 
other emotions. I’m also feeling proud. Because we fought here... and 
we won. It’s because of that, that we can be here now. ] 


At these words, Kristina unconsciously burst into laughter. She nodded 
her head in agreement as she clutched the rosary that was hidden 
inside her jacket. 


The elevator soon arrived on the top floor and the doors opened to 
reveal a rooftop that was spacious and fully open to the sky. 


Mer unconsciously let out an awed exclamation at the sight that lay in 
front of her. 


“Whoaaah...” 


This was the landmark of the Demon King of Carnage’s Castle. 


The Death List. 


Three hundred years ago, everyone worked together to destroy the 
Demon King’s Castle. However, one of the walls was left standing. 
This was because everyone was instantly convinced by the idea 
shouted by one of the knights who had fought at the castle — that 
something should be left behind so that no one would forget this day. 


—Let’s write down our names. 


Molon was the one who proposed this idea. At first, his intention was 
to write down all of their names, but the commander of the allied 
forces at the time shook his head. The commander insisted that only 
the names of the five people who had managed to kill the Demon King 
should be written down, because the fewer names there were, the 
easier it would be for those names to serve as role models. 


Vermouth, who wasn’t very eager to play along with this idea, was 
still the very first to get pushed forward. In the end, with a bothered 
yet helpless expression on his face, Vermouth wrote his name on the 
wall. 


Vermouth Lionheart. 

Hamel Dynas. 

Sienna Merdein. 

Anise Slywood. 

Molon Ruhr. 

Their five names were written on the wall. 


Then in red, the names of the Demon Kings were also written down. 


The Demon King of Destruction. 
The Demon King of Incarceration. 
The Demon King of Fury. 

The Demon King of Cruelty. 

The Demon King of Carnage. 


Next to the name of the Demon King of Carnage, which was written 
down at the very bottom, a cross was drawn. The list was thus 
engraved into the only bit left standing of the castle, and everyone 
chuckled as they looked at it. Thinking back on it now, it was childish 
of them to have done something like that, but at that time, everyone 
had been full of laughter. 


Wasn’t it only natural? 


That was the first time a Demon King had been defeated. This was the 
first time that the humans, who had been one-sidedly trampled by the 
Demon Kings and their armies, had managed to kill a Demon King. 


At that moment, everyone held hope for the future. Hope that one 
day, they would be able to defeat all of the Demon Kings. 


Eugene didn’t get close to the Death List. Just why had they moved it 
up to the rooftop from its original resting place down below? With a 
wry smile, Eugene turned to look around at the top of the castle walls. 


It wasn’t hard to find what he was looking for. It seemed that Anise 
had also felt the same urge. Kristina was currently looking in the same 
direction as Eugene. 


Following the battle that had lasted three days and three nights, when 
Vermouth’s Holy Sword finally pierced through the Demon King’s 
heart... 


At that time, Hamel had been standing right next to Vermouth. 


Hamel was piercing the Demon King’s throat with the spear that he 
was holding in both hands. Molon was blocking the Demon King’s 
Annihilation Hammer that was attempting to crush Vermouth with his 
bare hands. Sienna was holding the Demon King immobile with her 
magic, and Anise was utilizing her divine power to keep the Demon 
King from regenerating, while also keeping everyone alive. 


This scene had repeated itself dozens of times over the past three days 
and nights. 


Finally, at dawn, when the sun had just begun to rise, they succeeded 
in killing the Demon King of Carnage. 


Eugene could clearly remember what Vermouth had looked like at 
that moment, when he had pulled out the Holy Sword that he had 
stuck through the chest of the Demon King of Carnage. 


At that time, Vermouth’s light was as bright as the dawn itself. 
Everyone was excited about defeating the Demon King, but 
Vermouth’s appearance with his back to the light had appeared sacred 
enough to suppress everyone’s sense of excitement. 


It was rare to see Vermouth laugh. However, at that moment, he was 
smiling so brightly that it was hard to believe that this was still the 
usual Vermouth. 


—Thank you. 


—For accompanying me here... and for not dying... thank you. 


Eugene and Anise were both looking at the place where Vermouth had 
been standing back then. 


The sun was floating high in the sky. Today, it didn’t seem particularly 
dazzling. However, the two of them felt like they were now looking at 
the dawn that they had seen back then. 


“On that day, this is where the legend began,” said the guide who was 
standing in front of the Death List 


At these words, Eugene laughed unconsciously. 


Although he felt that the word ‘legend’ was too grand of a description, 
it was true that, on that day, something truly had begun here. 


A promise to kill all the Demon Kings. 
The resolve to save the world. 
A hope that they would be able to achieve the seemingly impossible. 


It all started here, three hundred years ago. 


1. The demonfolk race that all known Demon Kings are said to be 
members of. = 


2. The original Korean text uses OB, which is short for ‘old boy’ and is 
used in much the same way as English uses ‘old hand’. 


Chapter 252 
Alcarte (4) 


Eugene waited in silence. 


This might seem obvious, but Kristina really resembled Anise. From 
the first time that Eugene saw her face, he had already sensed a strong 
resemblance, but after Anise had woken up, perhaps because of her 
influence, even Kristina’s aura had begun to resemble that of Anise in 
the past. 


Especially when she was sitting in a chair like this, her legs crossed, 
her head tilted to one side, her eyes narrowed into slits, her forced 
smile dripping with barely constrained emotions — a tide of irritation 
and anger that she was struggling to hold back. Except for the 
teardrop mole at the corner of one eye, Kristina looked so similar to 
Anise that it was enough to give him goosebumps. 


Eugene remained silent. 


It could even be Anise, for all he knew, the one who was currently in 
possession of the body that was sitting in front of him like this. Up 
until now, Eugene had never once confused Kristina with Anise, but 
right now, he honestly couldn’t tell them apart... It was a different 
story once they actually said something, but so far, whether it was 
Anise or Kristina sitting in front of him, they had just kept glaring at 
Eugene with that same forced smile. 


Eugene could only stay the course. 


In fact, whether it was Kristina or Anise who was currently in front of 
him, Eugene had no intention of changing his behavior. Currently, 


Eugene was kneeling down in front of them without feeling any shame 
for doing so. It wasn’t just Eugene. Right next to him, Mer was also 
kneeling down, the corners of her mouth drooping as far as they could 


go. 


The prolonged silence finally ended as Kristina opened her mouth and 
asked, “Why did you do it?” 


They were currently in a family room of a downtown hotel. They had 
tried to get separate rooms, but Anise had insisted on the family room, 
arguing that in a dangerous place like Helmuth, it would be difficult 
for them to deal with any unexpected situations if they were in 
separate rooms. 


Fortunately for them, this family room only had a shared living room 
and separate bedrooms. Deep down, Anise wasn’t very satisfied with 
this fact, but to prevent Kristina from overheating, she had to agree to 
settle for something like this. 


This had all happened just yesterday. Until now, no, until the night 
before, there hadn’t been any problems. 


But then Eugene and Mer had left for the Kazard Hills — no, the 
Kazard Mine — leaving Kristina in the room on her own. It was all for 
the purpose of potentially collecting more fragments of the Moonlight 
Sword. 


“',.That’s... ummm...,” as Eugene tried to figure out what to say, he 
recalled the conversation that they had just had before the silence 
began. 


—wWelcome back, Sir Eugene... 
—Ahem... 
—... Hamel, why aren’t you looking me straight in the eyes? 


—Cough... 


—You look too clean for a trip to a mine. Your skin, your hair, and even 
the coat you’re wearing look clean and fresh. Your shoes aren’t even 
stained with dirt, let alone any coal dust... Your body even smells like it’s 
fresh out of the shower. 


—That’s... my body odor is usually like this... 


—wWhy don’t you look me straight in the eyes and try to say that again? I 
should have warned you about this several times already. If you lie, there’s 
no way that you can go to heaven. That’s just another way for me to say, I 
can and will personally send you straight to hell. 


—... That’s... um... 


—Mer Merdein, the same goes for you as well. Why aren’t you looking me 
straight in the eyes? I can detect a faint sweet smell coming from your lips. 
Ah, and please don’t make any foolish excuses, Mer Merdein. Did Hamel 
bribe you to keep your mouth shut by stuffing you with sweet treats? 


—I... please let me explain. 


—Just how many people have you killed? 


At that point, Eugene had just meekly gotten down on his knees. 


He didn’t really think that there was anything humiliating about doing 
so. Even in his previous life, Anise was the most bothersome person to 
deal with when she got angry, and that was still the case even now. 
Even someone like Sienna would just pout pitifully and fall to her 
knees when Anise got angry. 


Hesitantly, Eugene tried to defend himself, “...?ve already said this 
before, but I really couldn’t help it...” 


When he had tried to explain himself earlier, Anise hadn’t bothered to 
listen to their story until the end and had just dragged them inside. 
Then, Kristina had kept looking at Eugene with that forced smile. 


Up until now, Eugene had thought that Kristina was gentler than 
Anise. In fact, when the two of them went to the Samar Rainforest 
together, Eugene had been able to use that fact to tease Kristina 
several times. 


As far as he could see now, however... what had been back then was 
just back then and what was now was now. The Kristina in front of 
didn’t look in any way gentler than Anise had ever been... 


Eugene began retelling his story, “So we succeeded in seeing through 
the spell at the entrance and successfully managed to enter the tunnel, 
right? Up until that point, we really didn’t face any problems.” 


Eugene had been able to get through the spell covering the entrance 
with Akasha. Since the dark power of demonfolk was destructive at its 
core, it was impossible to use it to create various different phenomena 
like ordinary magic could. So black magic had to follow the same 
framework as ordinary magic, but instead used a mixture of mana and 
dark power to fuel its spells. 


In other words, black magic was also just a different type of magic in 
the end. It had various limitations compared to ordinary magic and it 
was a bit more complicated, but depending on the skill of the caster, it 
wasn’t impossible to interfere with a black wizard’s spells. 


And in terms of skills? As someone who had created a Signature, 
which could be considered a symbol of all Archwizards, there was no 
way that Eugene’s skills would be lacking. 


“Ahem.” Mer, who was kneeling right beside him, cleared her throat 
to draw attention to herself. 


“ ..I did get quite a bit of help from Mer,” Eugene admitted. 


Eugene clearly acknowledged these facts. However, he still felt that 
the fact Mer had enough trust in him to lend her help, the fact that he 
was able to handle Akasha freely, and the fact that he was able to 
successfully interfere with the barrier spell under all these conditions 
should still be considered as being part of his own skill set. 


“Sometimes, you can really be disgusting, Sir Eugene,” Mer 


complained. 
“Shut up,” Eugene growled in response. 


“Why have you two started arguing on your own? That is not what 
you should be talking about right now, Sir Eugene,” Kristina said, her 
eyes flashing dangerously. 


Mer, who had subtly shifted her legs so that she was lying down on 
one side, was startled by this gaze and quickly straightened her 
posture. 


“...Well... after that, a problem occurred,” Eugene continued. 


They got through the barrier spell at the entrance to the mine. That 
kind of spell would never be there just like that, by itself; it was 
inevitable that a series of spells would be laid out in front of them, but 
from his experience in his previous life, Eugene was accustomed to 
breaking through dungeons lined with such spells even back when he 
hadn’t learned any magic. 


He manipulated his own mana to suppress all of his life signs to their 
very limit, and on top of that he added a spell. Having thus reached a 
state that was no different from complete invisibility, Eugene walked 
into the tunnel. 


This wasn’t some place where rare treasures had been hidden, nor was 
it a black wizard’s dungeon. It was an open secret that the Kazard 
Mine was an arena frequented by low-leveled demonfolk. 


“Tf that’s the case, then they could have just changed the name of the 
place to Kazard Arena. Don’t you agree, Kristina? But they actually 
had their own reasons for not doing that,” Eugene proudly revealed. 


“What was the reason?” Kristina asked, briskly getting to the point. 


Eugene trembled as if he had been caught in an earthquake as he 
stammered, “Ah-ah... well, that’s...” 


Were they just trying to emphasize to their visitors that this was a 


secret, shadowy location? 


That was Eugene’s first thought upon entering the mine and taking a 
look around. Dented ore carts were lying around here and there, some 
even with wheels missing. The rails were rusty and crooked because 
they hadn’t received any maintenance. 


However, as Eugene slowly crept further down the tunnel, he realized 
that a lot of things seemed to have been purposefully altered. He had 
initially thought that it was a mine in name only, but the inside of the 
mineshaft was surprisingly well-maintained and in good condition. At 
some point in the middle, there were no more black magic barriers, so 
from then on, Eugene was able to focus on figuring out whether there 
were any fragments of the Moonlight Sword and what the true 
purpose of this mine was. 


“So did you get caught by the demonfolk during all this?” Kristina 
questioned. 


Eugene took offense to this. “Hey, who do you think I am? Even in my 
previous life, when I hadn’t learned any magic, I was a master of 
infiltration and reconnaissance—” 


Kristina cut him off. “I heard that whenever you needed to do any 
infiltration or reconnaissance, you always went together with Lady 
Sienna. So in your past, you probably never needed to use any magic 
yourself, am I wrong?” 


“Aargh!” Eugene unconsciously groaned in pain and clutched at his 
chest. 


Krisitna’s irrefutable statement of fact had transformed into a dagger 
and stabbed into Eugene’s chest. 


“T,.. | wasn’t... caught!” Eugene gasped out through the pain. 


He wasn’t lying. While in stealth, he hadn’t been discovered by any of 
the demonfolk. 


“Then what happened?” Kristina asked, her brow furrowing in a 
frown. 


In the underground tunnel of the Kazard Mine, in the depths of 
darkness, Eugene pulled out the Moonlight Sword. The gray blade 
shone even in the dark, but that ominous and mysterious sword wasn’t 
bright enough to thoroughly illuminate the darkness. 


The hilt of the Moonlight Sword was able to resonate with its 
fragments. That was something Eugene had been able to confirm 
when he had first gotten his hands on the hilt. If there were more 
fragments of the Moonlight Sword left somewhere within this mine, 
he knew that he would be able to find them using the hilt. 


While Eugene had wondered if it might be more reliable to try and 
find them using Akasha’s Draconic Spell, he decided that the risk was 
too great. He recalled the first time that he used the Draconic Spell 
that had been engraved onto Akasha, when Eugene had attempted to 
find Vermouth’s location through the Moonlight Sword. 


It had been a failure. He had suffered a blow to his psyche from the 
unbearable strain of that ominous feeling. If the Demon King of 
Incarceration hadn’t pushed him away in the middle of his vision, 
Eugene’s mind might have been eroded by the ominous abyss within 
the Moonlight Sword and collapsed completely. 


Even thinking back on it was a shitty experience, so Eugene didn’t feel 
any regrets in clearly tabling that option. 


While he was in the middle of going down the tunnel, solely based on 
the expectation of some resonance from the Moonlight Sword, the light 
of the sword suddenly trembled. Without Eugene even telling it to do 
so, the light that formed the blade of the sword began to point in a 
certain direction, and the vibration of the hilt helped him to 
determine the location. 


“The Colosseum was at the very bottom of the mineshaft,” Eugene 
reported. “It was just as the rumors described it. An arena where low- 
ranking demons would fight.” 


Thanks to him deliberately picking a day when there weren’t any 
fights, the arena was silent. The only ones there were a manager and 
the guard demonfolk who were on patrol. 


“The Moonlight Sword was pointing below the arena,” Eugene 
elaborated. 


There weren't any apparent paths or doors in the direction that it was 
pointing to. Eugene checked again using magic. He immediately found 
a door leading to a basement that had been hidden using magic and 
various contraptions. 


Eugene emphasized the importance of his finding. “Wasn't it 
extremely suspicious, even just by itself? But I didn’t just head in 
blindly either. I searched underground by using a spell first. There 
were more demonfolk swarming below than all of the demonfolk that 
I had passed while making my way down the tunnel.” 


As long as he sent in the feathers from Prominence ahead of him, 
Eugene would have been able to clearly grasp the situation down 
there, but as a high-level spell, its mana fluctuations were too strong. 
As such, he had no choice but to use an ordinary detection spell, 
which only gave him incomplete results but was less likely to be 
discovered. 


Eugene couldn’t help but consider the situation seriously. No matter 
how much he thought about it, if he wanted to break open this hidden 
door and head down further, he would need to give up his stealth. 


But was that really all that big a deal? Both the hilt and the light from 
the Moonlight Sword were still pointing downward. 


Eugene continued his story. “So I went down further. I’m just telling 
you this in advance, while I might have used a brute-force method to 
open the door and head down deeper, I didn’t kill anyone immediately 
after intruding. To start off with, I attempted to follow the resonance 
of the hilt at top speed, so that I wouldn’t even have time to run into 
anyone.” 


The final destination of his search was the lowest floor of this 
underground area. Unlike the upper floors, this floor had the 
appearance of a proper mine. There were carts containing mounds of 
dirt and various ores, and the rails were also in neat condition. 


“While they might not take anything out to sell it, they were still 


digging for something deep underground. So that’s why they must 
have stuck to calling it a mine,” Eugene finally declared. 


“What exactly were they mining for?” Kristina inquired. 
Eugene's face twisted in a scowl as he replied, “Silent Darkness Ore.” 


Kristina couldn’t tell why he was making such an expression, but 
Anise immediately understood why Eugene would be making such a 
face. 


[As expected from someone who used to serve the Demon King of 
Carnage,] Anise commented. 


‘Sister, what do you mean by that?’ Kristina asked. 


[The Silent Darkness Ore is just a whitish-colored ore. It isn’t mined 
anywhere on the continent and has no magical value. The only place 
where that ore is mined is in the territory of the Demon King of 
Carnage in Helmuth,] Anise explained. 


“This is a matter from three hundred years ago. The followers of the 
Demon King of Carnage used to shove the souls and dark power of 
their subordinates, or any other demonfolk, into the Silent Darkness 
Ore. They could make use of the stored power whenever it was 
needed,” Eugene informed her. 


The Demoneye of Divine Glory possessed by the Blade of 
Incarceration, Gavid Lindman, was bestowed on him by the Demon 
King of Incarceration. The Demon Eye of Darkness that Rakshasa 
Princess Iris had was a power bestowed upon her by the Demon King 
of Fury. 


It wasn’t just Demoneyes either. Each of the Demon Kings had their 
own different powers and abilities that they could then bestow upon 
their followers. 


Eugene continued, “To put it in simple terms, they ground up the low- 
level demonfolk and infused their strength and essence into the Silent 
Darkness Ore.” 


[However, wasn’t that an authority granted by the Demon King of 
Carnage? All of the Silent Darkness Ore used by the followers of the 
Demon King of Carnage was directly gifted to them by the Demon 
King,] Anise muttered, with Kristina relaying these words to Eugene. 


Eugene scoffed. “There’s no way that bastard Rhode could have 
reached the same level as a Demon King. He was just lurking 
underground, hoarding a lot of the Silent Darkness Ore, and getting up 
to all sorts of nonsense. It seems that he was secretly dragging the 
low-class demonfolk who were defeated in the area into his secret 
mine below so that they could dig up more of the Silent Darkness Ore 
for him; those who proved rebellious were ground up and chopped 
into pieces while he tried to somehow imitate his deceased master’s 
ability.” 


“..Is that just your speculation?” Kristina asked as she narrowed her 
eyes in suspicion. 


Unable to reply, Eugene averted her gaze. 


Kristina rose up from her seat. She strode over and stopped right 
where Eugene was staring. At this move, Eugene quickly turned his 
head to the side. Kristina’s steps followed along with the movement of 
his head. Eugene tried to turn his head once more, only for Kristina to 
outright grab Eugene’s cheeks with both hands. 


“Sir Eugene, please look me in my eyes when you’re talking to me,” 
Kristina requested. 


Reluctantly, Eugene confessed, “Well, after tearing off both his legs, 
he started to cry and spilled everything out...” 


“Did you really just tear off his legs?” Kristina pressed. 


“Hold on, it feels like you see me as some kind of madman who will 
lash out at someone just because they meet my eyes, but you should 
listen to me first before you come to some kind of misunderstanding. I 
really wasn’t going to do anything,” Eugene protested. 


This wasn’t just an excuse, it was the truth. He had discovered huge 
piles of the Silent Darkness Ore and a facility that didn’t appear to 


have anything to do with mining. Some of the equipment there did 
remind him of the Fount of Light, and that had indeed made Eugene 
feel very uncomfortable. 


Even so, Eugene hadn’t gone on a rampage. Whether it was dozens or 
even hundreds of demonfolk being ground up and chopped into 
pieces, it didn’t matter to Eugene. He intended to focus on his sole 
purpose of recovering the fragments of the Moonlight Sword. 


However, what else was he supposed to do if he ran right into them? 


At the bottom of the underground mine, the excavated soil and 
miscellaneous minerals had been piled up in large mounds within a 
huge underground cavity, the center of which was filled with crude 
magic circles that had been overlaid to appear complex. 


Eugene had wondered what Rhode Lonick had been up to over the 
past three hundred years. Now that he was seeing this... had Rhode 
belatedly decided to learn some magic? But if that was the case, the 
results were far too appalling. It was at a level where Rhode didn’t 
seem to have any talent for magic, nor the persistence to train 
diligently. 


In fact, the strength of the Rhode that Eugene finally found in that 
underground cavern wasn’t much different from what it had been 
three hundred years ago. Instead of having improved, his strength 
even seemed to have shriveled from the last time that he had seen 
Rhode on the battlefield. 


Eugene recalled, “When I found him underground, he was squeezing 
the blood out of the corpse of a low-level demonfolk...” 


Kristina hesitated, “When you say squeezed, what do you mean 
exactly...?” 


Instead of replying, Eugene raised both hands up and twisted them in 
the air like he was wringing out a rag. Kristina’s lips twitched in 
disbelief, but Rhode really had been wringing out low-level demonfolk 
like rags and pouring their blood onto a pile of Silent Darkness Ore. 


The fragments of the Moonlight Sword were buried in a crevice filled 


with silt and other minerals. 


Not much was actually known about Vermouth’s Moonlight Sword. 
There was nothing about it in any of the historical records, which was 
nothing strange — after all, it was a weapon that hadn’t been used 
outside of the most important battles, so most opponents who had 
seen the Moonlight Sword were dead. It was only natural that Rhode, 
who had fled from the battlefield in fear for his life, had no idea about 
it, especially since Vermouth had only acquired the Moonlight Sword 
after defeating the Demon King of Carnage. 


Eugene revealed his presence and tried to quickly retrieve the 
fragments of the Moonlight Sword. Rhode, who was in the middle of 
wringing out some more demonfolk, was naturally able to notice 
Eugene running past him. 


Naturally, he had been shocked. How could a human randomly end up 
in that place? 


In Helmuth, it wasn’t against the law for a demonfolk to kill another 
demonfolk. But that said, everything that Rhode was getting up to 
down here wasn’t anything to be proud about. 


After a brief and casual conversation, Rhode naturally tried to kill 
Eugene in order to silence him. Helmuth’s laws were merciful to 
humans, but that didn’t mean they one-sidedly sheltered and 
protected humanity. So what if one tourist went missing? Rhode was 
confident in being able to handle the aftermath of an incident of that 
scale. 


“That bastard was the one who tried to kill me first,” Eugene burst 
out. “So what was I supposed to do, just stay still? If you really look at 
it, this is a case of self-defense. So if we could all just pretend that 
nothing even happened and move on from this, that might be for the 
be—” 


Kristina cut him short. “Please don’t say such nonsense.” 


Sulkily, Eugene resumed his argument. “In any case, it was Rhode 
who tried to kill me first. I didn’t want to die, so I resisted.” 


Rhode’s hands were reaching out to grab him, so Eugene took care of 
them first by cutting said hands off at the wrists. Rhode backed off in 
a panic. His severed wrists began to regenerate, only for Eugene to 
slice them off again a little further down from the line of regeneration. 
Repeating this process, he pared Rhode’s arms down with hundreds of 
slices. 


In a battle against demonfolk who were skilled in regenerating their 
bodies, the most effective and efficient way to attack was to shatter 
their minds. Continuous pain that included slight changes with every 
repetition showed the best effect when it came to breaking their 
spirits. 


That was why Eugene just kept slicing. Rhode tried to run away, but 
Eugene refused to let him. After slicing one arm down just past the 
point of regeneration, Eugene did the same with the other arm before 
alternating once more. 


Even a demnoflk’s ability to regenerate wasn’t unlimited. Once their 
minds were shaken by continuous pain, it would slow down their 
regeneration. Also, the process of regeneration naturally consumed 
mana. So once all of their mana was consumed, it was no longer 
possible for them to regenerate. In other words, by slicing enough bits 
of his arms, Eugene could render Rhode unable to regenerate any 
longer. 


Eugene had then torn off the fallen Rhode’s legs. There wasn’t really 
any need to, as Rhode wasn’t in any state to escape, but Eugene just 
tore them off anyway. Rhode must have also realized that Eugene had 
torn his legs without any particular reason, as from then on he eagerly 
answered all of Eugene’s questions. 


“T asked him why he was doing this, and he said it was to get revenge 
on Noir Giabella,” Eugene relayed. 


“Huh?” Kristina grunted questioningly. 


Why had the name of the Queen of the Night Demons popped up 
here? Both Kristina and Anise felt rather puzzled. 


Back then, Eugene had also felt the same sense of bewilderment. 


Thinking that it was some made-up nonsense, Eugene had slapped 
Rhode a couple of times for good measure. Then, while shedding tears 
of sorrow, Rhode explained the reason why he was looking for 
revenge on her. 


After the war ended three hundred years ago, three of the Demon 
Kings may have died, but some of their retinue still survived. 
However, most suffered a decline in fortune. A lot of the remaining 
followers of the deceased Demon Kings lost themselves to pleasure 
over the following long years, eventually falling into decrepitude and 
collapsing, never to rise again. 


This was all due to the Queen of the Night Demons, Noir Giabella. 
Rhode lost a hundred years in vain after being caught in the dreams of 
the high-level night demons who came to him and offered him 
comfort. Most of the power that he had once boasted, back when he 
had been in his prime, had been lost during that period when reality 
and his dreams seemed to have gotten all mixed up. 


At the very least, Rhode ended up with one of the better outcomes. 
Amongst the other servants of the fallen Demon Kings, there were 
many who were forced to pledge allegiance to Noir Giabella, and had 
their souls taken as collateral. 


After draining most of his strength and life-force, the night demons 
threw Rhode away. It took him decades to complete his rehabilitation 
after becoming a cripple, and well over a hundred years just to rebuild 
some strength. However, no matter how hard he worked, it seemed 
like it would be impossible for him to try and defeat the Queen of the 
Night Demons through force, so Rhode instead tried to reproduce one 
of the authorities of the late Demon King whom he had once served. 


Of course, that was also a failure. There was no way that Rhode, who 
wasn’t all that impressive in the first place, would be able to 
reproduce one of the abilities of the Demon King of Carnage. 


Eugene continued, “Setting Rhode aside for the moment, I went to 
retrieve the fragments, but... um... while reabsorbing the fragments, 
something unexpected occurred...” 


“Something unexpected?” Kristina repeated curiously. 


“The cave began to collapse,” Eugene admitted. 


Regarding this, Eugene felt it was completely unfair to place the 
blame on him. He had no intention of demolishing the mine. He had 
only planned on killing Rhode and casually making his escape. 


Unfortunately, as the fragments were recombining, their power 
momentarily went out of control. Once it had begun, Eugene couldn’t 
do anything about the collapse, so he didn’t even bother to try and 
stop it. Instead, he decided it would be better off to just bury 
everything cleanly. 


Eugene annihilated Rhode with a swing of the Moonlight Sword. 
Then, before the tunnel could completely collapse, he managed to 
escape outside. His whole body was covered in dirt, so Eugene washed 
the dust off with magic. 


Mer then made a fuss about what they were supposed to do given the 
events that had just transpired. She also conveniently recalled a high- 
class dessert being sold in the cafe on the first floor of their hotel that 
she had been eyeing. Thus, after feeding Mer some sweets to seal her 
mouth, they returned to their hotel room. 


...And now they were here, kneeling in front of Kristina and Anise. 


[...It’s fine as long as he managed to retrieve the fragments of the 
Moonlight Sword,] Anise eventually conceded. 


. 


Kristina hesitated. ‘But... Sister... 


[It might have been dangerous and reckless, but compared to the 
recovery of the fragments of the Moonlight Sword, it was just barely 
worth it,] Anise decided after some serious consideration. 


Had Eugene’s retrieval failed, then she would have also gladly agreed 
to raise their flail in punishment. However, since his retrieval had 
been successful, Anise no longer had any desire to scold Eugene, so 
she returned full control of their body back to Kristina. 


“’,.Ahem.” Kristina also carefully sorted through her feelings. 


At first, she had been just as enraged as Anise. This was the Devildom 
of Helmuth. It might be an empire with incredible levels of 
civilization, but this was still enemy territory for both Eugene and 
Kristina. As such, they needed to be cautious with each action that 
they took, so Eugene’s behavior had been far too reckless. 


“...I’m begging you,” Kristina said after a long sigh as she allowed 
Eugene to get up. “Please don’t make me worry so much.” 


Even she didn’t really know why, but out of nowhere, Kristina pulled 
Eugene into a hug. 


Eugene stiffened at this sudden action. He had been about to tell her 
how many fragments of the Moonlight Sword he had been able to 
retrieve, but Kristina’s sudden move had left him speechless. 


[Oh my god...!] Anise also let out a scream. 


This scream finally served to snap Kristina’s mind out of her frozen 
state. 


This... This was definitely just her pure concern. Like a mother 
hugging her child when they were about to go out — no, not like 
that... Like a woman’s concern for her lover who was about to go to 
the battlefield... 


[How unscrupulous!] Anise chided her. 


Kristina stammered, ‘I-it wasn’t me. S-s-sister, it was you wasn’t it, you’re 
the one who made my body—’ 


[I beg your pardon! If I really had taken control of your body, I would 
have kissed the idiot instead of just ending it with a hug,] Anise 
corrected her. 


Kristina squeaked, ‘Eeeek... ’ 


The words echoing inside of Kristina’s head were so cheeky that she 
hurriedly let go of Eugene. Mer, who was looking at Kristina with 
scornful eyes, refused to sit on her knees any longer. She switched to 


sitting cross-legged in a huff and glared at Eugene and Kristina. 


“Stop playing around, when exactly are we going to the Dragon- 
Demon Castle?” Mer demanded. 


However, there wasn’t any reply. Eugene just shut his jaw that was 
hanging open, and Kristina spun around, slapping her own steaming- 
red face. 


“T said, when are we going to the Dragon-Demon Castle?!” Mer 
screeched loudly. 


Chapter 253 
Alcarte (5) 


Eugene Lionheart had come to Helmuth. 


Noir Giabella smiled brightly when she heard the news. For an 
incident of this scale, a meeting of the Loyalty should have been held, 
but Babel was staying silent. 


It was easy to guess the reason for this. During the Knight March held 
at the Lehain Fortress, the Brave Molon had made an appearance and 
even the Demon King of Incarceration had descended upon the scene. 
Gavid Lindman, who had visited the event in order to gauge the 
strength of the continent, had been forced to withdraw in humiliation. 


“An important guest has arrived,” Noir said with a giggle as she 
swirled her wine glass. 


The Demon King of Incarceration had said that he was looking 
forward to the Hero visiting him in his castle. As such Gavid, who was 
unwaveringly loyal to the Demon King, had no way of touching 
Eugene currently. 


It wasn’t just Gavid either. There was also the Demon King of 
Destruction who had been silently biding his time within his fief of 
Lavista for hundreds of years. Even if the servants who were sworn to 
the silent Demon King of Destruction and the Demon King of 
Destruction himself were still alive and well, it was the Demon King of 
Incarceration who had been ruling Helmuth for the past three hundred 
years. 


The Demon King of Incarceration was the emperor of Helmuth. There 
were none among the demonfolk who could deny this fact, and most 
of the high-ranking demonfolk were members of the vassal households 
who had sworn their allegiance to the Demon King of Incarceration. 
As long as Duke Gavid Lindman, who could be considered as the 


pinnacle of these loyal subjects as the Blade of Incarceration, 
remained silent, the other demonfolk who were under his command 
wouldn’t rush forward to make a move. 


In other words, Eugene Lionheart was surprisingly able to walk quite 
safely through Helmuth. If he chose only to travel to the ‘safe’ cities, 
any casual manifestations of violence on behalf of the demonfolk 
would pose no threat to him. 


[What do you intend to do?] a man’s voice inquired. 


Noir replied with a laugh, “What else can someone like me do? ’'m 
not sure how Gavid considers me, but I personally think that he and I 
are friends. Also, I too have sworn allegiance to the Demon King of 
Incarceration.” 


At these words, the man on the screen in front of Noir could only 
smile wryly. 


“All that considered, I have no intention of stirring things up 
needlessly from my side,” Noir claimed. She took a sip of her wine, 
then puffed her chest out proudly. 


The man kept the same wry smile on his face as he stared at Noir. 


If the innate nature of all demonfolk was chaos, then the Queen of the 
Night Demons was the most chaotic existence amongst all of the 
chaotic demonfolk that the man had met. 


Yet, what the Queen of the Night Demons wanted wasn’t just chaos. 
What she desired was the second coming of that nightmarish era from 
over three hundred years ago. While she said that she had no 
intention of being the first to provoke Eugene, if it was what she had 
to do in order to further her goals, then she would be sure to step in 
without any hesitation. 


Rather, the question was, would she move against Eugene Lionheart? 
No, that sort of action didn’t suit the nature of the Queen of the Night 
Demons. Given the situation she was in, she would much rather 
provide some help to Eugene rather than hurt him. 


This was the Hero who had been recognized by the Holy Sword, the 
descendant of the great Vermouth, and that wasn’t even all there was 
to him. Eugene Lionheart held an intense hatred for all demonfolk, a 
hatred that stemmed from his very soul. Thus, he was clearly destined 
to become an enemy of the demonfolk, and with his innate talents, 
background, and rapidly accumulating strength, he was steadily 
growing closer to being able to aim for the neck of the Demon King. 


That was why the Queen of the Night Demons held such high hopes 
for Eugene Lionheart. She actually wished for him to become the spark 
for a war that would finally break these three hundred years of peace. 
She sincerely hoped that he would someday challenge the Demon King 
of Incarceration. Once that was achieved, they would be able to once 
again wage war against the Hero, an existence comparable to 
Vermouth, and they would finally be able to fight once more. 


“Hahaha.” Noir laughed and her body shuddered in ecstasy just from 
imagining it. 


She could even die in such a war. 
But would she really? 
Just the thought of it alone was amusing. 


Noir had the Demoneye of Fantasy, which had the power to replace 
reality with her dreams. The dreams that the Queen of the Night 
Demons could create were sophisticated enough to be 
indistinguishable from reality, so she could perfectly realize all of her 
desires even if she couldn’t obtain them in reality. 


However, there was one dream that not even Noir Giabella could 

recreate. Despite her countless attempts, up until now, Noir had never 
been able to play out the scene of her own death within her dreams. It 
was very simple of her to show someone else a dream that would lead 
to their death, but Noir couldn’t create such a death dream for herself. 


Noir herself knew the reason for this. It was because she found it 
impossible to imagine her own death. 


Would it be a sleep from which she would never wake up? Or perhaps 


it would be agony intense enough to tear her soul into shreds? Would 
there be just an empty void waiting for her? Or... 


Noir had tried several things. She had even summoned the souls of 
those who had already died and questioned them on their deaths. 


However, Noir had still failed to picture her own death within her 
dreams. 


This was only natural. When you died, everything would come to a 
true, unquestionable end. So in a dream controlled by herself, which 
guaranteed that she would someday wake up from it, how could it 
even be possible for Noir to create such an end? She was the master of 
the Demoneye of Fantasy, which enabled her to replace reality with 
dreams of her own creation, but in the end, her own death was an 
unimaginable scene that she couldn’t even dream of. 


“Ah!” Noir suddenly gasped in recollection. “No, there is one thing 
that ever so slightly disappointed me. It’s about the other day, when I 
personally — well, no, not personally, but when I met him in the 
snowfield. Did you know? I even gave him a special coin and I invited 
him to come and visit my Giabella City!” 


[He must have thrown it away,] the man instantly surmised. 


“That’s exactly what happened! He really just threw it away, right on 
the spot, as soon as he received it. Wasn’t that just going too far? After 
all, I was honestly hoping that he would stop by at least once,” Noir 
said with a pout. 


[He shouldn’t have any real reason to go there, would he?] the man 
pointed out. 


“But he doesn’t have any reason not to go there,” Noir objected. “You 
might not know this, but my Giabella City has been overcrowded with 
people ever since the first day it was opened. All of the rooms in our 
accommodations are always sold out, and there are days-long waiting 
lines to enter even the most low-class casinos and other types of 
stores. It’s so crowded that they’re even having to impose traffic 
control.” 


[Congratulations,] the man said, his voice filled with sincerity. 


Giabella City, which had boasted of becoming a new landmark of 
Helmuth, was proving to be a success that surpassed all expectations. 


Well, it was only natural for it to succeed. The person in charge of the 
whole city’s construction was the Queen of the Night Demons, who 
was not only a perfectly bewitching existence, but also had a shocking 
talent for this kind of business. 


Even if the entertainment provided by the city fell short of 
expectations, Noir Giabella still had the Demoneye of Fantasy on top 
of that. The countless humans and demonfolk who had already 
entered the city were sure to have become prisoners of the dreams 
that Noir Giabella had shown them. 


Just the amount of money earned in a day alone was definitely 
astronomical, but what was truly valuable for the demonfolk was the 
regularity with which the visitors’ life-force could be harvested. 


“Why don’t you come and have some fun as well?” Noir offered. “If 
you do come to visit... hehe, though I might not take care of you 
myself, I can appear to you in your dreams.” 


The man shook his head. [Allow me to decline your offer. ] 


At his polite refusal, Noir shook her now completely empty wine glass 
and giggled. “You’re an interesting man, Balzac Ludbeth, but you’re 
also pretty damn boring.” 


Aroth’s Black Tower Master, Balzac Ludbeth was smiling wryly from 
the screen in front of Noir. [Is that so?] 


“However, I actually quite like that side of you. Yes... haha, the 
ultimate goal of your wizardry truly is quite fun and interesting, but in 
reality, men like you, who are so obsessed with their goals, are blind 
to everything else, so they’re quite boring,” Noir complained. 


[I also quite admire you, Your Grace. After all, you do donate a huge 
sum of money to the Black Tower of Magic every year. Also, it’s not 
just with the Black Tower of Magic, you’ve also provided me with 


plenty of personal support,] Balzac said appreciatively. 


“Ts that right?” Noir cocked an eyebrow. “However, I’m actually quite 
dissatisfied with you. Why didn’t you entice Eugene Lionheart to come 
visit Giabella City?” 


Balzac confessed, [I’m actually not all that close to him. Sir Eugene, in 
fact, rather dislikes me. ] 


“Tf that truly is the case, then Eugene Lionheart must be quite hard- 
hearted. After all, haven’t you shown Eugene Lionheart all sorts of 
kindness, Balzac? I thought that I heard that you warned him of 
several dangers and helped him develop his Signature? Does he still 
dislike you even with all that?” Noir asked. 


[As you already know, he holds great hatred and prejudice against all 
black wizards. It’s a pity, but I feel like it can’t be helped,] Balzac 
admitted with a shrug. 


Noir hummed. “Hmmm... Even though I’ve seen many black wizards 
over the course of my very long life, I’ve never seen a black wizard as 
peculiar as you. If you knew you were going to be on the receiving 
end of all this hatred, why didn’t you just sell information about 
Eugene Lionheart from the very start?” 


Balzac excused himself. [I’ve never obtained any information worth 
selling. ] 


“Are you really not going to sell it even to me?” Noir asked with a 
coquettish laugh as she crossed her legs. 


[No chance,] Balzac replied without any hesitation. 


Noir was actually very pleased with this answer, “You really are a 
freak, Balzac. Well, if you were just a wizard, then you would be just 
another guy, but since you’re a black wizard, you’re pretty damn 
unusual. That’s why you’re so interesting,” Noir complimented him. 
She tilted her head and chuckled. 


Balzac Ludbeth, Edmund Codreth and Amelia Merwin — these three 
black wizards were called the Three Mages of Incarceration. The 


Demon King of Incarceration had signed the same contract with each 
of these three black wizards, but the power held by each of them was 
a different matter altogether. 


If one simply looked at them in terms of strength, then Amelia 
Merwin, who had lived for over two hundred years, was undoubtedly 
at the top. Edmund Codreth, who had been bestowed with Vladmir, 
was at the top in terms of his capabilities as a black wizard. 


So... what about Balzac Ludbeth? There wasn’t really anything that 
particularly stood out about him. Although he was known to be a 
genius in magic, to the extent that he had once been considered for 
the position of Tower Master of the Blue Tower of Magic, when 
compared to Amelia or Edmund, Balzac didn’t really have any 
advantages. 


Nevertheless, the Demon King of Incarceration had signed a contract 
with Balzac Ludbeth. In addition, Noir Giabella also supported him. 
The Demon King of Incarceration’s true intentions for signing Balzac 
were unknown, but Noir was amused by Balzac’s aspirations. 


“Since that’s the case, allow me to tell you something that you will be 
interested in. Edmund Codreth left for Samar ten days ago,” Noir 
informed him. 


[As expected,] Balzac muttered. 


“You know of them as well right? Among the tribes of Samar... were 
they called the Kochilla? The ones who are humans but eat their own 
kind and act like demonfolk. The tribe that Edmund has been dealing 
with. He said that he would be going to Samar for something to do 
with them...” 


Noir stopped speaking for a few moments, and her eyes widened, her 
face taking on an innocent expression. “He didn’t tell me his exact 
reasons. Well, not that I ever asked him for them. Balzac, do you know 
why Edmund is going to Samar?” 


[What a nasty question to ask. After all, you already know the answer 
to that,] Balzac accused her. 


Noir didn’t deny it. “I have no intention of stopping him. The same 
goes for Gavid, and probably even the Demon King of Incarceration as 
well. Although we don’t know what exactly Edmund might be 
planning to do there, he’ll probably succeed in it. If he didn’t have the 
confidence to succeed, a prudent black wizard like him wouldn’t have 
gone there in the first place.” 


[That should probably be the case,] Balzac replied calmly. 


Noir was curious as to the basis for Balzac’s calmness. However, she 
didn’t pursue any details. Rather than knowing what would happen in 
advance, it was definitely more enjoyable for her to maintain a certain 
degree of ignorance and receive a surprise. 


“_,.My body is itching,” Noir muttered in a low voice as her toes 
curled giddily. The itching sensation rose from her toes and caused 
her chest to pound in excitement. 


“Hey Balzac, I’m currently considering something,” Noir idly 
mentioned. 


[What could you be considering?] Balzac politely inquired. 


“T’m just saying, aren’t I the Queen of the Night Demons? That means 
I have countless Night Demons serving under me. I’m also a Duke of 
Helmuth, the Lord of Vaniris, the Master of the Black Duskwoods, and 
now, the mayor of Giabella City,” Noir listed her titles. 


Balzac nodded. [Yes, I know all that. ] 


“So wouldn’t it be inappropriate of me to move without an 
entouragel!]? However, since I’m used to moving around without a 
large entourage, shouldn’t it be alright for me to move around as I 
please?” 


[Who would dare to judge you for doing what you want to do, Your 
Grace. | 


“Tt’s about Eugene Lionheart,” Noir’s voice lowered as she said his 
name. Shooting glances at Balzac like a shy little girl, she continued 
speaking in that same low voice. “This is against the rules, but let me 


just tell you a secret. Do you want to know what I discovered about 
Eugene Lionheart’s use of the warp gates today?” 


es 


“What’s with that silence?” Noir demanded. “I am a Duke of Helmuth. 
It’s alright for me to bend the rules a little, no? In any case, I took a 
look... he arrived at the Malera Fief today. Do you know where that 
is?” 


Balzac paused. [The Malera Fief... Yes, I do know it. It’s in the 
southwest of Helmuth.] 


“It’s right next to Karabloom,” Noir clarified. 


Karabloom was the fief ruled by the Black Dragon Raizakia. The 
Dragon-Demon Castle floated in the skies above the fief. 


Balzac forgot to respond for the moment as he searched his memories. 
He couldn’t understand why Eugene Lionheart had arrived at the 
Malera Fief. 


“Tt seems you don’t know the reason either?” Noir assessed. 
Balzac admitted, [That’s right.] 


“T have a slight hunch, but... since I haven’t heard Eugene’s intentions 
from him personally, I can’t be sure. That’s why I’m so curious. That’s 
also why I keep considering my earlier question,” Noir said as her 
smile changed. 


Her expression no longer had the shyness of a bashful girl; instead, it 
was the wicked grin of a rascal who had discovered the opportunity 
for a funny prank. 


“The master of the Dragon-Demon Castle has already changed, but 
that fact hasn’t been announced to the world. That’s why the Dragon- 
Demon Castle, Karabloom, and all the laws set by that damned 
Raizakia have remained as they are,” Noir grumbled. 


Raizakia was a terrible hater of all humans. It wasn’t just the Dragon- 
Demon Castle; humans weren’t even allowed to cross the borders of 
the Karabloom territory. 


“If Eugene Lionheart is going to Karabloom... does that mean he 
wants to enter the Dragon-Demon Castle? If so, then I should be able 
to help with that. If I were to make a move, I could send Eugene 
Lionheart into the Dragon-Demon Castle very easily,” Noir mused. 


[...If it’s Your Grace, then it’s certainly possible. However, there’s no 
real need for you to provide any assistance, is there? As far as I’m 
aware, the atmosphere in Karabloom has been rather unusual as of 
late. ] 


The Malera Fief wasn’t the only territory next to Karabloom, where 
the Dragon-Demon Castle was situated. The lord of the nearby Ruol 
Fief, Count Karad, was from the Giant Demon line, and although he 
was young, he was a talented and strong nobleman. In recent years, 
Count Karad had been in a feud with the Dragon-Demon Castle, which 
had been keeping silent for hundreds of years. 


Perhaps it was out of fear for the name of Duke Raizakia, but he had 
yet to directly apply for a rank challenge or a territory war. However 
Count Karad continued to intrude into Karabloom’s borders. If the 
trend continued, then a territory war was bound to break sooner 
rather than later. 


[I don’t know why Sir Eugene wants to enter Karabloom. After all, it’s 
not even certain yet that there is something that he wants to see in 
Karabloom. However, from the rumors floating around, there is a little 
something that I know for sure,] Balzac revealed. 


“What is it?” 


[From what I’ve heard, Count Karad has hired Lavista’s Devil Beast in 
preparation for his war against the Black Dragon Raizakia.] 


“Tt seems that you can hear rumors about Helmuth even in Aroth?” 


[It’s not like I don’t have my own eyes and ears in Helmuth, just like 
you do.] 


The Devil Beast from Lavista, the fief of the Demon King of 
Destruction. 


There was only one existence that name could be referring to. 


Three hundred years ago, there were four demonfolk who were called 
the ‘Children of Fury.’ Among them, alongside the leader of the dark 
elves — the Rakshasa Princess Iris — was the Depraved Oberon, who 
ruled over his pack of beastfolk as the alpha predator. 


The sinner who ripped Oberon’s throat and killed him, the predator 
who had succeeded Oberon to become the new leader of his pack of 
beastfolk, was the one and only Jagon. 


“ ,.Other demonfolk wouldn’t want to face the uncertain risk of 
fighting with Raizakia, but Jagon... he’s just a beast without any 
ability to reason. I don’t know how much Count Karad needed to pay 
to hire him, but Jagon has to be the strongest amongst all the forces 
that can be recruited for money within Helmuth,” Noir recalled. 


[There are also a few other rumors. They say that the Black Dragon is 
dealing with a huge personal problem. He might even be dying. 
Apparently, this is the reason why the Black Dragon hasn’t been seen 
in the past two hundred years... Has the Black Dragon truly died?] 
Balzac asked tentatively. 


“He’s probably not dead... yet?” Noir said in an uncertain tone. 
[So you’re saying that even you don’t know for sure, Your Grace? ] 
Noir didn’t reply and just grinned brightly. 


Staring at her smile, Balzac continued speaking, [... If Jagon really has 
been hired by Count Karad, Karabloom will be far too dangerous for 
Sir Eugene. If Jagon truly is the madman that the rumors paint him as, 
he will definitely pick a fight with Sir Eugene, who’s said to be the 
second coming of the Great Vermouth. ] 


Noir nodded. “That could also prove quite interesting.” 


[...Huh?] 


“Don’t you agree? Jagon is Oberon’s descendant. He’s also a vassal of 
the Demon King of Destruction. Eugene Lionheart is Vermouth’s 
descendant and the hero...’ 


For a few moments, Noir pictured the two of them in her head. Then 
she leapt up from her chair. She couldn’t stand it any longer. 


“T want to go see Eugene Lionheart,” Noir declared. “Even if he 
disagrees, I’m sending him to the Dragon-Demon Castle.” 


[Huh?] Balzac repeated himself. 


Noir said optimistically, “Perhaps this opportunity might even spark 
off a friendship between Eugene Lionheart and myself. I’m helping 
him, after all! In that case, wouldn’t it be possible for me to request an 
immature Dragonheart in exchange for my help? Also, I could make 
these small buds of friendship eventually blossom into love, leading to 
the forbidden love between a Hero and a demonfolk... Mhm, that’s 
also quite nice in its immorality.” 


Balzac picked up on something she had mentioned. [Did you just say 
an immature Dragonheart...?] 


“Ah, that was meant to be a secret... you can’t tell anyone, okay?” 
Noir warned him with a smile as she shook her finger in Balzac’s face. 


Balzac changed the subject. [Are you heading there now?] 


“There’s no reason why I should go any later, right? I also happen to 
be free at the moment. Well then, bye-bye, Balzac,” Noir said as her 
eyes curled up in a smile. “Dead or alive, see you next time~” 


1. The original text uses a funny idiom to describe moving without an 
entourage as ‘moving her butt lightly’. = 


Chapter 254 
Alcarte (6) 


The Malera fief was a secluded place without any particular tourist 
attractions. It had been like this in the past as well. Since it was in a 
place far away from any of the five Demon King Castles, Eugene had 
never visited this place in the past. 


Leaning on the railing of the hotel terrace, Eugene looked down at the 
street with idle eyes. 


He suddenly felt that the world really had gotten a lot better. 


He was staring down at the street from dozens of floors above. The 
black road had dark-power cables running beneath it. The paved road 
had been made using a special material with a high conductivity for 
dark power. On a road like this, various dark-power vehicles were 
racing along at high speeds. 


[Unlike yesterday, when it rained, the sky today will be very clear and 
blue. It will be warm during the day, but please be careful of 
temperature variations. A bit past noon, you should be able to see the 
view of the Dragon-Demon Castle passing through the sky to our 
east...] 


The weather forecast was being broadcast from a screen in the living 
room. 


Even in the Magic Kingdom of Aroth, magic wasn’t as thoroughly 
blended into daily life as it was in Helmuth. 


... Though now that he’d become used to it, it wasn’t all that 
surprising. 


‘Three hundred years ago, it would have taken five years just to travel this 
far,’ Eugene thought. 


They hadn’t had anything like a warp gate, and of course there hadn’t 
been any dark-power vehicles either. Ordinary horses weren’t very 
useful for traveling through these lands because of their fear of 
demonic beasts, and only trained war horses were calm enough to be 
used as mounts. There had also been many demonic beasts and 
demonfolk who were blocking the way forward back then. 


In this day and age, there weren’t any issues like that. Were there still 
demonic beasts? They had seen a few of them while traveling. In the 
vast grainfields of Helmuth, Eugene had spotted giant demonic beasts 
plowing out new fields, and he had also seen a few being used as 
exotic vehicles, much like the new dark-power cars. Even the street 
cleaning done in the deserted hours of the morning was done by 
demonic beasts. 


“Can you see it?” Kristina asked as she emerged from the room and 
walked out onto the terrace. 


It was currently a little past noon. 
“Not yet,” Eugene replied. 


Raizakia’s Dragon-Demon Castle flew through the sky and didn’t move 
at a particularly high speed. On days when the weather was clear and 
visibility was good, people could see the Dragon-Demon Castle flying 
around. 


About ten minutes later, Mer let out an exclamation, “Ah!” 


From over in the distant skies, she had spotted something 
approaching. 


It was the Dragon-Demon Castle. 


This castle was different from Helmuth’s high-rises, and it was also 
different from the castles found in the other countries on the 
continent. 


After the war had ended, Raizakia, who possessed a strong desire to 
show off, wanted to make clear his own uniqueness and distinction 
from Helmuth’s other demonfolk. So right from the start, the fact that 


the Dragon-Demon Castle was even capable of flying through the sky 
was all because of Raizakia’s desire to show off and his elitism. 


The dwarves enslaved by Raizakia had done their best to satisfy their 
master’s desires. The castle was built by selecting an architectural 
standard that wasn’t used by any country in the present era; it dated 
all the way back to an ancient civilization that had collapsed a long 
time ago. 


The distance between them and the castle was not close by any means, 
but in Eugene and Kristina’s eyes, they could see Dragon-Demon 
Castle as if it was up close. 


Kristina, her brow furrowed in worry, glanced over to the focused 
Eugene. “What do you think?” 


By now, Eugene had taken out Akasha so that he could examine the 
wards of the Dragon-Demon Castle. 


“Tt will be difficult to infiltrate,” Eugene gave his honest observation. 


Although it was too far away for him to see through all the different 
layers of magic, even at this distance, Eugene could examine the 
barrier surrounding the Dragon-Demon Castle. 


The barrier wasn’t just made with magic alone either. Since the 
Dragon-Demon Castle presented an enormous and obvious target with 
how it floated through the sky, it was only natural that they had 
prepared a physical barrier to ensure their own safety. 


‘Even without Raizakia, the spells are still being refreshed. It shouldn’t be 
enough to maintain and repair the barrier with just the mana that they can 
absorb through the air... ’ 


In the middle of his considerations, Eugene immediately came to a 
conclusion. As expected, it was clear that Raizakia’s hatchling had to 
be in this castle. It was probably still young, but even a young dragon 
was still a dragon. The level of its Draconic Incantations and other 
magic was likely still low, but maintaining the barrier was not 
impossible even with just the strength of its Dragonheart. 


‘Like we thought, infiltration will be difficult.’ 


Although it was true that Eugene was an exceptional wizard, it was 
impossible for him to slip through a barrier that had been constructed 
by using a Draconic spell. 


However, while infiltrating might be impossible, breaking in was still 
a viable option. If he first destroyed the Dragon-Demon’s Castle 
barrier, he could then just charge right on in. 


But even thinking to himself, Eugene had to admit that was being too 
reckless. 


The collapse of the Kazard Mine hadn’t managed to draw any 
attention to Eugene. It was partly because what had been going down 
in those underground caverns wasn’t something that could be 
publicized. It was also because the owner of the mine — Rhode Lonick 
— had been, to put it in vulgar terms, used as a scapegoat. 


On top of that, the arena wasn’t a place where any humans or tourists 
would have reason to go. The demonfolk who came and went there 
were those that belonged to the lowest of all demonfolk classes, and 
the demonfolk that were in the mine at that time ended up literally 
being squeezed into paste. Since the mine collapsed cleanly, burying 
everything in it deep below, it somewhat made sense that there was 
no sign of anyone investigating things. 


However, there was no way that Eugene would have the same luck 
when infiltrating the Demon-Dragon Castle. Regardless of Raizakia’s 
current status, he was still one of Helmuth’s Three Dukes. Invading the 
Dragon-Demon Castle was a challenge to the prestige of all the Dukes, 
so it wasn’t something that could be done lightly. 


Though, in fact, Eugene’s intended purpose was precisely to challenge 
a Duke’s authority. 


‘Well, even if that’s the case, to invade the Dragon-Demon Castle when we 
don’t have any idea of who Raizakia’s bastard even is... ’ 


Eugene shook his head as his thoughts grew distressed. No matter how 
long he kept glaring at the Demon-Dragon Castle from here, he 


wouldn’t be able to find an answer. For now, he would first need to 
infiltrate Karabloom, the fief below— 


Brrring. 


Eugene’s thoughts halted for a moment as he turned to look behind 
him. The room’s phone, yet another product of Helmuth’s magical 
technology, was ringing. Eugene was about to go and pick it up 
himself, but Mer, who was standing beside him, hurriedly skipped 
over to pick up the phone. 


“Hello? Ah, yes...?” Mer had been grinning with delight as she 
answered the phone, only for her expression to quickly change. Mer 
tilted her head to the side and turned to look at Eugene, “Sir Eugene, 
apparently a guest has arrived?” 


“A guest?” Eugene repeated. “Why would someone come looking for 
me here? Ask who it is.” 


There was no way that someone would come looking for Eugene in 
Helmuth of all places. 


Mer nodded her head at Eugene’s instructions and held the phone to 
her ear once more, only to report, “They’ve hung up.” 


“What is going on?” Eugene muttered, his expression furrowing as he 
returned from the terrace into the living room. 


He thought about phoning the lobby on the first floor, but just as he 
was about to grab the phone, he froze in place. The same went for 
Kristina, who was still out on the terrace. 


The room’s door, which should have been tightly closed, had suddenly 
been thrown open. Standing on the other side was Noir Giabella, who 
was wearing sunglasses and a mask. 


“Tt’s because I’m famous,” Noir said in explanation for her disguise. 


Beyond the dark lenses of her sunglasses, her eyes were curled up ina 
smile. As she took off the mask that even covered her nose, the big 


smile on her face became even more dazzling. 


“Although I feel like I may have overdone it with the disguise, it can’t 
be helped, no? Recently, due to the great success of Giabella City, I’ve 
been appearing so often on the TV and in newspapers that even small 
children in the countryside should be able to recognize my face—” 


There was no reason for him to keep listening until she was done 
talking. Eugene immediately drew the Holy Sword from his cloak and 
aimed it at Noir. He didn’t try to charge in for a sudden surprise 
attack to slice open her throat as he had done before. This wasn’t an 
opponent that such a surprise attack would work on, and the 
circumstances this time were different from when he had faced Gavid 
Lindman a while back. 


“...Ah, how magnificent,” Noir muttered as she looked at the Holy 
Sword with wistful eyes. 


When they had last met in the snowfields, Eugene hadn’t pulled out 
the Holy Sword. Noir felt thrilled to be able to see the light from the 
Holy Sword for the first time in three hundred years. 


Noir calmly commented, “Although it was impressive even when it 
was being held in Vermouth’s hands, I think that the current Holy 
Sword seems even more magnificent. Do you know why that is? 
Because back then, Vermouth’s killing intent wasn’t as blatant. After 
all, having slain three of the Demon Kings, Vermouth’s killing intent 
had grown extremely faint.” 


There was no way that Eugene wouldn’t be aware of that fact. 
Vermouth was originally just that type of guy. It wasn’t just his killing 
intent, that guy was someone with very little emotional expression in 
general. 


...But what about when Noir said that Vermouth’s killing intent hadn’t 
been so blatant? The only reason she could say those words was 
precisely because she didn’t know Vermouth all that well. When he 
needed it, Vermouth’s killing intent was stronger and more glaring 
than anyone else’s in the party. 


“What are your intentions? Why have you come here?” Eugene 


demanded. 
“Please don’t be so naive, dear Eugene,” Noir said in a soft tone. 
‘Dear Eugene?’ 


Those words sent goosebumps rising across Eugene’s whole body. A 
crazy burst of rampaging killing intent washed over Noir. 


Fwoooosh! 


Noir’s hair was blown backward. Her whole body went numb as if she 
had been electrocuted. 


Yet, Noir continued speaking in a soft, unperturbed voice, “This is 
Helmuth. The land of the demonfolk. In this country, there is no place 
that I cannot go. Could it be that you really haven’t thought this might 
happen? You didn’t expect that I would miss you so much I couldn’t 
help but come looking for you?” 


Of course, Eugene had considered this. He hadn’t even donned a 
disguise, and had instead entered Helmuth with official permission to 
do so. So in regards to the Queen of the Night Demons, Noir Giabella, 
Eugene had thought that there was a chance this insane demonfolk 
might try to contact them for no particular reason. 


Eugene demanded once more, “Why have you come here?” 


Noir Giabella was certainly insane, but even so, it wasn’t like she was 
incapable of holding a conversation. At the very least, Eugene couldn’t 
sense any killing intent coming from Noir at the moment. 


Of course, the fact that Noir wasn’t showing any killing intent was by 
far not a good enough reason for Eugene to put away the Holy Sword. 
But instead of taking offense at his demands, Noir seemed to have 
fallen in love with Eugene’s show of blind hostility. 


With a grin, Noir peered over the drawn blade to look around their 
room. Her gaze first went to Mer, who was openly glaring at her. 


Although Noir hadn’t seen Mer in the snowfields, she had heard the 
rumors. Originally from Aroth’s vaunted Royal Library of Akron, it 
was said that the custody of this familiar that had been personally 
crafted by the Wise Sienna herself was transferred over to Eugene 
along with Akasha. 


“T’ve always said that Sienna Merdein is quite the mystery. Why did 
she create a familiar that so closely resembled herself?” Noir winked 
at Mer. “Perhaps she wanted to have children? If that was the case, 
then it’s even more inexplicable. Why would she need to create a 
familiar for that? Sienna’s looks were quite beautiful, so she could get 
any number of men if she only wanted to—” 


Noir wasn’t able to finish her words. The Holy Word sliced through 
Noir’s neck, sending her head flying up in the sky. 


Grit. 


Yet, instead of the sound of the head rolling on the floor, the only 
thing that could be heard in the aftermath of the attack was the sound 
of Eugene grinding his teeth. 


Plop. 
Noir’s hands reach out to catch her head as it fell back down. 


“Haha—” Noir still attempted to let out a laugh, but even that was 
choked off as her head fell apart. 


It wasn’t just her neck that had been severed, even her head had been 
split into two pieces by the blow. 


Noir held her bisected head back together with both hands until 
everything reconnected. 


‘It seems like it’s only natural that she wouldn’t die from having her throat 
cut. Her regeneration is also very fast. So slicing her to pieces faster than 
she can regenerate... probably won’t work,’ Eugene assessed his target. 


Even though he had just chopped her head in half with the Holy 


Sword, Eugene parted his tightly clenched jaws and said, “I asked you, 
why have you come here?” 


Without showing any distress from her injuries, Noir said with 
apparent contrition, “It seems I’ve made a mistake. I’m sorry, please 
don’t get angry, dear Eugene. I forgot that you are Sienna Merdein’s 
disciple.” 


“You, don’t call me that,” Eugene growled through gritted teeth. 


“Are you offended by me calling you ‘dear Eugene’? I don’t know 
about anything else, but the way I address you, at least, is entirely up 
to me,” Noir insisted. 


Eugene didn’t want to discuss anything more to her. The door that 
Noir had wilfully thrown open began to close by itself. Of course, Noir 
wouldn’t just let the door close in front of her. She quickly raised a 
hand to stop the door, then thrust her head toward Eugene. 


“T’m not here to play pranks like I did last time,” Noir quickly 
explained. “Really. ’'ve come here in order to help you.” 


Eugene coldly rejected her. “If you want to help me then you can get 
out of my sight, and just stay there until I come to kill you.” 


“You really are saying such ridiculously selfish things with a calm 
face. When exactly are you going to come to kill me?” Noir asked, her 
eyes widening into circles as she stared at Eugene. 


Without saying anything more, Eugene immediately grabbed the 
doorknob in order to pull the door closed himself. 


As for Noir, she felt a strong sense of fate coming from Eugene’s 
words. 


Thrusting the tip of her foot between the door and the frame to stop 
the door from closing, Noir grabbed Eugene’s wrist. 


Or rather, she tried to grab onto him. Eugene naturally had no desire 
to be held by Noir. The moment that her fingers were about to close 


on his wrist, he instantly pulled his hand back. 
“Are you really going to kill me?” Noir asked excitedly. 


Neither of them was moving from where they were standing; only 
their hands were flashing quickly through the air as they stood in 
place. Noir tried to grab Eugene, while he tried not to get caught. 


...Instead of annoyance, Noir actually felt a tingling sense of 
excitement rising in her heart just from their childish game. 


In these three hundred years since the war had ended, Noir had never 
once failed in getting what she wanted. 


“So what, do you want me to not try and kill you?” Eugene 
challenged. 


“No, no, I would be quite happy if you did come to kill me. When that 
time comes, I will also happily and enjoyably do my best to kill you,” 
Noir declared cheerfully. 


If this wasn’t a bond of fate, then what else could you call this? 
Perhaps a grievous tragedy? Noir tried to imagine how one day 
Eugene, the hero, would come to kill her. 


There was no way that Noir could just die easily. Honestly speaking, 
her own defeat and death was something unimaginable to her. If they 
were to try and kill each other, Noir felt that the only one to survive it 
would be herself. 


She would be left cradling the bloodstained Eugene, or else she might 
end up hugging his severed head in her arms. When she kissed his 
still-warm lips, the smell of his blood would wash over her— 


Just imagining it caused Noir’s body to heat up. 


Noir suddenly asked, “You want to enter the Dragon-Demon Castle, 
don’t you?” 


Their hand-to-hand game of tag froze immediately. Eugene pulled his 


hand back with one clear motion, and Noir stopped trying to grab 
onto him. The fun would just have to be postponed until later. 


“If you want to enter the Dragon-Demon Castle, I can help you,” Noir 
offered. 


Eugene hesitantly asked, “...Why the hell would you do that?” 


“There are several reasons, actually. First of all, I like you. The fact 
that you’re Vermouth’s descendant, as well as the Hero who’s been 
recognized by the Holy Sword, are nice enough, but... it’s also good to 
see that you’re a completely different, far more greedy person than 
Vermouth. You know what I mean by that, right?” Noir said as she 
pulled her sunglasses down the bridge of her nose and showed Eugene 
her eyes. 


Her eyes that were filled with the light of countless stars stared right 
into Eugene’s. 


The Demoneyes of Fantasy. 


Although he risked being enthralled by those eyes, Eugene refused to 
back down. If he really wanted to be safe from her Demoneyes of 
Fantasy, then he had to avoid even standing in front of Noir Giabella 
in the first place. Her strong dark power and those absurd Demoneyes 
weren’t abilities that could be blocked by mere sunglasses. 


“You really are a fascinating existence for me, dear Eugene,” Noir said 
seductively. 


Her voice was horrible, disgusting, and even gave him 
goosebumps.However, even greater than those sensations was 
Eugene’s intrigue in Noir’s offer to help him enter the Dragon-Demon 
Castle. 


“...How am I supposed to trust you?” Eugene asked doubtfully. 


Noir posed her own question in return, “As a Duke of Helmuth and 
Queen of the Night Demons, what reason would I, Noir Giabella, have 
to lie to you like this?” 


Noir glanced down at her shoe that was stuck in between the cracked- 
open doorway and smiled. 


“Please, open this door and invite me in,” Noir politely requested. “I 
prefer alcohol over tea, but since it seems like you would rather not 
have drinks with me... why don’t we have a chat over some nice tea?” 


Boom. 


Eugene gave the door a light kick before turning around. Noir walked 
through the now-opened door and followed him inside. After meeting 
eyes with Mer, who looked frightened, and Kristina, who was glaring 
right back at her, Noir smiled. 


“Ah, how nice...” 
The murmur unconsciously escaped Noir’s lips. 


A descendant of Vermouth who resembled Hamel, the Saint of this 
current era who resembled Anise, a familiar who resembled Sienna... 
There were some slight differences, but right now, this place reminded 
Noir of back then, three hundred years ago. 


“Your beds are quite wide,” Noir commented with a glance at the 
large beds as she walked through their living room. 


As a hotel suite in Helmuth, the beds here were tailored to 
accommodate demonfolk of all different physiques, so they were 
mostly quite large. 


“There’s enough room for three... no, for four people to roll around 
on. How about it? Before we talk, why don’t we share a nice dream 
together—” 


“Get lost,” Eugene barked sharply. 


“Even your cold rejection is sexy,” Noir said with a giggle as she sat 
down on their sofa. “Well then, let’s start our discussion about the 
young master of the Dragon-Demon Castle... the Dragon Princess.” 


Chapter 255 
The Dragon Duchess (1) 


“The Dragon Duchess?” 


This was the first time Eugene had heard of her. However, he 
immediately recognized that Noir was referring to the young master of 
the Dragon Demon Castle, whom he’d had a suspicion about for some 
time. Noir's confirmation regarding the young master made Eugene all 
the more certain. 


‘As expected, the one in the Dragon Demon Castle must be Raizakia’s 
hatchling.’ 


However, due to his wariness toward Noir, he didn’t show any 
indication of this on his face. The offer was certainly tempting, but he 
couldn't fathom why the eccentric woman was willing to provide 
assistance in infiltrating the Dragon Demon Castle. 


“Well, only those who know of her existence call her the Dragon 
Duchess. Her real name is... Right, it’s Ramira. Yes, I know. It's quite a 
dead giveaway, isn't it?" Noir quipped, with her eyes twinkling 
mischievously. 


“_,.Wasn’t the master of the Dragon Demon Castle the Black Dragon, 
one of Helmuth’s three dukes?” said Eugene. 


"There’s no need to pretend, my dear," Noir replied with a sly grin as 
she crossed her legs seductively. 


Although Noir’s appearance was alluring, Eugene remained unfazed. 
In fact, he always felt an intense urge to chop off her head and crush 
her heart whenever she behaved in such a manner. 


Noir leaned forward. Her eyes were glinting with amusement as she 
addressed Eugene directly. 


"Eugene Lionheart," she said with her voice taking on a playful lilt, 
"you came here because you knew that Raizakia was absent from the 
Dragon Demon Castle, didn't you?" 


Eugene pulled his features into a blank mask, feigning ignorance. 
"I don't know what you're talking about," he replied coolly. 


Noir giggled at his response, tilting her head to the side. In a sudden 
burst of magic, her clothing vanished, leaving her in nothing but her 
underwear. The sudden display of skin was clearly intended to distract 
Eugene, but he remained resolute, and his expression was unchanged. 


Eugene's response was sharp and to the point. 


"Fuck off," he said curtly, clearly unimpressed by Noir's attempts to 
manipulate him. 


He knew all too well what she was doing; she was using the 
Demoneye of Fantasy to create illusions and play with his mind. 


Eugene felt a sense of disdain toward her fraudulent ability, but at the 
same time, a chill ran down his spine as well. In her true form, Noir 
could conjure illusions that left no room for predictions or foresight. 
There seemed to be no limitations to her power, making her a 
dangerous adversary to face. 


In contrast, the Demoneye of Darkness—which belonged to Iris, the 
Abyssal Princess—could only be utilized under certain conditions. Iris 
could only create dark matter within her line of sight, and the 
moment she produced it, her eyes would glimmer. The stark 
difference in limitations between the two Demoneyes was not lost on 
Eugene. 


However, Eugene had learned that the limitations of Iris's abilities 
were not absolute. He had observed her create dark matter without 
displaying any indicators, suggesting that her powers were more 
versatile than previously thought. It was evident to Eugene that if Iris 
had been capable of generating dark matter without showing any 
signs right from the start, she would have done so. 


This realization gave him an idea of the extent of her powers. It was 
no easy feat to produce dark matter without displaying any telltale 
signs. In contrast, Noir Giabella was able to do precisely that while 
using her Demoneye of Fantasy with ease. This was a clear indication 
of the power disparity between Noir and Iris. 


“Ts this not to your liking? Or is your heart unshaken because you 
know this is just an illusion?” asked Noir. 


“T told you to fuck off,” responded Eugene. 


“Well, what’s wrong with this? I was just trying to be fun because I 
thought you might get bored during our conversation. If you have any 
preferences, then... Ah, how about this?” Noir smiled mischievously 
and pointed at her face, turning her dark hair purple. “Did I go too 
far?” 


Thud. 


Noir’s head rolled off her shoulders and fell onto her lap, but she 
simply adjusted the position of her head and flashed a smile. 


Fwoosh! 


Noir's appearance changed once again, marking the end of the 
illusion. She had not actually been standing there in her underwear, 
and her head was still securely attached to her body. Giggling to 
herself, she pushed her sunglasses higher up on her nose. 


"I get it, I get it. I'll stop. Don't be upset. Let's continue our 
conversation," Noir said. "As I was saying, Eugene Lionheart, you came 
here with the knowledge that Raizakia was not present at the Dragon 
Demon Castle, right?" 


“And I thought I told you that I don’t know what you are talking 
about,” retorted Eugene. 


Noir Giabella's words were dripping with honeyed sarcasm as she 
spoke to Eugene. He could see the amusement dancing in her eyes as 
she continued to question him. 


"Really, it's very adorable that you keep trying to feign ignorance," 
Noir said with a bright smile on her lips. "Eugene Lionheart, if you 
really met Siena Merdein and became her successor, then she must 
have told you about Raizakia. Am I wrong?" 


Eugene knew that Noir was right. Sienna had indeed informed him 
about Raizakia, but he was not willing to give Noir any information. 


He kept his face stoic and asked her, "Why do you think that?" 


Noir cackled in response. “I guess you don’t want to talk about it. 
That’s okay. Are you wondering why I’m talking about this? Well, 
Raizakia’s a dragon who’s gone bad, right? The dragon who betrayed 
his kind. Everyone knows that he killed the former Dragon Lord and 
swallowed his heart whole.” 


Eugene's eyes narrowed as he shot back, "So what?" 


He was growing tired of Noir's teasing and wanted to cut straight to 
the point. 


Nevertheless, Noir simply chuckled, undeterred by Eugene’s sharp 
tone. 


"Raizakia was very, very obsessed with power," she said in a 
contemplative tone. "However, there wasn't really a good way for him 
to build up strength. Even though he is a fallen dragon, a dragon is 
still a dragon regardless." 


Raizakia, the fallen dragon, was just as haughty and headstrong as any 
of his kind. He refused to enter into contracts with demons to bolster 
his influence and might, and given his contempt for humans, he also 
declined to collect their life force or make deals with them. His refusal 
to seek out alternative avenues for power meant that he was left with 
limited options for building up his strength. 


Noir began to divulge the information that Eugene was seeking. "Then 
what would he have been left with? What would he have been 
obsessed with? Dragon Hearts. That arrogant lizard always said—and 
he was quite sincere—that the only thing that could fatten him was 
the precious hearts of other dragons. He was also greedy for the 


Dragon Heart in Vladmir, but at that time, His Majesty the Demon 
King of Incarceration was managing Vladmir... Moreover, most 
dragons had gone into hiding as well, so it was quite difficult to find 
them," she explained. 


“4.90?” 


“In the end, Raizakia turned his attention to Sienna Merdein’s Akasha. 
Raizakia even created a Draconic spell for the purposes of searching 
for and getting responses from Dragon Hearts. He pondered if there 
were any ways for him to take Akasha away from Sienna,” Noir 
revealed. 


“Then why didn’t he try to kill Lady Sienna and take it from her 
earlier on?” asked Eugene. 


“He obviously could not have done such a thing. Do you know how 
sensitive everyone was during that era? Even though Raizakia was 

completely out of his mind, he realized that he could not hit Sienna 
Merdein at a time when peace was just blossoming,” answered Noir. 


With a grin, she glanced at Mer, who was standing behind Eugene 
with Kristina. Nonetheless, Mer simply stood still due to her fear of 
and hatred toward Noir. 


“Now, it’s only my speculation from here on. The three Dukes of 
Helmuth—Gavid, Razakia, and myself—are always keeping each other 
in check. In particular, Raizakia is a greedy dragon, so Gavid and I 
have no choice but to pay particular attention to him. We never know 
when he might do something crazy,” continued Noir. 


In Eugene’s opinion, Noir Giabella was equally as crazy, and Gavid 
Lindman wasn’t far behind them either. Obviously, the same was true 
of Raizakia. That crazy dragon was the first traitor of the dragons. 


“When Raizakia left the Dragon Demon Castle, I knew that he had left, 
though I wasn’t sure of the reason. But what’s this? Sienna Merdein 
just so happened to go into seclusion at the same time! So, let’s let our 
imaginations run wild. Raizakia attacked Sienna Merdein to take away 
Akasha, even though he had sat still before. Why, you ask? Because 
Sienna Merdein had been staying in Aroth until then.” Noir’s eyes 


curved into a smile. “The Samar Forest—a place away from any 
spying eyes of the continent, the forest of elves. It’s a place that is 
difficult to enter unless you’re an elf. Raizakia would have searched 
for Akasha and realized Sienna Merdein had entered the elves’ forest. 
He must have thought it would be worth a shot in the elves’ forest, 
away from all the crowd in Aroth.” 


Noir was only voicing her speculation, but it was quite close to the 
truth. Raizakia had headed to the elves’ forest to rob Sienna of 
Akasha. He came to realize that Sienna had sustained a fatal injury, 
then he made the decision to kill her to take Akasha away. 


“But Raizakia has not returned for two hundred years. The same goes 
for Sienna Merdein. The two must have fought, and... Raizakia failed. 
Well, at least, that’s what I imagine happened. Honestly, I’m not 
convinced that the Black Dragon was defeated by a human wizard, but 
I don’t think it’s out of the question since he was up against Sienna 
Merdein,” concluded Noir. 


She had initially thought that Sienna Merdein was dead, but seeing 
that Akasha was now in Eugene’s hands, it was clear to her that 
Sienna Merdein was still alive. 


“Tf you really met Sienna Merdein and personally received Akasha 
from her, then you should have heard about Raizakia. Are you 
continuing to play dumb for Sienna Merdein’s sake? Or is it just 
pride?” asked Noir. 


“This is the first time ’m hearing that Raizakia had a hatchling,” 
Eugene said nonchalantly, ignoring Noir’s questions despite the fact 
that she had spoken in a lordly manner with her chest all puffed out. 


Noir puffed up her cheeks as well for Eugene to see and stared at him. 
“Of course, it’s the first time you’ve heard of it. It’s not something 
that’s known to the public.” 


Even a dragon wasn’t capable of reproducing without a partner. They 
could not lay an egg alone. 


“Raizakia already had an egg when he surrendered to Helmuth. Well, 
this is, of course, quite obvious. Where could you find a dragon who 


would be willing to sleep with and lay an egg for the one that had 
betrayed their entire race?” said Noir. 


Dragons possessed long lifespans, but this also meant it took them 
hundreds of years to fully mature. Even hatching from an egg would 
take a hundred years, give or take a dozen. 


Raizakia had been revered as an Ancient Dragon long before he 
betrayed his own kind. He had mated with another dragon, and 
together they had fought alongside their brethren against the Demon 
King of Destruction and the Demon King of Incarceration. However, in 
the midst of battle, Raizakia’s mate perished at the hands of the 
Demon King of Destruction. Seizing the opportunity, Raizakia 
consumed the lord’s heart before turning traitor, taking his egg with 
him. 


“’,.So, I guess even that traitor has paternal love. I can’t believe he 
bothered to take the egg when he turned sides,” muttered Eugene. 


“What did you just say?” asked Noir with a curious expression. 
“Even that traitor has paternal—” 


“Ahahahaha!” Noir couldn't contain her laughter as Eugene attempted 
to finish his sentence. 


Her amusement was overwhelming her even though Eugene had gone 
through the trouble of repeating himself. Noir clutched her stomach 
and let out a roaring laugh, not even bothering to hide her mirth. 


“Paternal love? Raizakia? Ah, I understand. Eugene Lionheart, in the 
end, you’re still a human, so it may seem like that from a human’s 
perspective. Raizakia loving his children...? We’re talking about the 
crazy Black Dragon, right? There’s no way he could have such 
emotions.” 


“Then what is it?” asked Eugene. 


“Tt’s obvious, right? He brought the egg so that he could raise his child 
before eating them,” responded Noir. 


Just as Noir couldn’t understand the concept of paternal love, Eugene 
couldn’t understand her words either. He stared at Noir with a look of 
disbelief. 


Noir couldn't help but chuckle as she recounted Raizakia's depraved 
plans to Eugene. 


"Ah, to be exact," she said, "he planned to raise his child, have them 
give birth, and then eat them. Ah, and this isn't my speculation. As I 
said before, Raizakia was arrogant and ostentatious. He would tell me 
all about his plans when we sometimes met in Pandemonium." 


The gathering of the Loyalty at Babel in Pandemonium was a 
longstanding tradition, initially conceived as a means for the three 
Dukes to keep each other in line. Over time, the meetings evolved into 
a more relaxed and social affair, spanning centuries. 


“It’s not a pleasant thing to talk about, but Raizakia planned to raise 
his hatchling, have them lay eggs, and have the new hatchlings breed 
to give birth to more dragons... Well, that’s how he planned to raise 
his descendants.” 


“He would devour the descendants who were lacking, and instead of 
demons, he would make dragons into his subjects. Usually, inbreeding 
results in odd results, but I wonder if it’s the same for dragons. I was 
curious about that, but since Raizakia disappeared, I have no way of 
confirming it.” 


“Crazy bastard.” 


Eugene had never imagined that the Black Dragon would be so 
depraved. No, in the first place, was doing such a thing as he’d 
planned even possible? 


“His plan wasn’t an impossible one. Even though Raizakia was crazy, 
he wasn’t lacking in ability.” 


In the moments leading up to Raizakia's sudden disappearance, his 
hatchling had just emerged from its egg. Raizakia wasted no time in 


taking a piece of his own Dragon Heart and implanting it into the 
newborn's forehead. With this act, he ensured absolute control over 
the hatchling, whose sole purpose was to lay eggs indefinitely. 


“Tt couldn’t have been Raizakia’s intention, but the Dragon Duchess is 
able to rule over the Dragon Demon Castle thanks to the dragon heart 
that he gave her when she hatched,” said Noir. 


Raizakia’s few subjects were bound to the Black Dragon by contract 
and, in turn, also to the hatchling who possessed a portion of his 
Dragon Heart. 


“Tt would’ve been useless if Raizakia had died though. So, my dear 
Eugene, are you going to continue playing dumb? I know you heard 
the story about Raizakia from Sienna Merdein. I don’t think he’s dead, 
considering that the contracts and the Draconic spell of the Dragon 
Demon Castle are still intact,” said Noir. 


“T told you, I don’t know,” repeated Eugene. 


“You just keep telling blatant lies, don’t you? I guess you don’t have 
any intention of telling me the truth. Then, let me ask you something 
else. My dear Eugene, why are you trying to infiltrate the Dragon 
Demon Castle?” asked Noir. 


“T want the Dragon Heart,” said Eugene. 
It was an excuse, but it was a convincing one. 


“Ah, as expected. Are you the same as the rest? Dragon Heart... It 
really is a rare treasure. If I knew that the world would turn out like 
this, I would have killed some dragons and taken their hearts three 
hundred years ago,” Noir said with genuine regret while licking her 
lips. Then, she turned her gaze to Eugene with a deep smile. “So, I was 
right about what you said after all. You came because you knew 
Raizakia wasn’t at the Dragon Demon Castle. You weren’t sure about 
the existence of the Dragon Duchess, but you had speculated about a 
hatchling.” 


“Think as you please,” said Eugene. 


“Hehehe, it’s truly adorable how you so desperately pretend. My dear 
Eugene, I can also guess why you are greedy for the Dragon Heart. It’s 
because you’re anxious, right? You want to build up your strength as 
fast as possible. Then that leaves me no choice but to cooperate,” said 
Noir. 


“’,.I1 don’t understand that. Noir Giabella, why are you cooperating 
with me? I am your enemy,” said Eugene. 


He needed to know for sure, which was why he asked, but his words 
made Noir hug her chest with an erotic moan. 


“Enemy... You said ‘enemy.’ Ah, I love it. Why am I cooperating with 
you? Because I want you to be strong like Vermouth and run rampant 
like Hamel,” explained Noir. 


‘What nonsense is this?’ Eugene felt startled, but he desperately kept a 
straight face. 


“That’s all?” he asked. 


“T guess you don’t like my answer? Then I’ll give you another reason. I 
don’t like Raizakia, and I don’t like the Dragon Demon Castle. I’ve 
always wanted to kill him myself, but I was never in a position to do 
that. Why? Because Duke Gavid, the wonderful Blade of Incarceration, 
is always wary of me reigning solo.” 


In fact, Noir had never been fond of the name ‘Three Dukes.’ Rather 
than having Raizakia, who wasn’t even here, she sincerely believed it 
would be better for someone else, like Edmund or other new demons, 
to ascend to the title. 


In other words, what Noir wanted was a break in the status quo, and 
this fueled her desire to help Eugene. Eugene Lionheart, the Hero, 
would cause the Dragon Demon Castle to sink. She couldn’t help but 
be excited about what further changes it would bring. 


“Firstly, you will need to figure out how things are in Karabloom. Do 
you know the current situation?” asked Noir. 


“...I heard that the lord of Ruol, who is located next to it, is picking a 


fight,” answered Eugene. 


He had come to an understanding of the situation from the news he 
gathered after arriving. 


“Tt was simple provocations until now, but Count Karad seems to be 
wanting something more. He’s preparing for a real war,” explained 
Noir. 


“T thought he was unaware of Raizakia's situation,” said Eugene. 


“Well, they are located adjacent to each other. He must have gotten a 
hint about it after two hundred years of silence, but that’s not his only 
reason,” continued Noir. 


The mining district of Karabloom was under the jurisdiction of the 
Dragon Demon Castle, and the dwarves there were being spotted in 
the black market. 


“Count Karad is blatantly preparing for a territorial war, but the 
Dragon Demon Castle isn’t showing any response at all. On the 
contrary, the inhabitants of Karabloom are hoping for Count Karad to 
become their new lord. That’s how bad the public opinion is right 
now.” 


The lord of the Dragon Demon Castle had not appeared in public for 
two hundred years. He was a lord who neglected his territory and its 
residents. The only reason they could not openly blame him was that 
they feared him as he was a dragon. 


“The more scared and anxious the people are, the more desperate they 
will be to find peace of mind,” said Noir with a grin. “Obviously, there 
are many Night Demons in Karabloom. Firstly, I will let you into 
Karabloom using my children. That will be very easy.” 


“And then? The place I want to go to is the Dragon Demon Castle,” 
retorted Eugene. 


“Well, that won’t be very difficult either. The easiest way would be for 
me to use the Demoneye of Fantasy, but... I have no intention of 
getting involved. I don’t want to be forced to take responsibility later,” 


said Noir. 
“Aren’t you already involved?” asked Eugene. 


“This is different. I’m only helping through my children. That way, if 
it ever becomes a problem, I could resolve the problem by giving them 
the heads of my children,” answered Noir without hesitation. 


Even though she was referring to them as her ‘children,’ she didn’t 
seem to possess any feelings toward them. 


“Only the chosen aristocrats live in the Dragon Demon Castle, and 
because of Raizakia’s stupid idea, I never got any of the Night Demons 
into the castle. However, both commoners and nobles wish to have 
pleasant dreams, right? Among my diligent children in Karabloom, 
there are high-ranking Night Demons who deal with the nobles of the 
Dragon Demon Castle. I should be able to get inside using them as a 
connection.” 


“...It can’t be that easy. ’m a human after all,” Eugene expressed his 
doubts. 


“Tt wouldn’t be, but that’s only if Raizakia were still present. My dear 
Eugene, there’s no need to think too hard about this. In these two 
hundred years of his absence, Raizakia’s territory has rotted. Ah, of 
course, it would be impossible for you to infiltrate the castle by 
yourself,” Noir stated, making sure to emphasize the significance of 
her help. “Additionally, even though it’s me, there’s one thing I can’t 
do. Kristina Rogeris, you will not be able to enter Karabloom. You 
should know why, right?” 


“T knew from the beginning,” responded Kristina while maintaining a 
calm expression. 


With her divine power, she would stand out like a sore thumb among 
the demons. 


“T’m glad you’re quick to understand. Now then, should we start with 
a stage name?” said Noir with a brilliant smile. 


Neither Eugene, Kristina, nor Anise understood what Noir was talking 


about. Faced with their questioning gazes, Noir looked confused too. 


“Why are you looking at me like that? I just told you, right? My dear 
Eugene, you will infiltrate Karabloom with the Night Demons under 
my rule,” said Noir. 


« Right.” 


“So, that means you’ll have to pretend to be a Night Demon as well, 
right? Otherwise, it wouldn’t be fun. You’re too big to be a succubus, 
so that would be... No, maybe it doesn’t really matter since they’re 
demons anyways. Some like the muscular ones, and you have a pretty 
face compared to your body, so if we put on makeup and get a wig—” 


“Don’t... fuck with me.” 
“Ah, then shall we go with an incubus? That shouldn’t be too hard.” 


Noir’s earlier words, ‘Otherwise, it wouldn’t be fun,’ indicated there 
was no reason for Eugene to pretend to be a Night Demon. In other 
words, the disguise was just a fun activity for that lunatic. 


“You can’t use the name Eugene, so we will need something else. A 
stage name... What would be good? What about Terius? It’s a favorite 
for the incubi.” 


“Get out,” spat Eugene with contempt. 


Chapter 256 
The Dragon Duchess (2) [Bonus 
Image] 


Two days after Noir Giabella's unexpected visit, Eugene sat in his 
room, lost in thought. Suddenly, the door to his room burst open, and 
Noir Giabella strode in without warning, just as she had done before. 


"It's settled, my dear Eugene," she declared without preamble. 


Eugene's blood boiled as Noir Giabella referred to him as my dear 
Eugene. It was the one thing that irked him more than anything else. 
He couldn't fathom why Noir Giabella was so fixated on him. In fact, 
he didn't care to understand, nor did he think he could comprehend 
her motives. He had learned about her many business ventures in 
Helmuth, and in his opinion, the succubus before him was clearly out 
of her mind. How could he possibly even attempt to understand a 
lunatic like her? 


“You will enter the Dragon Demon Castle as a gourmet product,” 
continued Noir. 


“A gourmet product?” asked Eugene. 
“Yes!” Noir's smile brightened as she nodded enthusiastically. 


Eugene had been curious about what she meant, but it appeared to be 
precisely what he had suspected. Among the nobles who lived in the 
Dragon Demon Castle, there was a demonfolk with an insatiable 
interest in human flesh. It wasn't something to brag about in the 
present era, but it wasn't a secret in Raizakia's domain either, given 
the Black Dragon's notorious animosity toward humans. 


That particular demonfolk in the Dragon Demon Castle was a client of 
one of the Night Demons under Noir Giabella's command. 


"My dear Eugene, I'm sure you're aware that Helmuth is unforgiving 
when it comes to those who trespass illegally. Should the hunting 
demonic beasts catch you, they will devour you on the spot," Noir 
warned. 


Even if one were to evade the beasts' gaze, it would only exacerbate 
the problem. The demonfolk hunters were far more intelligent and 
relentless than the beasts, and they held no regard for the rights of 
those that they captured. 


Noir added, “And this isn’t something to be talked about openly, but 
the only thing Helmuth respects are the humans who enter the 
country legally and the law-abiding citizens. Other than that—” 


“You demonfolk sons of bitches. I knew it. You laugh and act nice on 
the surface, but you secretly extort human life force, eat humans alive, 
and enslave their souls. Isn’t that right?” Eugene said, having finally 
gotten an admission of the demonfolks’ misdeeds. Eugene pointed his 
finger at Noir while opening his eyes wide. “No matter how much you 
pretend not to be, demonfolks are demonfolks, after all. What is it that 
you say? Helmuth is a good place for humans to live. You’re obviously 
deceiving humans with your glib tongues to feast on them after 
fattening them up like pigs for slaughter—” 


“My dear Eugene, calm down,” Noir interrupted Eugene in the middle 
of his sentence and raised her hand toward him. “The only human 
beings who are not shown respect in Helmuth are the illegal 
immigrants, those who disobeyed the law. My dear Eugene, as you 
should know very well, Helmuth’s laws are very favorable toward 
humans, but Helmuth is just as harsh on those who break the laws.” 


“Even so, eating humans? Fucking demons—” Eugene began to 
protest. 


However, Noir cut him off mid-sentence, raising a hand to silence 
him. 


"Dear Eugene, do try to remain calm," she said, her voice measured 
and cool. "In Helmuth, the only ones who are denied respect are the 
illegal immigrants, those who have broken our laws. Our laws, as you 
know, are designed to benefit humans, and we are quite protective of 
those who abide by them. But we do not take kindly to those who do 


not obey the laws. 


“T don’t know why you are so angry. In the end, our species are 
different, right? And my dear Eugene, as far as I know, the Lionheart 
family acts as the guardian of Uklas Mountain, right?” 


“So what?” spat Eugene. 


"Doesn’t that share a border with the Samar Forest?" Noir asked, her 
eyes narrowing. "I've heard that many desperate souls attempt to cross 
it illegally. The Black Lion Knights are tasked with guarding the 
border. And if they catch anyone breaking the law, they have the 
authority to execute them, do they not?" 


She knew the answer already — they did. 


"It's only natural for a country to punish and deter illegal 
immigration," Noir continued, with her voice still as measured and 
cool as before. "And as for the demonfolks... Well, it's hardly 
surprising that some still have a taste for human flesh. This is nothing 
new. Moreover, isn't cannibalism still practiced among humans? Are 
cannibals not a greater threat since they feast upon their own kind?" 


Eugene attempted to deny Noir’s words, but he recalled the natives of 
the Samar Forest. Quite a few tribes among the barbarians still 
practiced cannibalism. 


"As different species, we can never truly understand one another," 
Noir mused softly. "But we can try. Nevertheless, my dear Eugene, 
surely there are more pressing matters at hand than criticizing the 
demons and Helmuth?" 


She raised her black glasses with the tip of her fingers. The eye 
ornament had appeared out of thin air, evidence of the Demoneye of 
Fantasy. She used the Demoneye of Fantasy just for the sake of 
wanting to give herself the appearance of an intellectual. Yet, when 
Eugene recoiled with a look of disgust, the glasses disappeared as if 
they had never existed in the first place. 


“My dear Eugene, as I said earlier, you will enter Karabloom as an 
offering for a demon of the Dragon Demon Castle.” 


This wasn’t anything for Eugene to worry about. The Night Demons of 
Karabloom carried out the orders of their queen perfectly. They had 
already managed to persuade the gate examiner, who happened to be 
one of their clients. 


Sneaking a single human — a mere product — into Karabloom was no 
issue, particularly given the current state of chaos. Count Karad of the 
Ruol Fief was gearing up for a territorial war, and though no formal 
declaration had been made, rumors alone had plunged the Karabloom 
Fief into disarray. Their lord, the Black Dragon, had been absent for 
two centuries, and there was no response to the ongoing provocations 
from Count Karad. Consequently, the atmosphere within the 
Karabloom Fief had hit rock bottom, and countless demonfolks were 
even fleeing the territory. 


"And, of course, my dear Eugene," said Noir, "you must conceal your 
identity. We'll need to find a way to cover your distinctive gray hair, 
and you must never draw the Holy Sword. Even if the gatekeeper, 
intoxicated in their sweet dream... is kind and receptive to our 
requests, they would never let the Hero pass.” 


“And after I climb to the Dragon Demon Castle?” asked Eugene. 


“You are free to do as you wish from then on. My dear Eugene, your 
purpose is the Dragon Heart of the Dragon Duchess, right?” Noir said. 
She grinned before continuing, “You’re lucky in that aspect.” 


“Tm lucky?” 


“Yes. Sooner or later, a war will break out in the Dragon Demon 
Castle,” Noir stated with a nonchalant expression. 


Eugene blinked dazedly at her words. “War?” 


“Yes. In the near future, Count Karad will declare war and carry out a 
bold invasion of the Dragon Demon Castle, probably in a few days.” 


“Isn’t this too sudden?” 


“Not necessarily. Count Karad has been preparing for this war since 
quite a long time ago... He’s prepared an ace up his sleeve, something 


that’s guaranteed to win him this war. Maybe you’ve heard of the 
name? The Beast of Ravesta — the head of the Beastfolk, Jagon.” 


Eugene's countenance stiffened involuntarily. He couldn't possibly be 
unaware of the name Jagon. 


Noir's voice was calm and collected as she delivered the news. 


"A group of Beastfolk mercenaries, led by none other than Jagon 
himself, has made their way into the Ruol Fief," she explained. 


"Count Karad won't be able to keep Jagon in check," Noir continued, 
her tone turning grave. "He'll have no choice but to declare war and 
launch his attack on the Dragon Demon Castle. That lunatic Jagon 
must have come to Ruol with the sole intention of hunting a dragon." 


Count Karad had managed to lure Jagon all the way from Ravesta, a 
distant land, by tempting him with the prospect of a territorial war 
with the Dragon Demon Castle. 


Noir calmly expanded on the situation to Eugene, "It's likely that 
Count Karad and his army, along with Jagon and his mercenaries, are 
already en route to Karabloom and the Dragon Demon Castle. They 
must be feeling confident in their chances of victory, and with no 
civilians to worry about, they have no reason to hesitate. In fact, they 
may have already left Ruol by now." 


In the realm of Helmuth, only humans were deemed worthy of the 
title of civilians in accordance with the law. Battles and wars between 
demonfolks were frequent occurrences. They were often fought to gain 
territory or establish dominance, but the safety of civilians had to be 
the topmost priority in all such situations. 


However, when it came to demonfolks killing other demonfolks 
during a war, there were no restrictions imposed by Helmuth's laws. 
In fact, such conflicts were actively encouraged as a means of 
enhancing the power and prestige of the demonfolks. After all, if even 
this were sanctioned as well, the demonfolks would have likely gone 
insane long ago. 


“That’s why timing is important. Eugene, aren’t you also worried about 


how to escape from the Dragon Demon Castle after killing the Dragon 
Duchess?” Noir asked. 


Eugene's true intention was not to take the heart of the Dragon 
Duchess but to use her to find Raizakia in the elusive gap between 
dimensions. Though he couldn't be certain, he held little hope that 
even encountering the Dragon Duchess would help him locate the rift. 


‘Maybe it'll be similar to a kidnapping,’ Eugene thought. 


Moreover, it would be a difficult feat for him to escape the Dragon 
Demon Castle after subduing the Dragon Duchess. 


“T see what you mean.” Eugene furrowed his brows as he listened to 
Noir's explanation. 


He finally understood the true importance of timing in their plan. As 
soon as Count Karad and his forces initiated the invasion of the 
Dragon Demon Castle, their defenses would be at their weakest point. 
It was at that critical moment that Eugene’s party would have the best 
opportunity to make their escape. 


“The Dragon Demon Castle’s defenses will be destroyed during the 
course of the invasion. Jagon will lead the invasion into the castle 
with the beasts, and my dear Eugene, that’s when you can escape 
during all of that chaos,” said Noir with a mischievous smile. 


Of course, it was easier said than done. The first problem would be the 
assassination of the Dragon Duchess. Even though she was a hatchling 
around only two hundred years old, a dragon was still a dragon — a 
creature with the hardest scales and bones in the world. Moreover, it 
would be impossible to assassinate a dragon that was protected with 
all kinds of magic. 


‘If you get lucky, you should be able to escape in the chaos of the invasion 
after killing the Dragon Duchess... But if you’re unlucky, you'll be captured 
by Jagon before you escape.’ 


Noir grinned while imagining the various possible outcomes. 


Eugene passed through the gate without encountering any problems. 


The two of them were now comfortably seated in a luxurious car with 
the Night Demon behind the wheel. As they drove, the Night Demon 
spoke up. 


"We are headed to the mining town," the Night Demon said with a 
smile. "It's quite a place. Did you know it has the highest 
concentration of dwarves in all of Helmuth? Once a month, they 
present their crafts and goods to the Dragon Demon Castle." 


The Night Demon leaned in toward Eugene and continued in a hushed 
tone, "My client is responsible for inspecting the crafts and goods. You 
will be accompanying the goods on your journey to the Dragon 
Demon Castle. My role is simply to escort you and the goods." 


After that, the Night Demon inquired, "Is there anything else I can 
assist you with, Sir Human?" 


“No,” replied Eugene without even glancing at the Night Demon. 


Upon hearing the mention of an inspector, Eugene recalled the 
information he had looked into regarding the Dragon Demon Castle 
during an information search in the past. 


Eugene knew that the works of the dwarves had been siphoned off. 
Knowing that the dwarves were bound by Raizakia and thus couldn't 
have been the ones responsible, he had assumed that there was 
someone else involved in the process. Now, it seemed that the culprit 
was the demonfolk inspector, who acted as the middleman in the 
scheme. 


‘The inspector is pilfering the goods and daring to sneak in a human in the 
territory of Raizakia, who had always harbored animosity toward 
humans... So this is how far it’s fallen,’ Eugene thought. 


The inspector’s audacious actions indicated clearly that the 
demonfolks within the Dragon Demon Castle were convinced that 
Raizakia was absent, and their loyalty to the hatchling was 
questionable at best. This realization painted a bleak picture of the 
upcoming war; it seemed that it would be a sloppy one-sided battle. 


As the invasion loomed, it was evident that the nobles residing in the 
Dragon Demon Castle would quickly surrender en masse. They 
wouldn't stand a chance against the overwhelming forces of Count 
Karad's army. With little resistance expected, Jagon would effortlessly 
lead his beasts to the castle, ready to tear apart the Dragon Duchess 
limb by limb. 


‘They won’t even be able to buy time,’ Eugene thought. 


It was unfortunate since a fierce resistance from the Dragon Demon 
Castle and a ferocious battle between the two groups would allow 
Eugene to escape with ease. 


“And how will you send me to the Dragon Demon Castle? Will it be 
through a warp-gate?” asked Eugene. 


“Yes. The inspector will come down to the mining town through the 
warp-gate. You can stay with the other goods on the cart and head up 
through the warp-gate with the inspector,” answered the Night 
Demon. 


“And what if that demonfolk bastard wants to eat me on the spot?” 


The Night Demon chuckled, her eyes glinting mischievously as she 
spoke. "Hahaha, that will never happen. Have you not heard from the 
Queen? That demon prides himself on being a gourmet." 


She paused, shooting her listener a sly wink, and then added, "I was 
the one who informed the Queen about this. Bhud — ah, Bhud is the 
name of that demon. I memorized his name because he kept asking 
me to call out his name whenever he was dreaming." 


The Night Demon leaned in, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial 
whisper. "Anyway, when I told him that I would give him a human as 
a gift, Bhud was really happy and responded to me, saying that he 
would cook you using many different methods and hold a secret feast 
with his friends." 


“Huh?” Eugene clenched his fists and clicked his tongue, feeling 
frustrated. 


The thought of what he would do with the demonfolk who had helped 
him make his way up to the Dragon Demon Castle had never really 
crossed his mind. However, after hearing what the Night Demon had 
to say, Eugene had now made up his mind. He would take the 
demonfolk's head as soon as he arrived at the castle. 


Karabloom was a small dukedom, and it was Helmuth's finest jewelry 
mine. Raizakia, the Duke of Karabloom, had been uninterested in 
expanding his rule unnecessarily, so instead of taking a large territory 
of useless land, Raizakia had chosen Karabloom, Helmuth’s finest 
jewelry mine, as his dukedom. 


In terms of the size of the estate, Karabloom was smaller than even the 
Gidol Province, Eugene’s hometown. Thanks to this, he was able to 
arrive at the mining town after traveling about five hours from the 
gate. He exited the car with a large hood covering his head and 
headed for the mining town’s warp-gate. 


The jewelry mine in Karabloom was the best in all of Helmuth. For 
three centuries, the mine had been worked tirelessly by the dwarves, 
who had no choice but to offer up their precious findings to their 
absentee lord. Despite the passage of time and the deaths of the 
original dwarves who had been bound by contracts to work in the 
mine, those contracts that had been made generations ago continued 
to apply to the dwarves’ descendants. They toiled away in the mines, 
processing the jewels that were then handed over to the Black Dragon. 
It was a fate that seemed impossible to escape as Raizakia's binding 
magic ensured that the current generation of dwarves would continue 
to work there until they, too, passed away. 


“Poor dwarves. They won’t ever be able to leave this area for the rest 
of their lives,” commented the Night Demon. 


“Why?” asked Eugene. 


"The dwarves are bound by contracts with the Black Dragon, and they 
cannot leave this area without permission," explained the Night 
Demon. 


These contracts had been made under the threat of the Black Dragon's 
power, and as a result, the dwarves were trapped in their mining 
town. 


Despite their captivity, the dwarves continued to work tirelessly, their 
eyes dull and lifeless from the effects of their permanent restraint. 
Nevertheless, even in their captivity, the dwarves' skills as craftsmen 
could not be denied. Eugene could see the fruits of their labor in the 
loaded carts that were being transported through the warp-gate. Each 
item was expertly crafted, and even Eugene, who was not particularly 
knowledgeable about such things, could recognize their exceptional 
quality. 


This was a matter of course, though. The items were being dedicated 
to a ferocious and greedy dragon, and if they were of poor quality, 
they would have to face the full wrath of the dragon. 


“Bhud should be here in a minute,” said the Night Demon. 


Eugene followed her instruction and entered an empty box loaded on 
top of a cart. 


“You have to stay calm until you arrive at the Dragon Demon Castle,” 
warned the Night Demon. 


A lid was placed on top of the box, and Eugene observed the 
surroundings through a keyhole in the box. After a while, the warp- 
gate was activated. 


“Aris!” 


The sound of the Night Demon’s name echoed through the air, causing 
her to turn her head. A demonfolk had just walked out of the warp- 
gate, and Eugene could see him through the keyhole in the box. The 
demon's appearance was grotesque, with the features of both an orc 
and a pig. He waddled over to the Night Demon, his large belly 
heaving up and down with each step. 


“Tt feels different to see you outside the store. Does this mean I’ll have 
the chance to see you outside in the future as well?” Bhud openly 
flirted with the Night Demon before picking up a necklace from the 
cart. 


After looking around, he placed the necklace into the Night Demon’s 
cleavage. 


“Oh, my...” 


“It’s fine, it’s fine. This is nothing compared to the present I’m going 
to receive today. So, Aris, is it that box?” asked Bhud as the corners of 
his mouth twitched. 


The Night Demon nodded with a smile, and Bhud approached the box 
with a gulp. 


Thud. 


Bhud tapped the box once with his large hand. Eugene curled up into 
a ball with a frown. After a few more taps, Bhud turned around with a 
satisfied smile. 


He let out a pleased hum as he pushed the cart containing his gift 
toward the warp-gate, which was activated once more. 


"This is a wonderful gift," Bhud said with a grin, his eyes gleaming 
with anticipation. 


The warp-gate ceased glowing, and the movement of the cart beneath 
Eugene came to a stop. Through the keyhole, he saw that the scene 
outside had changed drastically. Instead of the dull and dreary mines 
of Karabloom, the keyhole of the box now revealed a grand view of 
the Dragon Demon Castle. Eugene had no time to appreciate the sight. 
He had arrived at his destination, and it was time to take action. His 
plan was to burst out of the box and eliminate Bhud without delay, 
just like he had already resolved to do. 


Eugene took a deep breath, preparing himself for the task ahead. He 
was ready to make his move. 


“W-Who are you!?” 


However, Bhud yelled in surprise before Eugene could jump out of the 
box. 


Eugene was surprised as well. A girl dressed in clothes the color of sky 
blue was standing outside the warp-gate. 


The girl's voice rang out loud and clear, echoing through the corridors 
of the Dragon Demon Castle as she said, "Inspector Bhud! Your 
wrongdoings are known by heaven, by earth, and by me!" 


Bhud's eyes widened in shock, and he stumbled back a few steps. He 
opened his mouth to say something, but the words got caught in his 
throat. Before he could even begin to form a coherent response, he felt 
an overwhelming pressure bearing down on him. Without even 
realizing what he was doing, he sank to his knees on the cold stone 
floor. 


“Are you kneeling in acknowledgment of your sin?! But know that 
simply kneeling will not absolve you of the crimes you committed!” 
continued the girl. 


“W-Who might you be?” asked Bhud. 


He didn't understand why he was kneeling, and he didn’t know who 
this girl was. However, his body had responded instinctively the 
moment he saw the red jewel embedded in the girl’s forehead. 


“Do you not recognize who I am? Well, rightly so! However, know 
that everyone in the Dragon Demon Castle will come to know the 
name of this lady today! This lady is the legitimate master of the 
Dragon Demon Castle and the only flesh and blood of the Black 
Dragon!” the girl declared. She waved her hand, which caused her 
sleeves to flap, and extended her palm toward Bhud. “My name is 
Raimira! You wicked soul who dared to touch the offerings to the 
Dragon Demon Castle! As the master of the Dragon Demon Castle, this 
lady commands you! Immediately end your own life—” 


The girl wasn’t given a chance to finish her words. The lid of the box 
was smashed open, and Eugene jumped out. 


Chapter 257 
The Dragon Duchess (3) 


Eugene had not planned to run into anyone as soon as he arrived at 
the Dragon Demon Castle, but it had been inevitable in some ways. In 
Eugene’s opinion, the plan to infiltrate the Dragon Demon Castle was 
unpolished and full of holes. As such, he had made preparations for 
the possibility of running into unexpected situations. 


He was prepared to respond immediately to whatever the situation 
called for, but when someone started shouting at Bhud, Eugene cursed 
inwardly, ‘Fuck.’ It hadn’t been within his expectations to run into a 
problem immediately after arriving. 


So, what could he do? Well, what was there to do, really? There was 
only one thing he could do. He would kill Bhud as well as the 
unknown demon. Then he would infiltrate the Dragon Demon Castle 
as if nothing had ever happened. 


After making up his mind, Eugene inspected his opponent through the 
keyhole. The ostentatious woman referred to herself in third-person 
and spoke in a ridiculous manner. As he studied her appearance, he 
noticed that she looked only a few years older than Mer. Her hair was 
parted in the middle. It revealed her forehead, which had a horn 
sticking out from the center as well as a glinting red jewel embedded 
in it. 


‘No way.’ Eugene was astonished. 


According to Noir's information, the Dragon Duchess had not made an 
appearance in two hundred years. Yet, there she was, standing right in 
front of him at this very moment. 


“This lady is the legitimate master of the Dragon Demon Castle and 
the only flesh and blood of the Black Dragon!” the girl shouted 
valiantly while extending her palm toward Bhud. 


Upon hearing this, Eugene no longer harbored any doubts. “My name 
is Raimira! You wicked soul who dared to touch the offerings to the 
Dragon Demon Castle! As the master of the Dragon Demon Castle, this 
lady commands you! Immediately end your own life—” 


Eugene didn't require any further explanation. Raimira had claimed to 
be the true heir of the Black Dragon and the rightful master of the 
Dragon Demon Castle. Considering the absurdity of the situation, he 
couldn't help but question the veracity of her claim, but he resolved to 
kill her regardless. 


“W-What?!” Bhud exclaimed. 


The pig-faced demonfolk had not been cautious of the human enclosed 
in the box, as Eugene had skillfully concealed his mana and abilities 
while inside. Eugene's sudden emergence caused Bhud to turn around, 
his face twisted with a mixture of shock and terror. 


Bhud's eyes followed Eugene's ascent into the air. Although this was a 
development that differed significantly from Eugene's original plans, 
he doggedly executed the part of his strategy that concerned Bhud just 
as he had planned. The moment Eugene burst out of the box, he seized 
Bhud's head and yanked it clean off his body. 


“Kyaaaaah!?” Raimira's piercing shriek reverberated through the 
space. 


Bhud's head was detached from his body, with his spine still attached. 
Despite this, Bhud did not succumb to death immediately, possibly 
due to his accumulated mana. 


Instead, he opened his mouth wide and emitted a high-pitched, pig- 
like squeal, “Kyweeeeeek!” 


The deafening screams were abruptly silenced as a blaze erupted from 
Eugene's fingertips and consumed Bhud's body. This was no ordinary 
flame; it was infused with the power of the sword-force. The power 
manifested as a sphere of intertwined and razor-sharp emissions that 
relentlessly tore apart Bhud, who was trapped at the heart of the 
tempestuous vortex. 


Bhud desperately tried to regenerate his body time and time again. 
Nevertheless, stuck within the confines of the Infinite Purgatory, his 
efforts were in vain. Each time his body began to take form again, it 
was immediately ground to dust by the relentless onslaught of the 
skill. Eugene had honed Infinite Purgatory to perfection in his 
previous life, making it the perfect weapon for eliminating demons 
with powerful regenerative abilities. 


Bhud's body continued to be torn apart by Infinite Purgatory, reducing 
him to unidentifiable pieces. Despite still being alive, his regeneration 
abilities were failing rapidly, and it was only a matter of time before 
he met his final demise. The screams that had once echoed throughout 
the chamber were now silenced, and the only sounds that remained 
were the crackling of the flames and the swirling of the Sword-force. 
Eugene looked away from Bhud and stared straight ahead. 


“Hiek...!” Raimira was retreating with a pale expression, her large 
eyes quivering with fear. 


Eugene looked around to make sure there were no other demons 
lurking nearby before turning his attention to her. He examined her 
carefully, taking note of her appearance. 


As Eugene took a closer look at Raimira, he realized that while she 
didn't bear an exact resemblance to Raizakia, there were certain 
similarities. Of course, this was to be expected. Raimira's current form 
was the result of Polymorph, an ability commonly used by dragons. 
While her human-like appearance differed from her true form, some 
traits remained. For instance, dragons using Polymorph often retained 
their true eye and hair color to distinguish themselves. Raimira's black 
hair and purple eyes were a clear nod to her lineage as the Black 
Dragon. 


Raimira exclaimed in a panicked voice, "Y-You! What are... Who are 
you! ?" 


The word Intruder! came to her mind, causing her legs to tremble and 
her heart to race faster. Meanwhile, Inspector Bhud's body was being 
ripped apart into a shapeless mass behind the intruder, and the 
intricate and robust flow of mana used to disintegrate Bhud's body 
only added to Raimira's shock and unease. 


Her expression stiffened. Truth be told, Raimira was afraid. However, 
she did not express her fear — or at least, she thought she wasn’t 
letting it show. Contrary to her belief, both her legs were trembling. 
Unfortunately, Raimira was too nervous and frightened to recognize 
this truth. 


“You dare... How dare you! How could you bring harm to a servant of 
the castle in front of this lady, the master of the Dragon Demon 
Castle!? You will not be able to pay for this, even with dozens — no, 
hundreds of deaths!” Raimira cried loudly. 


Although she was a hatchling, a dragon was still a dragon. As such, 
her cry carried the weight of her heritage, Dragon Fear. Nonetheless, 
her Dragon Fear was so weak that it couldn’t even hold a candle to the 
Dragon Fear that Ariartel had exuded. 


[What is she doing?] Mer wondered. 


In fact, Raimira’s Dragon Fear was so weak that not even Mer felt 
threatened. 


Obviously, Raimira’s Dragon Fear failed to affect Eugene’s body and 
mana, so Eugene didn’t hesitate and jumped at Raimira. 


‘Attack!’ Raimira was struck with shock, but she swung her hand 
reactively. 


It was a sloppy attack, but the power contained in the blow could not 
be ignored. Eugene had no intention of allowing Raimira to hit him, 
so he took the Strom Sword Wynnyd out of his cloak. 


[It is I, Tempest, the Wind Spirit King! I have come to Helmuth!] 


Eugene had been relying on the Holy Sword most of the time in recent 
battles, so he had rarely used Wynnyd of late. In fact, today was his 
first time finally drawing the blade once again ever since his arrival in 
Helmuth. So, Tempest screamed as if he had been waiting an eternity 
for this moment. Wynnd was only used as a conduit in the beginning. 
Ever since he signed the contract with Tempest, it could talk to 
Eugene whenever it wanted... so Tempest screaming like this every 
time he held Wynnyd was Tempest being strange and stubbornly 


insisting on making his presence known. 

‘Be quiet,’ Eugene told Tempest in his mind. 

[Hamel! My shouts can only be heard in your head anyways. ] 
‘I know, I know, but just be quiet.’ 


Eugene's cold response seemed to have an effect on Tempest's winds, 
as they slackened slightly. It was almost as if Tempest was trying to 
convey his displeasure by sulking. However, not all the winds 
weakened. Only the winds surrounding Eugene weakened, while the 
winds opposing Raimira's attack intensified into a violent storm. 


Booom! 


The air shook with a loud explosion, but the noise didn't reach far 
beyond its point of origin. Instead, the sound reverberated as if 
Eugene and Raimira were standing in the depths of a cave. The magic 
Eugene had cast was muffling any sounds from escaping the area. 


If Raimira had been more level-headed, she might have noticed the 
magic enveloping the space and attempted to dispel it. Unfortunately, 
she was far from being calm and collected at the moment. 


Raimira's voice shook with fear as she stumbled backward several 
steps. 


She stuttered with a pale face and quivering lips, "W-W-What is it!?" 
Raimira was in utter shock and unable to compose herself. 


"Y-Y-You, intruder! H-How dare you attack this lady!? If you stop 
now... R-Right! If you stop immediately, this lady will forgive you, 
so...” Raimira spoke frantically without taking a single breath. 


Eugene did not push her further but paused instead. He had sensed it 
after colliding with her. No, he had, in fact, sensed it before 
exchanging a blow with her, but he became certain after. 


‘This isn’t Dark Power.’ 


Dark Energy was a powerful force that was harnessed by the demons, 
including the Demon Kings. It was a type of mana that had been 
infused with the dark essence of demons, and when purified, it 
became known as Dark Power. Raizakia, the fallen Black Dragon, had 
channeled the boundless mana of his Dragon Heart into Dark Power. 


When Eugene clashed with Raimira, he discovered that, despite being 
his offspring, Raimira did not possess Dark Power. Rather, her mana 
was as pure as that of any other dragon. 


[Hamel. She’s—] 
‘I know.’ 


Eugene’s expression crumpled. He knew what Tempest had been about 
to say. There was no way Eugene was unaware since he had been the 
one to actually exchange a blow with Raimira. Nevertheless, given the 
present circumstances, he couldn't afford to divert his attention 
toward this unexpected detail about Raimira. Despite everything, the 
fact remained that she was a dragon, and he could not afford to lose 
vigilance. 


“Kyah ! ” 


Even though Raimira fumbled as if she had never fought in her life 
and even though her screams contained not a shred of dignity that 
belonged to dragons, Eugene did not let his guard down. 


“Kyaahhh...” 


Apart from her personality, tone, and endless screams, it was clear 
that Raimira wasn’t an opponent to be taken easily. It was being 
proven to him right now. 


Eugene carefully calculated each strike of his sword, aiming not to 
deliver a lethal blow to Raimira but to subdue her and use her to find 
Raizakia through Akasha's Draconic spell. He had to hold back his full 
strength and limit his strikes to only cut what they touched. His plan 
was not to end Raimira’s life but to sever her limbs to immobilize her. 


“Ah 9 0 


Despite that, things weren’t going as Eugene wished. Even though his 
blade made contact with Raimira’s body several times, the only things 
that the fierce flame and the sword-force severed were parts of her 
clothes. His sword and Sword-force had definitely made contact with 
her skin, but there weren’t any scratches on it, let alone a cut. 


Raimira was also surprised by the outcome. She couldn't believe it 
herself, and her eyes filled with wonder as she looked down at her 
unscathed skin. 


“Ah... Ahahahaha! Ahahahahaha! Look! You lowly human intruder! 
Your weak blade couldn’t even pierce this lady’s skin! You won’t even 
get me to shed a single drop of blood!” 


Raimira immediately changed her attitude and proudly puffed out her 
chest. Then she reached out her hand toward Eugene, allowing her 
sleeve to flap as if to show off. 


“Repent for your sins, beg for forgiveness and your life! T-This lady is 
merciful, and if you sincerely beg for mercy... she will reconsider 
forgiving you!” 


“Hmm...” Eugene's disappointment was palpable as he frowned at 
Wynnyd and the sword-force, paying no attention to Raimira's 
nonsensical words. 


Instead, he stared at Wynnyd and the sword-force with a frown. 
Wynnyd’s wind intensified as if responding to Eugene’s disappointed 
gaze. Tempest was conveying that his pride had been hurt. 


Then Eugene's expression darkened as he shifted his stare to Raimira, 
who was quivering in fear. He had been holding back during their 
fight, but it was clear to him that he would have to use lethal force to 
subdue her. 


"It won't do unless we intend to kill her," Eugene said with a steely 
resolve. 


Raimira's jaw dropped in shock, and she stumbled back a few steps. 


Her legs were still shaking, and she could feel the cold sweat on her 
forehead. 


“Intend... Intend to kill? S-S-So, you came here with the intention of 
assassinating me! Do you know who this lady is? D-Do you know what 
you’re saying when—” 


Eugene disregarded Raimira’s stuttering words. He placed Wynnyd 
back in his cloak and stretched his fingers, making a chilling crackling 
sound that sent shivers down Raimira's spine. Raimira felt the urge to 
flee, but her pride as a dragon forbade her from turning her back to 
the enemy and showing a sign of weakness. Even in the absence of 
witnesses, she couldn't allow herself to run away from a mere human 
invader. 


Meanwhile, Eugene lowered his posture without any knowledge or 
consideration of Raimira’s conflicted thoughts. A flash of purple 
lightning from Lightning Flash blinded Raimira’s line of sight, and her 
nervous, frightened mind reacted with a delay. 


“Kuagh!” Raimira was winded. 


Her enemy had charged at her from the front. Eugene had placed 
everything into speed without trying to use any complicated 
techniques. Even if Raimira had not been nervous and scared, she 
could not have reacted in time. Eugene had barreled toward her in a 
straight line and slammed his shoulder into her solar plexus while 
wrapping both his arms around her waist. 


Now, Eugene's feet lifted off the ground, and his body floated in 
midair, sustained by the mana coursing through him. He wrapped his 
arms tighter around Raimira's waist and drove her toward the ground. 
With a loud rumble, he slammed her back against the ground and 
continued to push her down. 


Eugene had learned from his previous attacks that sword-force 
couldn't harm a dragon, even in human form using Polymorph. 
However, he could use sheer force to restrain her and rob her of her 
freedom. 


Struggling under Eugene’s weight, Raimira shrieked, “Kyaaah! Kyah! 


L-Let go! Let go! G-Geroff!” 


Raimira found herself in a situation she had never experienced before. 
Despite the lack of physical pain, the weight of Eugene's body pressing 
down on hers was overwhelming, and it filled her with fear. 


Eugene, on the other hand, was completely unaware of the turmoil 
inside Raimira’s mind. He couldn't decipher the meaning of her frantic 
screams and the word ‘geroff,’ but he did recognize that she lacked 
proper etiquette and training. 


Crack! Craaack! 


A manifestation of mana appeared behind Eugene, taking shape and 
adding even more weight to Raimira's already restrained limbs. 


“Y-You! This lady is... the child of the Black Dragon! I-If you so much 
as harm a single hair on this lady’s body—! The Black Dragon will not 
forgive you. Y-You will be vaporized without a trace by his Dragon 
Breath! A-A-And your soul will suffer forever in...” 


“Just be quiet,” Eugene commanded. 


His fist connected with Raimira's cheek Although the blow didn't 
cause her any pain, she abruptly stopped screaming as her head jerked 
to the side. 


After a moment of silence, Raimira's eyes began to fill with tears. With 
her head still turned to the side, she slowly shifted her gaze toward 
Eugene. 


"Y-You... h-hit me?" Her voice shook with disbelief and anger. "You... 
hit me?!" 


Eugene lifted his fist again, and Raimira recoiled with a stifled cry. 
She tightly shut her eyes while tears streamed down her face. 
However, instead of striking her again, Eugene took hold of her 
cheeks with one of his hands. 


“Bwegh...” Raimira’s lips pursed like those of a carp between Eugene’s 


fingers. 


Eugene glared indifferently at that idiotic face. The dragon's eyes met 
the human's, and she felt a wave of fear wash over her. His golden 
eyes were cold and unfeeling, like those of a beast that was about to 
strike its prey. 


Raimira’s quivering eyes watched Eugene’s hand. She couldn't help 
but wonder what he was planning to do. When his thumb and index 
finger approached her forehead like a pair of tongs, Raimira's heart 
raced with apprehension. 


“W-Wait, not that! Stop!” Raimira shouted hastily. 


However, with her cheeks being squeezed, her words came out 
smooshed, and all Eugene heard was gibberish. 


Crack! 


As Eugene’s fingers approached the jewel in the center of her 
forehead, a streak of black lightning crackled. 


“Kieeeeeeeeek!” Raimira let out a piercing scream unlike any she had 
emitted before. 


Her previous screams had been out of fear and panic, but this one was 
a result of real pain, and it ripped through the air. 


‘TI guess I shouldn’t pluck it out,’ Eugene thought. 


The resistance he felt was significant and unusual. So, instead of 
trying to pull the jewel out, Eugene flicked his fingertip against it. 


“Kiyaaeeeeeehh!” 


Raimira's eyes rolled back, and she stopped screaming, eventually 
fainting with foam coming out of her mouth. Eugene felt relieved as 
this made things easier for him. He stood up, took Akasha out of his 
cloak, and looked down at Raimira's unconscious form. 


“T got lucky,” he said. 


Eugene had not expected to encounter the Dragon Duchess 
immediately after entering the Dragon Demon Castle. With a pleased 
smile, he pointed Akasha’s Dragon Heart at Raimira’s forehead. The 
power of Akasha’s Draconic spell began to unfold. 


Chapter 258 
The Dragon Duchess (4) 


Akasha's Dragon Heart emitted a transparent magical thread that 
intertwined with the magical thread from Raimira's Dragon Heart, 
which was embedded in her forehead. 


Eugene shut his eyes, focusing all his attention on the task at hand. 
The necessary conditions had been met, so he knew without a doubt 
that he could find Raizakia. Raizakia was somewhere in the gap 
between dimensions, and now with the blood of Raimira, Eugene 
could track Raizakia down. Ariartel had assured Eugene of this fact 
and explained that blood ties were the strongest and most primal of all 
contracts between beings. 


Furthermore, a fragment of Raizakia's Dragon Heart was lodged in 
Raimira's forehead, ensuring that Eugene could not possibly fail in his 
quest to locate Raizakia under these circumstances. 


Fwoosh! 


As Eugene closed his eyes, the darkness that consumed his vision 
flickered momentarily. However, he remained calm and collected, for 
he was no stranger to the art of the Draconic spell. He was well-versed 
in the intricacies of the tracking process and knew precisely how it 
worked. 


“,..No.’ 


Yet, he couldn't help but notice that something was amiss this time 
around. There was a stark contrast between his present experience and 
his previous encounters with the Draconic spell. In the past, he had 
experimented with Akasha's Draconic spell using inanimate objects 
such as Wynnyd, the necklace, and the Moonlight Sword. 


This time, he had employed the Draconic spell on a living being, 


Raimira, and the Dragon Heart on her forehead. This fundamental 
difference meant that the current outcome of the Draconic spell was 
vastly distinct from his previous attempts. 


The room was vast but desolate, more like a secluded palace than 
anything else. It contained everything one could need, but there was 
no warmth to be found. Conversations were few and far between, and 
when they did occur, they were limited to the topics of meals for the 
day and the day to come. 


Was there anything she needed? Was there anything she wished for? 
Regardless of what she gave as an answer, she would always be 
denied what she truly wished for. Emotions that did not belong to 
Eugene slowly started to erupt from deep inside his heart. 


Eugene pressed and probed further. Akasha’s Draconic spell responded 
to his desire, and he traveled deeper and deeper into Raimira’s 
memories. The emotions that filled the surroundings slowly faded 
away, and in time, another memory materialized in front of Eugene’s 
eyes. 


The man before Raimira wore an antique ornate robe that suggested a 
bygone era. His hand extended toward her with outstretched fingers. 
The man’s skin was smooth, and his long black hair lustrous. His 
bright red eyes were unsettling, and a distorted smile played on his 
lips. 


She watched as a small red jewel hovered in the air, suspended by an 
unseen force in front of the man’s fingertips. Its magical aura seemed 
to pulse and dance, casting an otherworldly glow on the room. 


“You exist for me,” a voice, cold and eerie, resonated within Eugene's 
mind. 


It was the voice of Raizakia, the Black Dragon. He had taken on the 
human form he had grown so fond of during the time of Eugene's past 
life. Eugene watched as Raizakia reached forward and embedded the 
small red jewel into the forehead of the newborn. 


‘More.’ Eugene pressed on once more. 


What he was seeking wasn’t Raimira’s memories and origin. He 
wanted to find the Dragon Heart and Raizakia through the bloodline 
that Raimira possessed. As Eugene focused on his goal, the scenes in 
his mind began to crumble and collapse. 


The tracking magic was optimized to be used in this fashion, and it 
reached a space beyond space — the realm of dimensions. The realm 
of dimensions was incomprehensibly vast, far beyond the recognition 
of mere mortals. Nevertheless, Raizakia’s blood and Dragon Heart 
paved the way. They were like beacons, leading Eugene through the 
labyrinthine corridors of the dimension and toward their ultimate 
master. 


‘More.’ Eugene's forehead was beaded with cold droplets of sweat. 


If everything went according to plan, locating Raizakia would trigger 
the opening of a dimensional door that would lead him straight to the 
Black Dragon. Once through the gate, Eugene would have the 
opportunity to vanquish Raizakia and release Sienna from her sealed 
state in the World Tree. He steeled himself for the challenges ahead. 


The gap between dimensions felt like a night sky of utterly 
immeasurable heights. Eugene felt like he was staring into an endless 
night. The darkness he encountered was different from anything he 
had experienced before. It ebbed and flowed around him, mixing with 
strange shapes that were indistinguishable from stars and clouds. 


As Eugene's consciousness delved deeper into the unknown, he caught 
sight of something colossal. His brows furrowed with his eyes still 
shut. 


The immense entity appeared to be curled up into a tight ball, with its 
serpentine tail coiled tightly around its form. The creature’s massive 
wings enveloped its body, almost like a shield protecting it from the 
outside world. 


Right in front of Eugene was the Black Dragon himself, Raizakia. His 
once majestic scales were now marred by deep gashes and tears as if 
they had been buffeted by a fierce storm. The flesh of his wings was 
likewise tattered and torn, revealing raw muscle and bone. 


‘I found him.’ 


Eugene felt a chill run down his back, and a deep sense of joy 
bloomed within his heart. He reflexively stretched out his hand 
toward Raizakia. 


Wooooo! 


Although the Black Dragon was asleep with his eyes closed shut, the 
powerful barrier wrapped around his figure pushed away the 
interference from Eugene and the Draconic spell. 


‘It’s impossible to force my way through.’ 


Eugene's mind raced as he tried to think of a new plan. He pushed 
himself to the limit, feeling as if his brain would overheat. 
Nevertheless, he continued to resonate with Akasha, unwilling to give 
up. The ease with which he had found Raizakia had surprised him, but 
now he needed to come up with another way to achieve his goal. 


Eugene had succeeded in finding Raizakia, and he had made contact 
with the barrier surrounding the Black Dragon as well. Now, he 
focused his mind and delved deeper into the nature of the barrier 
surrounding Raizakia. 


Despite the Black Dragon not being a Demon King, the barrier seemed 
to be impenetrable. Even so, Eugene refused to give up so easily. 
While resonating with Akasha, Eugene sought to unravel the magic of 
the dragons and see through the barrier. It was a difficult task, but not 
impossible. He had to find a way to break through the barrier if he 
wanted to have any hope of defeating Raizakia and saving Sienna. 


Once Eugene’s understanding deepened and he gained insight into the 
nature of the barrier, the landscape around him began to change. He 
was no longer floating in the gap between dimensions, and the 
sleeping figure of Raizakia disappeared into the distance. It was a pity 
that he could not give the dragon the middle finger in person. 


In no time, Eugene’s consciousness had left the gap between 
dimensions entirely and was now looking down at a place somewhere 
on the continent instead. He recognized the landscape easily because 


of the location’s peculiar characteristics. Furthermore, there was only 
one place like it on the continent. It was the Samar Forest. 


Eugene looked down at the Samar Forest from high in the sky as a 
consciousness. Raizakia’s barrier was carved throughout the forest — 
or, to be more precise, on the earth itself. Seeing this, Eugene came to 
an understanding of what had happened. Sienna had attempted to 
expel Raizakia into another dimension using a spell that had been 
impossible for her to cast even in perfect condition, but the world tree 
and the elves had lent her their power, turning an impossibility into 
reality. 


However, the expelling had not gone according to plan. Instead of 
being transported to a different dimension, Raizakia had fallen into a 
gap between worlds. Sienna's critical state had played a part in the 
failed spell, but Raizakia's strong resistance had also contributed to its 
failure. 


The thing that protected Raizakia was a powerful spell that tied his 
being to the land of the Samar Forest, preventing him from being 
banished to another dimension. He had to sacrifice his dignity as a 
dragon and exist as a ghost bound to the land, but by doing so, he 
managed to save his life. This was how he had been able to survive for 
so long. 


‘It’s magic that’s been kept alive and well for two hundred years,’ Eugene 
surmised. 


The magic protecting Raizakia was an all-encompassing force that 
saturated the Black Dragon. Among the dragons, who had been 
heralded as the pioneers of magic, Raizakia was the most formidable. 
As a result, tampering with the magic that was keeping Raizakia 
anchored to the land was an insurmountable task for Eugene. To alter 
or nullify the spell, Eugene would need to demolish the Samar Forest 
and obliterate the ground below it. There couldn't be even a mote of 
dirt remaining. 


However, it was still possible for him to open a dimensional door in 
the Samar Forest using Raimira and the Dragon Heart as the key. If 
Eugene could do that, then he could re-attempt his initial plan. He 
would kill Raizakia in the gap between dimensions. It seemed more 
realistic to do something about Raizakia than to attempt to completely 


destroy a piece of land that was even larger than the empire. In the 
first place, destroying the forest meant destroying the territory of the 
elves, which was where Sienna was sealed. So, there was no point in 
even trying. 


Eugene cursed under his breath, muttering, "Fucking lizard bastard," 
as he put away his sword and Akasha. Though it wasn't as bad as 
when he targeted the Moonlight Sword, he still felt a headache from 
observing a faraway place. While lowering his gaze, he pressed his 
fingers against his temple in an attempt to alleviate the pain. 


Eugene checked on Raimira, who was still unconscious. He poked her 
with his foot just to make sure she wasn't faking it, but there was no 
response. Then he sighed in relief, as he preferred it this way. Eugene 
lifted Raimira and slung her over his shoulder, planning to take her 
with him. Though he hadn't been able to kill Raizakia right away, he 
felt somewhat satisfied as he had managed to catch a glimpse of 
Raizakia as well as come up with a plan to achieve his goal. In the 
first place, Eugene had not been expecting to kill Raizakia during his 
time in the Dragon Demon Castle. 


Moreover, Eugene had laid his hands on the key — Raimira, the 
Dragon Duchess. It would have proven difficult to escape had a 
disturbance broken out in the Dragon Demon Castle, but fortunately, 
it was still quiet. 


‘That means I just need to take this kid with me right now.’ 


Eugene approached the warp-gate with a grin. The warp-gate was still 
operational. All he needed to do was to warp back down to the mining 
village and then get out of Karabloom somehow... 


“What the hell?” 


Eugene climbed onto the warp-gate with Raimira over his shoulder, 
but the connection was immediately cut off. He checked the status of 
the warp-gate with Akasha, and when he realized the reason for the 
disconnection, a frown appeared on his face. 


“Dammit.” 


Eugene descended from the warp-gate and gently set Raimira down on 
the ground. He tried to rouse her by giving a few light slaps on her 
cheek, but she remained unresponsive. 


“Sir Eugene, try giving her a flick on the forehead,” suggested Mer 
while poking her head out of his cloak. 


Mer’s large eyes sparkled with curiosity and playfulness as she smiled 
mischievously. Thinking that it was a good idea, Eugene gave a nod 
before putting it into action. 


Thuck! 


Eugene flicked his finger against Raimira’s forehead. The thumb-sized 
Dragon Heart trembled with shock, and Raimira’s limp body suddenly 
convulsed. 


“Kyaaah!” Raimira screamed. 


Eugene immediately reacted by seizing her neck and pressing against 
it. Then he positioned his fingers for another flick and placed them 
right in front of her eyes for her to see. 


“Truthfully answer all of the questions I’m about to ask you,” said 
Eugene. 


“Y-Y-You! You intruder! What are you doing to—?!” stuttered 
Raimira. 


Thuck! 
“Hyaaahhk!” 


Eugene made sure not to put too much force behind the flicks since he 
couldn’t have her fainting repeatedly. The sharpness of her scream 
wasn’t as bad as before since he flicked with less force, but her body 
still convulsed with pain. 


“Ts it impossible to use the warp-gate with you?” asked Eugene. 


“W-What... What are you talking about?” Raimira responded. 
However, it wasn’t the answer Eugene wanted. 
Thuck! 


Silence replaced the scream that had erupted from Raimira earlier, but 
her jaw remained open, a sign of the intense pain she was 
experiencing. Tears streamed down her face and slowly pooled around 
the corners of her eyes. 


“Are there any other ways for you to get out of here?” asked Eugene. 


“D-Do not... i-insult me... any longer... This lady is the child of the 
Black Dragon... T-The rightful master... of the Dragon Demon 
Castle...” 


Thuck! 


Eugene flicked his finger against Raimira's forehead with a gentle 
touch, and streams of tears started flowing down her eyes again. 
Despite her efforts to hold them back, the tears poured out one after 
another, eroding away any shred of her dignity as a dragon. Eugene 
had always been a steely man, indifferent to the tears of his 
opponents. Yet, seeing Raimira cry so bitterly, Eugene’s heart couldn't 
help but soften a little. It wasn't just her tears that made her seem 
vulnerable; her small size and the way she curled up in pain made her 
look no different from Mer. 


“Get it together, Sir Eugene. This girl with a wide forehead only looks 
young on the outside. She’s lived for more than two hundred years,” 
Mer reminded Eugene. 


“Tt’s even more difficult because she’s similar to you,” retorted 
Eugene. 


“She’s not like me,” said Mer. 


“What’s the difference?” asked Eugene. 


Eugene's inquiry pierced the heavy silence that hung in the air. His 
gaze landed on his shameless companion, and Mer stared back at him 
as if not wanting to be defeated. The unspoken challenge between 
them was palpable. Mer's expression betrayed her reluctance to lose, 
but that was it. She could not deny the fact that she had been in 
existence for a comparable amount of time. 


Eugene's struggle with Raimira wasn't solely due to Mer's presence. It 
was also because Raimira, unlike her father Raizakia, was untainted 
by Dark Energy. Additionally, when Eugene used the Draconic spell 
earlier, he had glimpsed into her past. The scenes he had witnessed 
reminded him of Molon, so he couldn't simply brush them aside. 


Eugene's expression was stoic as he gazed down at Raimira with his 
hand hovering over her forehead. Despite the fleeting empathy he felt, 
he had no desire to take care of her. His fingers tightened into a fist 
before slowly relaxing, and he pressed them against her skin. Veins 
bulged on his forehead while he summoned his power in his middle 
finger, curling it back as far as it could go. 


“T-This lady cannot leave the Dragon Demon Castle,” Raimira uttered 

in a hurry. “The red jewel in my forehead and my heart are connected 
to the core of the Dragon Demon Castle... It would be no exaggeration 
to say that my existence is maintaining the Dragon Demon Castle, so t- 
this lady cannot leave this place.” 


Eugene's brow furrowed as he pondered the situation before him. The 
enormous landmass had remained suspended in the sky for the entire 
two hundred years of Raizakia's absence, but was that truly all there 

was to it? The Dragon Demon Castle's barrier, which could withstand 
all external attacks, had been maintained for the same length of time. 


All of this had been possible due to the existence of Raimira, the 
hatchling. Therefore, Raimira simply could not leave the Dragon 
Demon Castle. 


Although Raimira was not yet fully mature, the red jewel embedded in 
her forehead was still a fragment of Raizakia's Dragon Heart. This 
small but powerful jewel acted as the heart of the Dragon Demon 
Castle, keeping the magic of the massive fortress alive and 
functioning. 


Gulp... 


Raimira's chapped lips quivered as she stole a glance at Eugene, who 
was currently still deep in thought with furrowed brows. How many 
times had he struck her forehead? Fear churned in her stomach as she 
tried to remember. The pain had been so excruciating that Raimira 
struggled to recall precisely how many times she had endured the 
torment. 


It was understandable. After being born into this world, no one had 
ever treated Raimira like this. Today, she experienced physical pain, 
rather than pain of the heart, for the first time ever. 


‘Is he really even human?’ 


As Raimira looked into Eugene's eyes, she could sense anger and 
irritation emanating from them. This was enough to make her shrink 
back even further. She felt a chill run down her spine. Despite the fact 
that he had done nothing more than reveal his emotions through his 
gaze, Raimira was overwhelmed by his intensity... 


“You. Why are you here?” Eugene suddenly shot her a question. 
Raimira bent her toes with surprise upon hearing the sudden question. 
“W-What did you say?” she asked. 

Eugene repeated his question, "Why are you here?" 


Despite having used Akasha's Draconic spell to see Raimira's 
memories, the images had not been clear. It wasn't because Eugene 
didn't care about the details but because that Draconic spell wasn't 
meant for reading other people's memories. 


However, he had still managed to catch a glimpse of the life Raimira 
had led in the Dragon Demon Castle. Raimira was Raizakia’s daughter 
— the hatchling of the Black Dragon — and the Dragon Duchess. 
Despite her noble lineage, Raimira's existence was shrouded in secrecy 
and unknown to the public. Only existences on the level of the other 
three Dukes of Helmuth were aware of Raimira. 


It had been inevitable. The vassals of the Dragon Demon Castle had 
never revealed Raimira’s existence to the outside world, and during 
Raizakia’s absence, Raimira had been confined to the deepest palace 
in the fortress. The garden and the palace had been Raimira’s entire 
world. When Eugene used Draconic, he had felt the full extent of her 
solitude and sorrow. 


Even so, Eugene glared at Raimira with apathetic eyes. Raimira 
squirmed and wriggled her fingers in response. 


“T-This lady... does not know what you are talking about. I am the 
rightful master of the Dragon Demon Castle... This castle is rightfully 
mine, so I can go wherever I wish to. Do not say there’s anything w-w- 
wrong with me being here!” Raimira once again attempted to win 
back her dignity and pride as a dragon. 


Yet, when Eugene brought his finger closer to her forehead, Raimira 
reflexively flinched and shrank back while shaking her head. 


“Stop with the bullshit, and answer me honestly. Dragon Duchess 
Raimira, I know you’ve lived your life confined to the secluded palace 
of the Dragon Demon Castle,” said Eugene. 


“W-What...? How did you know...? Uh... Uhahaha! You are trying to 
mock me and discredit me with a lie. No one knows of my existence 
except for the Four Divine Generals, who are the most loyal and 
favored by the Black Dragon!” shouted Raimira. 


“Well, I know about it, you little brat. If you don’t want to die, just 
answer my question,” said Eugene, opting to showcase his killing 
intent instead of giving her another flick. 


Raimira burst into hiccups while replying, “I-I-I came out of the palace 
f-for the s-sake of the Dragon Demon Castle’s future. T-The Four 
Divine Generals said I needed to b-become the new master of the D- 
Dragon Demon Castle... T-That’s why... That’s how it happened. I 
succeeded the B-Black Dragon a-and... became the new ma-master of 
the Dragon Demon Castle, a-and... and...” 


“T asked you how you came out,” repeated Eugene. 


“.,..The Four Divine Generals opened the door. T-This lady had never 
been able to g-get out before, but... they told me it was time for me to 
step forward...,” answered Raimira. 


Upon hearing that, Eugene let out a derisive snort. While he wasn't 
particularly familiar with the Four Divine Generals, he could discern 
from their actions that they were not the most loyal of followers of the 
Black Dragon. Although, it was possible that they had been more 
devoted in the past. The passage of two hundred years had to have 
changed them. 


‘It was probably thanks to them turning a blind eye that some of the 
dwarven goods could be sneaked away. They could always put the blame 
on the inspector later if they got caught,’ Eugene thought. 


In addition, it was unpleasantly obvious why they had chosen to 
release Raimira after locking her up for two hundred years. Sooner or 
later, Count Karad would declare war against the Dragon Demon 
Castle, but the Four Divine Generals would not want a war. Therefore, 
they would want to reveal Raizakia’s absence by putting forth 
Raimira. Afterward, they could have Raimira acknowledge defeat to 
avoid suffering any damage. 


‘If Count Karad asked for the head of the lord, they could simply give 
Raimira’s head since she’s technically the acting lord.’ 


Eugene could also guess why she was in this place as well. 


—Do you not recognize who I am? Well, rightly so! However, know that 
everyone in the Dragon Demon Castle will come to know my name today! I 
am the legitimate master of the Dragon Demon Castle and the only flesh 
and blood of the Black Dragon! 


Raimira had shouted such words from the beginning because she no 
longer had to hide her existence. No, rather, the Four Divine Generals 
wanted her to flaunt her existence to the fullest. 


“H-Human intruder, how long are you planning to keep me captive 
for? I-If you let this lady go and then kneel and beg for forgiveness... I 
will show you forgiveness as a merciful lord...,” muttered Raimira. 


The Four Divine Generals had skillfully manipulated the situation, 
using the young girl's naivety to their advantage. They had pushed her 
to punish a corrupt inspector, and she had unwittingly played right 
into their hands. Now, she was here, proclaiming herself as the new 
master of the Dragon Demon Castle. It was a foolish move and one 
that would not go unpunished. Eugene shook his head in disbelief, 
marveling at the audacity of these supposed loyalists. 


“R-Right. Then what do you think about this instead? Intruder, as far 
as I can tell, your skills are excellent — perhaps not lacking even 
compared to the Four Divine Generals. So, I will show you mercy and 
take you in. I could even make you my personal guard, to have you 
protect me by my side. I can dub you...,” Raimira hastily continued. 


“Poor thing.” Eugene shook his head while clicking his tongue. 
He was saying it intentionally, but he was somewhat sincere as well. 


“P-P-Poor thing? Intruder! H-How could you, a human, say that to me, 
a dragon!? Did you just pity me? This lady cannot stand this insult!” 
roared Raimira. Yet, contrary to her loud cry, she was still being 
subdued by Eugene. “Intruder! I am not a poor thing! Take that back 
right now and...” 


“What do you mean by that?” asked Eugene. 
“T am not to be pitied!” shouted Raimira. 


“You’re going to die in a few days,” said Eugene while clicking his 
tongue once more. 


Raimira’s eyes widened with shock as she stared at Eugene. 


Chapter 259 
The Dragon Duchess (5) 


Raimira blinked dazedly as she struggled to make sense of Eugene's 
rambling. What on earth was he talking about? 


Today was meant to be a joyous occasion for her — a day she had 
longed for. At least, that had been the plan. The palace doors that had 
confined her for centuries had finally flung wide open, granting her 
freedom. The Four Divine Generals, who had seldom paid her a visit 
over the years, had unlocked the door and allowed her to step out into 
the world once more. 


From now on, she would no longer need to bide her time in the 
secluded palace, and she would no longer have to stay lonely or sleep 
for long periods of time just to kill time. Raimira did not know the 
whereabouts of the Black Dragon, who would one day return, but the 
Dragon Demon Castle was now hers to rule. Even the Four Divine 
Generals had acknowledged this fact. With their lord away, it was up 
to Raimira, his daughter, to safeguard the castle. 


Yet, what was it that had happened next? To her surprise, the Four 
Divine Generals had come to her complaining about a petty inspector 
who had absconded with treasures meant for their lord. How absurd! 


Still, that had been fine. To commemorate becoming the deputy castle 
lord, she had decided to make the name Raimira known to all the 
subjects and the people of the Dragon Demon Castle. So, she came to 
this place to take care of the corruption with her own hands. 


However, her plans had come to an abrupt halt when she stumbled 
upon a human intruder that she didn’t know. Despite her efforts to 
resist, he had overpowered her, knocking her to the ground and 
striking her precious red jewel. She had been confused from the 
beginning to the end, and now, he was suddenly expressing sympathy 
toward her, saying that she would die in a few days. 


“’..This lady did not properly hear what you said. So, what did you 
say?” asked Raimira. 


“You'll die in a few days,” responded Eugene. 


“N-Nonsense. Stop spouting nonsense. Why would this lady die out of 
the blue?” asked Raimira. 


"They'll most likely chop off your head and mount it on the Dragon 
Demon Castle's gate. Or perhaps they'll impale you with a spike 
through your crotch and put you on display in front of the gate. Or 
maybe they'll opt to dismember you, one limb at a time," Eugene went 
on and on. 


“W-W-W-What are you...” 


"Ah, and let's not forget this one," Eugene remarked. "It's a brutal 
execution method favored by the dark elves. They force their victims 
to kneel, cut open their stomachs, and pull out their intestines while 
they're still alive." 


"How absurd! Y-You're just trying to frighten this lady with your 
macabre tale! Your w-words hold no sway over me. This lady feels 
nothing!" Raimira retorted, determined not to be intimidated. 


"Do you know what all those execution methods have in common?" 
Eugene asked, his expression remaining indifferent. 


Of course, Raimira had no idea. Her knowledge of executions was 
limited to what she had seen in historical dramas and movies during 
her time in the secluded palace, and even then, the methods were 
typically limited to stabbing or poisoning. 


“Tt’s that all of them are symbolic in nature,” explained Eugene. 
“S-Symbolic? What do you mean by that?” asked Raimira. 


"A war is imminent in the Dragon Demon Castle. The enemy could 
invade within hours or a few days at most," Eugene announced. 


Raimira was taken aback; this was the first she had heard of such 
news. She gazed at Eugene with her mouth agape and an expression 
filled with confusion. 


Eugene had suspected as much. Raimira truly was clueless about the 
impending threat. He clicked his tongue in frustration before delving 
into an explanation of the impending war that loomed over the 
Dragon Demon Castle. 


There was simply no way Raimira could have been aware of the 
situation. Throughout her time in the palace, Raimira had been 
provided with various forms of entertainment to keep her occupied. 
Books of all kinds, including fairy tales, novels, and historical tomes, 
were at her disposal. She even had comic books to help her pass the 
time. After black towers were established throughout Helmuth and a 
television-watching culture was developed there, she had also been 
able to indulge in video media such as television dramas and movies. 
These things had helped her endure the long years of isolation. 
However, despite all the entertainment available to her, Raimira had 
never been granted access to the news. As a result, she was completely 
ignorant of the situation outside the Dragon Demon Castle. 


Raimira burst out laughing at Eugene’s words. “A... war? Ahahahaha! 
What a stupid lowlife you are, human intruder! This is the Dragon 
Demon Castle, an impenetrable fortress ruled by the Black Dragon 
himself! This lady does not know this Count Karad of the Ruol fief, but 
how could a mere count dare to invade the dukedom of the Black 
Dragon!?” 


“Then why do you suppose I invaded this place, even though I have 
no such title?” asked Eugene with a sigh. 


Raimira hesitated for a moment before responding, "That's because... 
you are a rude human being who... does not know how to value his 
life." 


Although she had initially mocked Eugene, Raimira wasn't completely 
thoughtless or stupid. At the human’s mention of an impending war, 
Raimira's mind raced with memories of recent events that had seemed 
out of place. 


The inside of the Dragon Demon Castle had been bustling, and the 


faces of the Four Divine Generals had appeared full of worries when 
they opened the door for her. Was that all? She had imagined the 
streets to be full of life and noise, but instead, she had only found a 
dark, gloomy place waiting for her. Moreover, many people had been 
packing their things for some reason... 


“Tf... what you say is true... why would you say that this lady will 
die?” asked Raimira. 


“Well, that’s because the subjects of the Dragon Demon Castle have no 
intention of going to war. If Raizakia were alive and well, there 
wouldn’t even be a need to worry about war, just like you said. But 
Raizakia isn’t here right now,” answered Eugene. 


“But! Iam here! This lady is the only child, the only blood of the 
Black Dragon!” exclaimed Raimira. 


"That's why they want to end the war with your head. Do you, by 
chance, think that Count Karad would back down after invading the 
Dragon Demon Castle just because he saw your face?" 


Frankly, that was exactly what Raimira had been thinking. She had to 
admit that she had been foolish in hoping that her presence alone 
would be enough to quell the conflict. As Eugene's words sunk in, 
Raimira realized the absurdity of her way of thinking and remained 
silent while her lips pursed with worry. 


Raimira found herself completely swayed by Eugene's words, and her 
own observations only reinforced his argument. Her eyes darted 
around with anxiety, and after a moment, she parted her lips. 


“Surely... there is no guarantee that they will kill me?” she asked with 
a trembling voice. 


“Right, there is no guarantee. There’s no guarantee that they won’t kill 
you either,” said Eugene. 


“Why... Why are you saying something so scary? I-In the first place, 
who are you? Why are you here? Why did you invade the Dragon 
Demon Castle, and why are you tormenting and frightening this 
lady?” asked Raimira. 


“T came here to kill you,” said Eugene, causing Raimira’s face to turn 
completely pale. “But now, I don’t think that will be necessary.” 


Eugene wasn't entirely certain if he could kill Raimira. He pondered 
over the red jewel on her forehead and wondered if it would maintain 
its form even after her death. Would her blood and Dragon Heart be 
enough to open the dimensional door to Raizakia? Eugene couldn't 
afford to risk failure by attempting something uncertain. 


As such, he decided to take Raimira alive instead of killing her. There 
were other minor reasons behind his decision as well. To be honest, he 
felt a little sorry for her because of how she had lived an isolated life 
like Molon and Mer. 


More importantly, Raimira wasn’t tainted. She was the biological child 
of Raizakia, but she was just a regular dragon — a daughter that had 
been born to lay more eggs as well as a meal to be feasted on one day. 


Raimira was just like Anise and the previous Saints. 


‘She has all the features that I fucking hated.’ Eugene’s expression 
crumpled when he thought about it. 


However, Raimira did not properly understand Eugene’s sympathy, 
and her teeth clattered with fear. 


“Y-You mean to say you’ve changed your mind. W-What a wonderful 
thing. T-This lady is the child of the Black Dragon and a dragon, s-so 
she should not be so easily killed,” said Raimira. 


“Where did you learn to speak like such an idiot?” asked Eugene. 
“From books and TV,” answered Raimira. 
Eugene’s desire to spare her lessened as he spoke with her further. 


“Intruder, you said you changed your mind about killing this lady, so 
don’t you think it’s time you let me go now...?” 


“T said I wouldn’t kill you, not that I would let you go,” said Eugene. 


“How difficult. Then what do you plan to do with me...?” asked 
Raimira. 


“Tm going to take you out of the Dragon Demon Castle. I’m just 
thinking how best to do it,” responded Eugene. 


Raimira became wide-eyed at his answer. “Did you say you would 
take this lady with you?” 


“Mhm.” 
Raimira regarded Eugene with a serious expression. 


"Are you planning to kidnap this lady and demand a ransom from the 
Dragon Demon Castle?" she asked, hoping to catch him off guard with 
her sharpness. 


However, Eugene simply regarded her with a blank expression, not 
bothering to answer what he considered a stupid question. 


Instead, he changed the topic. 


“Don’t you want to run away?” he asked, staring at her with squinted 
eyes. “Everything I said is true. Seeing that you aren’t mindlessly 
insisting that I’m lying, you must have some idea about the war.” 


“O-Of course. This lady is a dragon. Dragons are the greatest and the 
wisest race in the world,” answered Raimira. 


“So, I’m asking if you want to run away,” said Eugene once more. 


Raimira didn’t answer right away. If it had been a question of whether 
she wanted to die or not, she could have given an answer very easily. 
Naturally, Raimira did not want to die. She had finally been freed 
from her prison for the first time in two hundred years, so there was 
no way she was willing to die. 


“Tf you don’t run away, you will die,” said Eugene. 


It wasn’t like he could read her thoughts, though. He was simply 
pressing her for an answer since she had remained silent for a while. 


Raimira finally responded, “T-This lady does not want to die. 
However, she is the Black Dragon’s blood... destined to become the 
master of the Dragon Demon Castle. How could a lord abandon their 
castle and...” 


Eugene furrowed his brows and asked, "Do you have any obligation or 
loyalty to save these bastards?" 


Raimira's mouth opened and closed repeatedly, but she couldn't give a 
definitive answer. Loyalty? She had known them for two centuries, 
but it wasn't as if those long years had been filled with affection and 
friendship. 


The only ones who knew of her existence in the Dragon Demon Castle 
were the Four Divine Generals, and they had kept her locked up in the 
secluded palace after Raizakia’s disappearance. Since the Four Divine 
Generals had signed a direct contract with Raizakia, Raimira had been 
unable to command them even with the red jewel. None of them had 
ever shown affection to her even once. 


Did Raimira have an obligation to save them? She didn’t. She cared 
little for the Four Divine Generals, who had never served her. In the 
end, she was a dragon after all. Raimira didn’t care whether the Four 
Divine Generals, who were neither her vassals nor friendly toward 
her, lived or died. 


“But the Dragon Demon Castle...,” Raimira's thoughts were consumed 
with the Dragon Demon Castle and her father, Raizakia, causing her to 
hesitate. 


The red jewel on her forehead was proof of Raizakia's madness and 
fixation. She knew this because as a dragon, her memories were vivid 
from birth. 


Raimira could never forget the intense gaze of her father, the Black 
Dragon, when she first emerged from her egg. He knew that her 
existence was solely for him. Although she didn't know why Raizakia 
had allowed her birth and raised her, she knew that her purpose and 


future were tied to her father's obsessions. 


Therefore, leaving the Dragon Demon Castle was not even a possibility 
for Raimira. Despite being appointed as the castle's lord, she believed 
it was only temporary until her father, the Black Dragon, returned. 
Her entire existence had been for her father, and she was convinced 
that as soon as he returned, she would willingly give up her position 
and all her power to him without hesitation. 


In the end, Raimira couldn’t agree with Eugene. It was not because 
she didn’t want to run away but because she couldn’t possibly imagine 
going against Raizakia’s commands. 


‘But... what’s actually important for the Black Dragon shouldn’t be the 
Dragon Demon Castle but this lady’s existence, right?’ 


A thought occurred to Raimira. She realized that the Dragon Demon 
Castle, despite having existed for hundreds of years, was not 
irreplaceable. The Black Dragon was powerful enough to create 
dozens of similar castles if he wished. Raimira also acknowledged that 
the lives of those who lived in the castle were insignificant compared 
to the life of a single dragon. Ultimately, she did not want to die. 


‘This lady cannot die this fast, not in this way. This lady exists for the 
Black Dragon, so she cannot die without the permission of the Black 
Dragon.’ 


Raimira clenched her fists and renewed her resolve. 


“Hmm... Intruder, I understand what you are saying. Since you want 
to take this lady out, I will especially grant you the opportunity to 
save me,“ said Raimira. 


[Why don’t you just kill her instead, Sir Eugene?] grumbled Mer while 
pinching Eugene’s waist from inside the cloak. 


“But... as I said before, this lady is connected to the Dragon Demon 
Castle. As long as the central core of the Dragon Demon Castle is 
strong and intact, she cannot escape from the Dragon Demon Castle,” 
explained Raimira. 


“Then I will just have to destroy that core,” said Eugene with an 
uncaring expression. 


Raimira started to have hiccups. Contrary to Eugene’s expression, his 
answer was brazen. 


“If you destroy the core, the Dragon Demon Castle will fall to the 
ground!” Raimira exclaimed with shock. 


“Of course, it will,” replied Eugene. 


As long as Raimira was tied to the core, it was impossible to sneak her 
out. In that case, wasn’t it better to just bulldoze through everything? 
In the first place, Count Karad would soon be invading the Dragon 
Demon Castle with Jagon leading the way. 


Eugene didn’t know exactly how they planned to launch the invasion, 
but when the time came, the chaos in the Dragon Demon Castle would 
reach its peak. If the castle were to be engulfed as a battlefield, who 
would really care whether the Dragon Demon Castle started to crash 
before or after the destruction of its core? 


[No, Sir Eugene. Who would not care? Of course, they would care. 
Who wouldn’t when such a big castle starts to fall?] said Mer. 


‘Things just happen in war.’ 


[Be honest. You just want to break it because you dislike the Dragon 
Demon Castle. ] 


Eugene didn’t deny that. It was true that he had the desire to drive 
this forsaken castle into the ground. 


Meanwhile, Raimira was in disbelief and stared at Eugene silently, at 
a loss for words. She couldn't help but question whether this was all a 
dream. However, the pain from earlier was still fresh, and the 
throbbing on her forehead was a constant reminder that this was, in 
fact, reality. 


After acknowledging it, Raimira felt her pulse start to speed up. 


The intruder would crash the castle, the Dragon Demon Castle of the 
Black Dragon, by destroying the core of the Dragon Demon Castle...? 
It was a vicious act that Raimira had never imagined, even in her 
wildest dreams. Her lips suddenly felt dry, a side effect of her 
excitement. 


“FE... hem. If there is no other choice, then I guess you must. Will you 
be heading there right away to destroy the core?” asked Raimira. 


“Do you know where it is?” questioned Eugene. 


“Tt is located in the basement of the castle. If you... If you want to 
destroy it right away, this lady can guide you there personally. The 
castle is far too vast for a commoner like you to imagine, so you won’t 
be able to find your— Waaaaghh!” Raimira’s words ended with a 
scream of pain. 


Eugene had flicked her red jewel. He didn’t like how she tried to show 
off, even though there was nothing to flaunt. Raimira flopped left and 
right while screaming. 


“T’m not going to break it right now,” stated Eugene. 
He could, but it would be much too noticeable. 


After hearing Eugene’s answer, Raimira suddenly stopped screaming 
and returned a look of disappointment. 


“Then how long do you plan to keep this lady for? If she doesn’t 
return, the Four Divine Generals will send a group to find me,” said 
Raimira. 


“Well, I’m sure they will.” 


The Four Divine Generals needed Raimira for the upcoming war. 
However, Eugene couldn’t simply release and send her back to the 
Dragon Demon Castle after making contact with her. 


“T will send you back if you make a few promises with me,” said 
Eugene. 


“What?” 
“Tf you do not, I will keep hitting your forehead,” threatened Eugene. 


Dragons could not break promises made with Draconic. Although it 
was just a childish threat, to Raimira, it was more horrifying than 
anything else in the world. 


Chapter 260 
The Dragon Duchess (6) 


It was only after Raimira promised in Draonic not to tell anyone about 
the intruder and the plan of escape from the Dragon Demon Castle 
that she was finally allowed to return to the castle. 


“You're here.” 


All of the Four Divine Generals had gathered to greet her at the wide- 
open gates. They, who had been vassals of the Black Dragon since 
three hundred years ago, were among the most loyal of the Black 
Dragon’s vassals. Two hundred years had already passed since the 
disappearance of the Black Dragon from the castle, and the Four 
Divine Generals had led the Dragon Demon Castle together by acting 
as the deputy lord of the Dragon Demon Castle. 


Raimira's brows furrowed with confusion as she surveyed the crowd of 
subjects lined up inside the gate. 


"What is going on?" she asked. 


Though she recognized the Four Divine Generals among the throngs of 
people, the rest were strangers to her. It was clear that all the 
retainers of the Dragon Demon Castle had gathered on the road 
leading to there, but for what purpose, she could not fathom it. As she 
took in the scene before her, Raimira's expression remained 
inscrutable, betraying nothing of her inner thoughts. 


"The arrival of a new lord must be announced to all the vassals of the 
castle," replied one of the Four Divine Generals, a hulking demonfolk 
with a thick layer of fat around his abdomen. Despite his size, he 
spoke with a polite, measured tone. "Now that you have taken your 
rightful place as lord of the castle, it is only proper that all know of 
your noble existence." 


Raimira regarded the demon thoughtfully, weighing his words with 
caution. This demon’s role as one of the Four Divine Generals marked 
him as a formidable warrior and leader. In fact, he was considered the 
strongest of the four. Nevertheless, two hundred years of peace had 
clearly taken a toll on his physique. 


The hulking demonfolk added, “It’s not just the vassals either. 
Everyone living in the city will come to know today that Your Grace 
has become the new lord of the castle.” 


"The preparations for your arrival have been meticulously planned," 
announced one of the other Four Divine Generals. "We have even 
provided a splendid mount for you so that all may behold your grace 
and beauty." 


His fellow generals nodded in agreement, adding their own praise for 
the preparations made in Raimira’s honor. Raimira could not help but 
feel a sense of pleasure at their words, despite the lingering doubts she 
felt about what she had heard from the intruder. She had made a 
promise in Draconic, but a nagging voice in her mind continued to 
question whether she could trust the stranger's motives. 


"I have heard rumors of an impending war," said Raimira, her tone 
measured as she addressed the Four Divine Generals. "Is that why I 
have been chosen as the new lord of the castle? To prepare for battle?" 


She knew that her question was not an audacious one, as the 
atmosphere in the city outside the castle made it clear that something 
was amiss. Furthermore, if the Four Divine Generals had truly 
intended to keep the looming conflict a secret from her, they would 
not have allowed her to leave the castle in the first place. 


“Have you come from personally inspecting the city? As expected of 
Your Grace!” replied one of the Four Divine Generals. 


“Why did you not inform this lady about the war? I... I am not able to 
understand this situation very well,” said Raimira. 


"Your Grace," began one of the Four Divine Generals who had yet to 
speak to Raimira directly, addressing her with a deep bow. "For three 
hundred years, the Black Dragon has been the master of this castle, 


and all who dwell within, including ourselves, are his loyal vassals. 
However, it has been two hundred long years since the Black Dragon 
vanished without a trace. 


"During that time, as the Four Divine Generals, we took it upon 
ourselves to lead the Dragon Demon Castle while we waited for the 
return of our lord. Yet, due to lacking the proper qualifications, we 
were only able to maintain the castle by the skin of our teeth." 


"Your father, the Black Dragon, was a great and powerful demon, and 
for the past two hundred years, we have been able to preserve the 
peace in the Dragon Demon Castle in his name. However...," the 
General trailed off, his expression grave. "Two centuries is no small 
span of time, even for demons. As such, the demonfolks of 
neighboring territories have come to realize the absence of the Black 
Dragon, and they see it as an opportunity to invade our castle and 
claim it as their own." 


The Four Divine Generals surrounded Raimira and spoke without rest. 
They did not plan to give her any time to think or respond to their 
words. 


“As Your Grace saw, war clouds are currently approaching the Dragon 
Demon Castle.” 


“The one responsible is Count Karad — the lord of the Ruol Fief, 
which is located adjacent to the Dragon Demon Castle. He is an 
abominable demon who knows not how to show respect and honor to 
his predecessors, a child who was barely babbling during the time of 
the Black Dragon’s reign.” 


“Count Karad is planning a war, knowing that the Black Dragon is 
currently absent from the Dragon Demon Castle. However, if Your 
Grace is crowned as the new lord of the castle, Count Karad will have 
no reason to declare war.” 


“Your Grace is the only flesh and blood of the Black Dragon, one of 
the two dragons in the vast Empire of Helmuth and the successor to 
the lineage of the Demonic Dragon. Even if Count Karad is crazed for 
war, he will not dare to wage war if Your Grace becomes the new 
lord.” 


Their words finally stopped for a moment. Raimira was finally given a 
chance to take a breather, and she nodded in response. 


“If peace comes to the Dragon Demon Castle once again, His Majesty 
the Demon King of Incarceration will personally bestow a title upon 
Your Grace.” 


“You might even get to succeed the Black Dragon and become the 
Duke.“ 


Raimira's heart was still swaying as she listened intently to the words 
of the Four Divine Generals. She carefully considered their words, 
wondering if they could be telling the truth. Their argument was 
certainly plausible. What if they were right? Raimira didn't have much 
experience with wars, but she knew that starting one was no small 
feat. She couldn't help but consider the possibility that Count Karad 
might be using the absence of the Black Dragon to his advantage. 
Maybe becoming the new lord of the Dragon Demon Castle could 
indeed prevent a war. 


“Hmm. Indeed, all of you speak the truth. This lady does not know 
who this Count Karad is, but he will not dare to wage war if he comes 
to know about this lady’s existence, the blood of the Black Dragon.” 


“Tm sure.” 


“Now, Your Grace, please enter the palace. We have a splendid 
banquet and march prepared to welcome you tonight.” 


Raimira entered the Dragon Demon Castle confidently with her 
shoulders wide. She didn’t need to really worry about that terrible 
intruder, and with the promise in place, she couldn’t talk about him 


anyway. 
‘I will leave you as insurance, just in case.’ 


The intruder had been violent and rude, but there was no need to get 
rid of him right now. She could simply find him and have him pay for 
his sins once it became certain the war would be avoided. However, if 
it turned out that war was unavoidable, she could still escape the 
Dragon Demon Castle with his help. 


“This lady is truly smart.” Raimira wore a pleased smile at her own 
worldly wisdom. 


As the sun began to rise, word of the Raizakia's hatchling taking 
temporary rule spread through the kingdom. The news originated 
from the palace and reached far and wide. Count Karad, a keen 
observer of the Dragon Demon Castle's affairs, was among those who 
heard the rumor. From a distance, he gazed upon the looming castle 
with a troubled expression, his brow furrowed with concern. 


Count Karad was a formidable creature, a mix of Giant and Daemon, 
making him a Giant Daemon. However, his true form brought with it 
a host of inconveniences, so he had opted to reduce his size to a mere 
two meters for the time being. Despite his smaller stature, there was 
no denying the sheer power he possessed. While he couldn't quite 
measure up to the legendary Earthshaker, Kammash, in terms of size, 
Count Karad's true form towered over most creatures at well over five 
meters tall. 


The man who stood by Count Karad’s side was neither a Giant nor a 
Giant Daemon. Nevertheless, the man was larger than Count Karad, 
and the grayish-brown fur that covered his whole body was thick and 
sharp. Rather than fur, it looked more like sharp iron needles. 


Despite the thick fur that covered the man’s body, every muscle in his 
body was well-defined. His arms and legs resembled ancient trees, 
thick and knotty with power. However, it was his hands that were 
truly intimidating. They were large enough to crush the head of Count 
Karad, a powerful Giant Daemon, with ease. 


A putrid odor of stale blood emanated from the man, evidence of his 
routine of killing and devouring others. He was a predator in every 
sense of the word. In fact, he had been feasting upon the flesh of four 
demonic beasts and two demonfolks just a few hours ago. 


The man’s name was Jagon — the Beast of Ravesta. 


Truth be told, Count Karad was afraid of him. The stakes were high in 
the impending battle against the Dragon Demon Castle, including the 


fate of Count Karad’s fief and his very life. That's why he had spared 
no expense in hiring Jagon and his subordinate Beastfolks as 
mercenaries. Count Karad had brought Jagon here and offered the 
demons from his own territory to him every day as a meal. 


Despite being the one who had hired Jagon with his money, Count 
Karad couldn't truly consider himself an employer. Jagon had no 
official title, but he was the vassal of the infamous Demon King of 
Destruction — an unfilial son who had even killed his own father, the 
Depraved Oberon. Even as they stood together, Count Karad was 
acutely aware that if Jagon suddenly decided to turn on him, Jagon 
could easily rip his head from his shoulders. 


‘He’s dangerous... but also sharp.’ 


A smile played on Count Karad’s lips as he shot a quick glance at 
Jagon. He knew that the Black Dragon was the biggest wildcard in the 
upcoming war, and he had long suspected that the powerful dragon 
was nowhere to be found. Now, with the confirmation of the Black 
Dragon’s absence, Count Karad felt a surge of confidence. 


He pondered over the fate of the Black Dragon, but what he knew for 
sure was that the current lord of the Dragon Demon Castle was not 
Raizakia but rather his offspring, who had lived for approximately two 
hundred years. 


“Jagon, I wanted to mention that a letter arrived from the Dragon 
Demon Castle,” said Count Karad. 


Jagon had been standing in place for a while, staring at the Dragon 
Demon Castle. Even though Count Karad came to stand right next to 
him, Jagon did not spare him a single glance. 


After clearing his throat, Count Karad continued, “There are four old 
demons in the Dragon Demon Castle. They call themselves the Four 
Divine Generals. They were quite famous three hundred years ago, but 
they were bred into complacency by the Black Dragon, likened to pigs 
because of peace and comfort. They say that they have no intention of 
fighting this war.” 


Jagon listened to the situation silently. 


“They are willing to surrender unconditionally. To prove that, they are 
going to give us the Black Dragon’s daughter, who has just ascended 
as the castle’s lord... If they are willing to forfeit that much, I think 
this might be a good proposal. Rather than going to war...” 


Jagon's expression remained impassive as he turned his head to face 
Count Karad. His face consisted of a blend of bear and human 
features, and his black eyes gave no indication of the thoughts racing 
through his mind. 


"I came all this way to go to war," Jagon declared in a low voice, his 
words almost a growl. No emotions could be found in his black eyes as 
he stared at Count Karad. “If you are not willing to wage war, I have 
no choice but to go to war with you instead.” 


“Wait, wait! Calm down, Jagon. A war with me—” 


“T will kill as many people of your fief as the number of people 
residing in that floating castle,” declared Jagon. 


‘Crazy bastard!’ Count Karad thought before forcing a smile onto his 
face. 


He said, “Calm down, Jagon. I said... that it was a good offer, but I 
have no intention of accepting it. The purpose of this war is also to 
wipe out those old pigs who sent me this letter.” 


Count Karad wasn’t saying this just to appease Jagon, as he had his 
own ambitions and beliefs. He was considered a young demon in 
Helmuth, and he had not participated in the war three hundred years 
ago. However, he knew from stories that the massive war had been 
terrible. Almost all of the high-ranking demons of Helmuth were those 
who had actively participated in the war, and the Three Dukes were 
heroes from the war who had survived for three hundred years after 
it. 


Count Karad didn't believe that everyone who had survived the war 
had become obsolete. Nevertheless, he knew that there were certainly 
demons among Helmuth’s upper echelons who had grown weak and 
entitled over centuries of peace. These OBs [1] had no real 
qualifications or authority, yet they demanded respect and special 


treatment. 


The opulence of the ostentatious Noblesse was hard to ignore. They 

resided in a grand castle and enjoyed their privileges while the non- 
privileged inhabitants labored in Karabloom, working for the benefit 
of those who lived in the sky. 


In this structure, the hierarchy was completely corrupted, starting 
from the top. It was probable that the Black Dragon had been absent 
for more than a century, but what had the Four Divine Generals 
accomplished during his absence? 


They had been tasked to manage the territory in the lord's absence, 
but they had done nothing at all. Instead, they had indulged in luxury 
like fat, lazy pigs. The war against the Dragon Demon Castle would be 
a significant step toward Count Karad's ambitious future. 


He could not rob the Black Dragon’s title in his absence. However, if 
Count Karad could use this war to cause the Dragon Demon Castle to 
fall, he would receive the attention of all of Helmuth. 


‘Then I will be able to achieve a higher rank and title.’ 


His ambitious plan would start there. Count Karad's mind trailed off to 
another train of thought as he envisioned himself standing among the 
highest echelons of Helmuth's demon society. He knew he had the 
cunning and ambition to climb the ranks, and defeating the Dragon 
Demon Castle would be the first step. Count Karad was determined to 
show the other demonfolks that he was not to be underestimated — 
that he was capable of greatness. One day, he would stand at the 
highest peaks of Pandemonium, the capital city of Helmuth, alongside 
the Three Dukes. 


“This is different from what you said initially,” Jagon muttered, 
causing Count Karad's daydreams of ambitious plans to quickly 
dissipate. 


"Count, you promised me a war against the dragon," Jagon reminded 
him, his tone unwavering. 


“Raimira, the Dragon Duchess. She is also a dragon—” 


Jagon interrupted him, saying, “The dragon I wanted was Raizakia, 
the Black Dragon. The Demonic Dragon from the era of war.” 


“Even a dragon... will have affection toward their child. Don’t you 
think so? Who would have imagined that the Black Dragon would 
have had a child? Moreover, he made sure to hide his one and only 
flesh and blood deep in the castle, away from the prying eyes of 
Helmuth,” Count Karad continued while stealing a glance at Jagon. “If 
you kill the Dragon Duchess and make it known to the world, the 
Black Dragon will come out of hiding. And even if the Dragon Duchess 
is a hatchling, a dragon is still a dragon. She may be lacking for your 
full enjoyment, but she will indulge you with a rare taste of what 
you’re seeking.” 


“Tomorrow,” said Jagon, “we will attack the Dragon Demon Castle.” 


Count Karad felt a jolt of surprise at Jagon's sudden declaration. They 
were close enough to the Dragon Demon Castle to launch an attack 
tomorrow, but Count Karad knew that there were protocols to be 
followed. He needed to respond to the letter in a way that would show 
his disdain and report to Babel about the ongoing territorial war. 
Additionally, there were many other preparations that had to be made 
before they could launch a full-scale attack. 


“An ambush is quick and fast,” said Jagon in an almost indifferent 
voice. 


He was dismissive of Count Karad's caution. Ravesta, where Jagon was 
from, was a lawless place, unlike the rest of Helmuth, where rules and 
orders held sway. This was why Jagon believed in taking swift action 
without worrying about rules like territorial wars or hierarchical 
rankings. In Ravesta, everyone did as they pleased; they killed if they 
wanted to kill and ate if they wanted to eat. 


“If we give them time after declaring war, the prey of the Dragon 
Demon Castle will run away. Count, you hired me and my 
subordinates to go to war. You will have the honor of the victory, but 
I will have the war,” said Jagon while tilting his head. 


The scent of blood around Jagon overwhelmed Count Karad’s sense of 
smell. 


Jargon declared, “Tomorrow, I will attack the Dragon Demon Castle 
with my subordinates. I will leap up to the sky and smash that barrier. 
I will kill and eat everyone in the castle without giving them time to 
run away.” 


“That’s—” 


Jargon continued, “As promised, I will have the blood, flesh, and heart 
of the Dragon Duchess. I will destroy the city after killing everyone 
inside. Then, I will hang the flag of your family. That will conclude 
my contract with you.” 


Jagon could not be persuaded, and Count Karad did not want to peer 
into Jagon’s eyes at such a close distance. 


Count Karad took a few steps back and nodded. “I understand. 
However, if you want to invade this quickly, I will go with you. I was 
the one who started this war, and it will be a historic moment for me. 
So, I should be present.” 


“As long as you don’t get in my way,” said Jagon, his lips curling up 
into a twisted smile. 


He turned his head once more toward the Dragon Demon Castle. To 
him, the floating castle was no different than a dish with a lid waiting 
to be enjoyed and devoured. 


1. The raw gives this word in English as “OB.” The most reasonable 
guess would be Old Boys, which refers to a long-standing, influential 
clique. Obviously, in this context, it’s used with a negative 
connotation. See https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Old_boy_network for 
more info. @ 


Chapter 261 
Jagon (1) 


After sending Raimira back, Eugene hid in the shadows of the Dragon 
Demon Castle. He was unable to secure legitimate accommodations, so 
he decided to hide in the shadows of the Dragon Demon Castle, 
keeping a watchful eye on the situation as it developed. 


As Eugene settled into his hiding spot, he realized that this was his 
chance to gather more information. He had already conducted a 
thorough investigation on the Dragon Demon Castle, so he knew that 
only a select few from Karabloom were privileged enough to call it 
home. With this in mind, Eugene kept a keen eye out for any signs of 
activity. He wanted to gather as much intel as possible to better 
understand the situation at hand and determine the best course of 
action moving forward. 


Eugene was well aware that only the elite of Karabloom's demonfolk 
population was granted the privilege of living within the walls of the 
Dragon Demon Castle. That arrogant lizard Raizakia was known to be 
obsessed with privilege and exclusivity, and Eugene suspected that the 
group Raizakia had handpicked to call themselves the Noblesse were 
even more distinguished than the average resident of the castle. 


‘Huh?’ 


Eugene's observations of the Dragon Demon Castle's residents came as 
a surprise to him. Despite their privileged status, they seemed far from 
the elite group he had expected. In fact, they appeared much like 
Inspector Bhud — lazy and content in their peaceful surroundings. 
Without Raizakia's iron-fisted rule to keep them in check, the demons 
of the Dragon Demon Castle had become complacent and lethargic 
over the centuries. Eugene could sense that they had grown fat and 
corrupt, relying on their status and isolation to shield them from any 
potential threats. 


The demonfolks residing here did not have to worry about 


experiencing any inconveniences or having to struggle to maintain 
their livelihood. In their stead, the demonfolks of Karabloom were 
laboring hard, and they dared not rebel because of Raizakia’s lingering 
shadow. 


As Eugene continued observing the castle’s residents, he realized that 
the corrupt and lazy state of the Dragon Demon Castle was not 
entirely their own doing. A significant factor that contributed to their 
downfall was the fact that it was a dukedom with no human 
population to provide life-force for tax collection. 


However, Raizakia was still one of the Three Dukes, so Pandemonium 
sent more than enough life-force to the Dragon Demon Castle on a 
regular basis. Although Raizakia hated humans, he didn’t hate killing 
and eating humans. He understood that he could not reject the life- 
force of humans if he wanted to develop his strength as a demon and a 
demonic dragon. Nevertheless, Raizakia had a greater plan in mind. 
He sought to strengthen himself through his descendants, 
compromising his pride and aesthetics for the sake of his future goals. 


Meanwhile, even though the mad dragon had long disappeared, Babel 
continued to send human life-force, which fattened up the demons of 
the Dragon Demon Castle. 


‘Their Dark Power is great, but that’s about it... They’re literally nothing 
more than fattened pigs.’ 


It had been the same with Bhud. Even though he had been quite 
absurdly weak, his regenerative power had been formidable, allowing 
him to survive for quite a long time in the Infinite Purgatory. It meant 
that Bhud had possessed quite a bit of Dark Power, but he had been 
limited to using it only for regeneration. 


Dark Power wasn’t an absolute measure of a demon’s strength. In the 
end, what was more important was how they could handle the power 
and apply it. In this respect, the demonfolks of the Dragon Demon 
Castle were pigs practically waiting to be devoured by other 
demonfolks, if not for the protection that Raizakia’s name granted 
them. 


"Behold!" exclaimed Raimira. "This lady is the only blood of the Black 
Dragon! Her name is Raimira! You humble and meek demons of the 


Dragon Demon Castle! Show your admiration and praise for this lady!" 


So, the parade began at the gates, with Raimira standing tall ona 
fancy carriage and declaring her majestic presence to all. The demons 
on the streets cheered and clapped for Raimira. Their voices rose in a 
chorus of praise for the descendant of their great and powerful ruler, 
the Black Dragon. 


Eugene's expression was one of disbelief as he watched this scene 
unfold from the rooftop of a nearby building. 


What the hell were these idiots doing? He couldn't fathom why these 
individuals were acting so recklessly, given the imminent threat of 
war looming over them. Furthermore, why was Raimira, that 
demented little girl, screaming like an idiot now even though it had 
seemed like she understood what he had been saying earlier? 


Mer let out a disgruntled sigh. Her pouty lips gave away her irritation 
when she poked her head out from under Eugene's cloak. 


"I knew it," she grumbled. "We should've just killed her when we had 
the chance." 


Mer found Raimira to be quite vexing and unbearable, albeit for 
reasons that she herself couldn't quite explain. 


Was it because Raimira was the daughter of the Black Dragon, the 
creature responsible for attempting to kill Mer’s beloved Lady Sienna? 
Partially. Mer knew it wasn’t right to hold the Black Dragon’s 
daughter accountable for her father’s sins, but it was hard to always 
remain rational. 


Still... that wasn’t the only reason. Mer was conscious of the fact that 
Raimira was similar to her in age, as well as the fact that both 
resembled a child in appearance. Moreover, Raimira had been 
confined to her palace, just like how Mer had been trapped in Akron. 


Even though Eugene acted like a bully and cursed at every chance he 
got, Mer knew that he wasn’t a bad person at heart. That was why he 
was going to take Raimira without killing her. 


‘An enemy.’ 


Mer had been convinced that Raimira would become her enemy — 
her rival — since their first encounter. 


“Mer, didn’t I tell you not to say bad things?” said Eugene. 


“Sir Eugene, I don’t think you’re the one to talk. After all, you’re the 
one who’s always saying fuck this, bitch that. And when did I say 
something bad?” retorted Mer. 


“You shouldn’t recklessly say that we should kill someone. That’s 
bad,” said Eugene. 


“But you always say things like that, Sir Eugene,” retorted Mer. 
“It’s fine for me since I’m a bad person by nature,” responded Eugene. 


“T don’t know if you are a bad person, but what I do know is that you 
are a shameless person who doesn’t want to even yield a single inch to 
a child in an argument.” 


A hundred different rebuttals came to mind, but Eugene didn’t bother 
to voice any of them. Regardless of what he said, he would only 
become someone who refused to lose to a child, just as Mer said. 
Eugene couldn’t have that. 


Even so, he had to say one thing in response, “But you’re older than 
me.” 


As Eugene's words sank in, Mer fell silent, and her previously 
grumbling demeanor became subdued. The two of them sat in quiet 
contemplation, watching the noisy parade below with solemn 
expressions. 


Hours passed by, and the march continued well into the dawn when 
the raucous parade finally came to a halt. As the child made her way 
back to the Dragon Demon Castle, the gates closed shut behind her. 
The once-energetic demons who had been waving and shouting with 
great enthusiasm fell silent at the sudden closure of the gates. Now, 


with expressionless faces, they dispersed and went about their own 
business. 


Eugene saw everything from the rooftop. It seemed that most of the 
demonfolks who were returning to their respective homes were 
preparing to leave — or rather, escape. 


He couldn't help but sneer in contempt as he watched the scene 
below. The parade had given the impression that the entire Dragon 
Demon Castle was united in their loyalty to their new leader, but now 
it was evident that they were all complicit in the conspiracy against 
Raimira. 


“Tt is a little pitiful,” murmured Mer as she watched the streets 
undergo a rapid change. 


She couldn’t help but feel a little sorry for Raimira even though she 
harbored a dislike for the hatchling. 


Eugene silently ruffled Mer’s hair and then turned around. 
“Where are we going to sleep?” asked Mer. 
“The backstreet,” answered Eugene. 


“Well, I actually don’t care where we sleep. After all, it'll be you who 
has to sleep on the bare ground, Sir Eugene. I'll be sleeping 
comfortably in your arms.” 


“You mean the bed inside the cloak.” 
“You got it.” Mer jumped back into the cloak with a giggle. 


Eugene proceeded to find a place to sit in a deserted alley. He knew 
he wouldn’t have to worry about getting caught, but he wanted to be 
prepared for any unexpected situations before he could find any rest. 


The following day arrived, and much to Eugene's mixed emotions, he 


remained unseen by anyone. The Helmuth he had known from three 
centuries ago had been a living nightmare, a place of unspeakable 
terror and death. In comparison, the Dragon Demon Castle seemed 
like a mere pigsty with no real concerns or worries. Eugene felt both 
relieved and disappointed by this realization. 


‘Couldn’t they just break into the castle and smash the core without even 
having to go to war...? I don’t think anything will happen even if I kidnap 
Raimira right now.’ 


It was to the extent that Eugene seriously pondered if he should just 
take Raimira away. Of course, he would encounter many problems if 
he wanted to implement his plan right away. So, he decided to survey 
the situation for about a day and look for an opportunity to infiltrate 
the Dragon Demon Castle. 


‘And if it looks like it could be easily infiltrated? Well, then I'll give it a try. 
And if I manage to sneak in without anyone noticing, then... should I look 
for the core first? She said it was in the basement, so... Or I could go 
straight to those Four Divine General bastards and fuck them up,’ Eugene 
pondered many possibilities while proceeding with gathering intel 
once again. 


After some time, it was past noon, but still quite a few hours before 
the sun would set. 


Eugene remained alert, never dropping his guard for even a moment. 
Despite being in a pigpen surrounded by individuals who posed no 
real threat to him, he knew better than to let his guard down in 
enemy territory. His past experiences had taught him to be cautious 
and not make foolish mistakes. 


Consequently, he became aware of an overwhelming sense of malice 
looming in the distance — an intent to kill so fierce that it left no 
room for negotiation or diplomacy. This wasn't just hostility but an 
unadulterated desire to snuff out all life in its path. It was a monstrous 
and all-encompassing force, not born of any specific enmity or grudge 
but rather a pure and simple thirst for blood. 


Eugene couldn't ignore it, not for a moment. He was unfamiliar with 
such a feeling. At least, he had never felt such a great and 
unconditional murderous intent during his life as Eugene Lionheart. 


As soon as Eugene noticed the feeling, he unknowingly turned his 
gaze toward the source of the murderous intent. The sky seen from 
inside the Dragon Demon Castle wasn’t murky even though the castle 
was covered by a giant barrier. However, the barrier was definitely 
there. It allowed the Dragon Demon Castle to stand as an inviolable, 
impenetrable fortress while controlling the climate and temperature 
inside the barrier to make it as pleasant as possible for the castle’s 
residents. 


The Draconic barrier had been designed and manifested by Raizakia 
himself, and it was maintained by the mana in the atmosphere, the 
Dragon Demon Castle’s core, and Raimira’s red jewel and Dragon 
Heart. The barrier also drew from the mana of the castle’s demons. It 
could well be considered one of the most formidable barriers Eugene 
had ever seen. 


Eugene sensed the ever-increasing presence of a murderous force 
drawing closer, and he didn't turn a blind eye to it. Instead, he focused 
his attention on the direction from which the threat approached. 
Despite the distance between him and the source of the malevolence, 
Eugene could see a blurry figure hurtling through the air toward the 
castle. Seeing this, Eugene remained vigilant and unflinching in the 
face of danger. 


It was an unfamiliar figure, someone Eugene was seeing for the first 
time. Nevertheless, Eugene recognized the figure upon seeing him — 
or rather, the moment Eugene felt the figure’s killing intent. There 
was only one existence who would launch an ambush against the 
Dragon Demon Castle. More importantly, Eugene could feel a 
barbaric, beastly energy emanating from the invader’s malice. It was 
Jagon. 


Jagon had effortlessly launched himself from the ground below, 
soaring high into the air. He didn't need to rely on platforms or wings 
to accomplish such a feat; his strength was enough. To him, the jump 
was nothing out of the ordinary — a simple flex of his legs followed 
by a powerful launch into the sky. 


He quickly reached a height overlooking the entirety of the Dragon 
Demon Castle. Even the residents of the Dragon Demon Castle — who 
were fattened pigs just waiting to be slaughtered and whose minds 
were blurred by the years of peace — couldn’t help but notice the 
overwhelming malice nearing the castle. As such, numerous demons 
looked up at the sky with surprised expressions. 


Meanwhile, Jagon’s dark eyes only saw countless morsels of meat. He 
was disappointed that his prey did not reek of meat and blood, but his 
heart was filled with joy at the thought of the slaughter and feast that 
would soon take place. 


Now was the time to remove the lid from the plate. It was time to 
unleash the full extent of his power. Jagon drew back like a taut bow, 
ready to unleash a devastating attack. 


Craaack! 


His arms swelled up greatly. Although Jagon was still tiny compared 
to the size of the Dragon Demon Castle, he looked like a giant in the 

eyes of those looking up at him. It seemed as if Jagon would swallow 
the castle in one bite. 


Jagon struck the barrier with both his fists. 
Boooooom! 


As soon as he made contact, the Dragon Demon Castle rumbled, and 
the powerful barrier failed to stand up to Jagon’s blow. The 
transparent appearance of the barrier became murky, and a crack 
began to spread from where Jagon’s fists had made contact. 


“Hehe,” Jagon laughed, his lips twitching. 


Then he raised his arms once more. Since the barrier was already 
broken, he no longer needed to concentrate all of his strength on one 
place. If left as it was, the barrier would surely collapse on its own. 
Nevertheless, Jagon did not want to wait any longer, so he struck 
down with all his might. 


Rumbleeee! 


His two fists broke the barrier, and the Dragon Demon Castle lost a bit 
of altitude. However, it did not crash to the ground. Even though the 
barrier had shattered, the core of the Dragon Demon Castle was still 
intact. 


“Crazy bastard,” Eugene commented. 


He had expected Jagon to come charging in like an idiot, but he had 
not expected Jagon to come rushing in only a day after the beginning 
of the war. Eugene was astonished and dumbfounded, but he wasn’t 
overwhelmed by Jagon’s malice and presence. 


On the contrary, Eugene was glad Jagon had chosen to invade like an 
idiot. 


The whole of the Dragon Demon Castle was instantly thrown into 
chaos, and everyone started running for their lives while screaming. 
The first to invade was Jagon, but he wasn’t alone. 


The Beastfolk mercenaries, subordinate to Jagon, and the soldiers of 
Count Karad appeared above the Dragon Demon Castle as well. Since 
they could not leap such a height like Jagon, all of them were on the 
backs of flying demonic beasts. There were quite a few kinds of flying 
demonic beasts that Eugene recognized. 


A giant demon, who looked to be Count Karad, raised his hand, and 
the demonic beasts, who resembled clumps of bumpy flesh, spread 
their jaws wide. 


Boooom! 


A beam of light was released from the maws of the demonic beasts, 
and their attack landed exactly on their target. The tightly shut gates 
of the Dragon Demon Castle collapsed under the bombardment of the 
demonic beasts. 


The creatures then proceeded to descend to the city, and the 
Beastfolk, who were just as short-tempered as their leader, leaped off 
the creatures and charged into the city on foot. 


Meanwhile, Jagon had already caused several buildings to collapse. 


He was tearing all the demons in his vicinity to shreds and shoving 
their flesh, bones, and blood into his mouth. It didn’t matter whether 
they were trying to retaliate, running away screaming in terror, or 
pathetically collapsing on the spot; they were all prey. 


Eugene ignored all of this. It was none of his business whether all the 
demons in the Dragon Demon Castle died. Moreover, he didn’t feel a 
need to fight against Jagon right now. His priority at the moment was 
to secure Raimira, the Dragon Duchess. 


[Y-Y-You! What... What is going on? The Dragon Demon Castle... 
What has happened to this lady’s castle?] Raimira’s voice resonated 
from inside Eugene’s pocket. 


It was coming from the portal communication device that Eugene had 
given the girl yesterday. 


Eugene placed the communicator in his ear before responding, “Where 
are you?” 


[W-What... did you say?] 
“Where are you? Don’t move a muscle, and wait for me there.” 


Wings of flames erupted from Eugene’s back. He was using 
Prominence to accelerate to his limit. 


[This lady... is currently at the throne of the Dragon Demon Castle, 
which...] 


‘Should be the highest, most splendid place.’ 
[Waa... Waaaaah...] Raimira began to sniffle. 


Not wanting to hear her sobs, Eugene turned off the device. Then a 
purple bolt of lightning weaved over the ruins of the gate. 


Chapter 262 
Jagon (2) 


Raimira had been looking forward to ending today as a perfect, 
beautiful, and historical day. Last night, Raimira had imprinted her 
noble figure on the people of the Dragon Demon Castle with a 
splendid march, one that was as great as the greatest of carnivals. 
Then today, she began her first day as the deputy lord of the Dragon 
Demon Castle. She spent her day sitting on the throne at the top of the 
top floor of the Dragon Demon Castle, receiving the vassals of the 
castle one by one and accepting their welcome. 


After accepting the vassals' greetings, Raimira turned her attention to 
the reports on the happenings of Dragon Demon Castle. Although she 
didn't fully comprehend their contents, it was evident to her that they 
were mere formalities, lacking any significant importance. 


Left with little to do, Raimira sat on the throne, nodding along as she 
listened to the formal reports. Even this small gesture filled her with 
joy and pride, as she had relished the opportunity to sit on the throne 
and leave behind her secluded life in the palace. 


Throughout the day, Raimira received vassals, listened to reports, and 
ate her meals. She even took a stroll around the castle. As the day 
wore on, she planned to once again ride through the streets in her 
flowery carriage, similar to the previous day. Raimira wanted to 
ensure that everyone in the castle had the opportunity to witness her 
splendid march, in case anyone had missed it the day before due to 
unavoidable circumstances. 


As the deputy lord, it was crucial for Raimira to make her presence 
known to everyone in Dragon Demon Castle. In fact, it was imperative 
that she left an ineffaceable mark as the Dragon Duchess. To achieve 
this, she knew that she had to stage a march that was even more 
magnificent and livelier than that of the previous day. It was 
absolutely necessary, no questions asked. Spreading her name far and 
wide was of utmost importance to her, and Raimira was determined to 


achieve it. 


However, it was right at the very moment when she was talking about 
another march that the barrier of the Dragon Demon Castle was 
shattered. A unit of flying demonic beasts led by Count Karad smashed 
open the gates of the castle, and a number of Beastfolk mercenaries 
were running rampant in the city, causing chaos and destruction in 
their wake. 


“W-What should this lady do?” asked Raimira while clutching the 
armrest of the throne and shrinking back. 


From the throne, she could clearly make out the confusion and 
agitation in the expressions of the vassals. 


“No way... T-This cannot be...,” The one who muttered with a look of 
disbelief was one of the Four Divine Generals, the one responsible for 
foreign affairs. 


He waved his hand in the air, and the Dragon Demon Castle’s system 
showed a view of the streets. It was truly awful. Buildings lay in ruins, 
and the streets were destroyed beyond recognition. Though no intact 
bodies were visible, the scattered bloodstains and fragmented bones 
hinted at the gruesome fate suffered by the castle's inhabitants. 


“W-What happened to the barrier?” asked Raimira. 


“Tt’s been completely destroyed... I-It should take at least an hour for 
it to restore itself,” responded one of the other Four Divine Generals. 


“What is the point of restoring the barrier when the enemy has 
already invaded? D-Do we not have an intercept system in place?” 
asked Raimira. 


“We do not have such magic,” muttered the war general. 


The Secretary General's voice was the next to echo through the 
chamber. 


It was evident he felt frustrated as he turned to the War General and 


spat, "The protection of the Dragon Demon Castle falls to you. So, why 
are you sitting here while our soldiers and demonic beasts are out 
there facing the enemy? What kind of leader are you?" 


The two men were both members of the Four Divine Generals, and 
they had some mutual loyalty to each other. Nevertheless, their 
loyalty to each other meant little at this moment; all that mattered 
was their own survival. 


The War General's face twisted into a scowl at the words of the other 
general. It was an undeniable fact that the war general had once been 
the strongest among the Four Divine Generals, but three hundred 
years of peace had dulled his skills. He couldn't even recall the last 
time he had fought in a real battle or competition, and the memories 
continued to fade with each passing year. In fact, he couldn’t even 
remember how he had fought in the past. 


“This... ambush is too sudden, too unexpected. Our army is not 
prepared at all. So, it would be best for our lord to step forward and 
persuade the enemy commander,” suggested the war general. 


“What on earth are you talking about? They have already destroyed 
the barrier, and they are slaughtering everyone in the city! They’ve 
already broken through the gates!” shouted the secretary-general, his 
voice urgent and filled with panic. 


‘Isn’t he getting too into it?’ The war general couldn’t help but take on a 
dumbfounded expression upon hearing the secretary-general’s frantic 
words. 


The original plan had been to offer all the riches of the Dragon Demon 
Castle and the Dragon Duchess to Count Karad. The Four Divine 
Generals had been planning to leave for Helmuth’s resorts under the 
tacit protection of Count Karad, with the guarantee that their 
possessions would remain untouched. 


“Finance General, what is going on here? Didn’t you say that you 
showed enough sincerity to Count Karad?” 


“That... I don’t know. I haven’t heard anything about an ambush...” 


“Are you sure our lives are guaranteed?” 


The Foreign Affairs General and Finance General spoke to each other 
in hushed tones. Their conversation was at a volume too low for the 
vassals in the lower seats to overhear. With voices now silenced by 
fear, the Foreign Affairs General and Finance General trembled in 
their seats. 


Raimira found herself in the same predicament as the rest of them. 
The unidentified human intruder had been correct in his predictions, 
and Raimira was at a loss as to how to proceed. 


She had never been trained to deal with such an unexpected situation. 
The intruder's words echoed in her mind, "Stay still." But for how long? 
How could she trust his words when she knew nothing about him? 


Raimira was helpless as she watched the chaos unfolding on the 
streets, distressing scenes illuminated by the castle's surveillance 
system. The enemies’ Beastfolk mercenaries were drawing closer, 
pillaging the city as they advanced, while Count Karad's forces rained 
down artillery fire from above. Raimira could only bear witness to the 
destruction, unable to do anything to stop it. 


“My lady.” 
“Now is the time for you to make a decision like a lord.” 


“Please make an honorable decision befitting the Black Dragon’s 
blood.” 


An honorable decision? What the hell was considered an honorable 
decision to be made at this moment, especially when she would die in 
a few days? The human intruder had said her death would be in a few 
days, but it had only been a day since he had warned her. 


—They’ll most likely chop off your head and mount it on the Dragon 
Demon Castle’s gate. 


That was no longer physically possible since the gates had already 
fallen, but Raimira couldn’t help but bring her hand to her neck while 
breathing heavily. 


—Or perhaps they'll impale you with a spoke through your crotch and put 
you on display in front of the gate. 


Was it... even possible to die in such a gruesome way? Raimira 
scrunched her legs closer together while biting her lips. 


—Maybe they'll opt to dismember you, one limb at a time. 
Her teeth began to clatter. 


—It’s a brutal execution method favored by the dark elves. They force their 
victims to kneel, cut open their stomachs, and pull out their intestines while 
they’re still alive... 


“Ugh...” 


Raimira’s stomach started to throb with pain, and she whimpered with 
her hand cupped over her mouth. It was an undignified sight, truly 
unbefitting a dragon. Yet, while she did so, the Four Divine Generals 
and the other vassals had their eyes fixed on her. 


Conscious of their gazes, Raimira cleared her throat and hurriedly 
stammered, “T-This lady is the lord of the Dragon Demon Castle. S-So, 
she will do her due obligation and... fulfill her duties.” 


In spite of what she said, Raimira had no intention of actually 
fulfilling her lordly duties, of course. 


Eugene was in complete agreement with Raimira's plan. His intention 
was to take her out of the Dragon Demon Castle and bring her to the 
Samar Forest, not let her become involved in something stupid like 
her lordly duties. 


So, he stormed in. It did not take long at all. Lightning Flash and 
Prominence made a great pair when it came to speed. In fact, this was 
the fastest Eugene could accelerate without using Ignition. 


The vassals of the castle were caught off guard by Eugene's lightning- 
fast movements. Before anyone could even react, he had already 
appeared right in front of Raimira, standing in plain sight for all to 


see. 
“,.Ah,” Raimira uttered. 


She had also failed to notice Eugene’s presence until he was standing 
right in front of her. Raimira had been so preoccupied with her own 
despair and fear of death, but as soon as Eugene appeared before her, 
everything changed. She jumped up from her throne, and her hand 
stretched out toward the blank-faced vassals, with her sleeves 
fluttering in the sudden movement. 


Raimira laughed and said, “Ahahaha! You disloyal vassals! This lady 
has no intention of dying with you pigs! Naturally! She will not give 
up her precious life for you disloyal morons!” 


“M-My lady?” 
Raimira's emotions boiled. 


With a crazed look in her eyes, she let out piercing laughter while 
shouting insults and curses. "Oh, you cursed castle that dared to 
restrain this lady! You pigs who call yourselves the Four Divine 
Generals, you who tried to use me! Fall with this castle and return to 
the soil where you came from! Ahahaha! Ahahahaha!" 


Her laughter continued as she suddenly jumped up and clung onto 
Eugene's arm. 


Eugene was taken aback by Raimira's sudden clinginess, unsure of 
what to make of it. He instinctively shook her off, causing her to fall 
to the ground. Raimira looked up at him with a mix of fear and 
confusion. Her eyes trembled as she tried to process what had just 
happened. 


Had he changed his mind? Was he planning to leave her behind to 
die? It was only for a short moment, but all kinds of horrible thoughts 
and despair crossed Raimira’s mind. 


“Get up,” said Eugene. 


He wasn’t feeling sympathetic toward Raimira because of her 
quivering eyes. After all, he just didn’t want her to hang on his arm. 
Eugene stretched out his hand toward Raimira, and that alone brought 
focus back into her eyes. She took his hand with a sigh of relief. 


“M-My lady!” The Four Divine Generals belatedly came to their senses 
and rushed toward Eugene and Raimira. 


Fwoosh! 


Eugene created a circle of fire using his ability, Prominence. The Four 
Divine Generals were unable to break through the intense surge of 
mana — the flames and currents of hot air that surrounded him. 
Eugene seized the opportunity to pull Raimira into his embrace, 
holding her close to his chest. 


At the next moment, the vassals of the Dragon Demon Castle stared at 
the throne with stunned expressions. Although the current of hot air 
remained, they could no longer see the intruder and the Dragon 
Duchess anywhere. 


“They couldn’t have gotten far. We must go after them right now 
and...” 


“Wait, wait! Let’s leave the two of them and go to Count Karad,” said 
the Foreign Affairs General while raising both his hands. 


He had come to this decision since it seemed impossible to take the 
Dragon Duchess back from the intruder. The Foreign Affairs General 
knew that he and the other generals were fat and old, while the 
intruder seemed extremely skilled. Therefore, he thought it would be 
better to head to Count Karad, inform him of the Dragon Duchess’ 
kidnapping, and ask him for a guarantee of their protection and rights. 


“That is a good idea indeed.” Even the Secretary General, who had 
been busy pretending to be loyal to the Dragon Duchess, nodded in 
agreement. 


“What are you all looking at? If you care at all about your lives, you’d 
better run away!” shouted the War General when the other vassals 
looked at the four generals with resentful eyes. 


The survival of the other vassals and the residents of the Dragon 
Demon Castle was none of the generals’ business. 


“Kyaaah!” Raimira let out a high-pitched scream as she felt her body 
being jolted by the sudden acceleration. 


It was a sudden acceleration that would have been intolerable for 
humans. In fact, the rate of acceleration was something that would be 
unbearable for most non-humans as well. Even Raimira, a dragon 
hatchling, felt as if her whole body was being pummeled. 


“Agh...” 


As Raimira’s brief screams died off, Raimira and Eugene came to a 
stop and were now standing in a hallway located far away from the 
throne room. 


Raimira closed her mouth and looked up at Eugene, murmuring, 
Wha” 


“We're going to the basement,” said Eugene with a calm expression 
before taking the lead. 


He let go of Raimira’s hand, and Raimira followed behind him while 
caressing her stiff wrist. 


“Y-You, why did you come so late? If you came even a little bit later, 
this lady would have been made into a sacrifice by those pigs,” 
whined Raimira. 


It wasn’t anything worth responding to, so Eugene didn’t even bother 
to glance back. 


However, Raimira continued to speak while trailing his footsteps. 


She said, “This lady was... was scared because of your insensitive and 
ignorant behavior! This lady, the Dragon Duchess, is a dragon! To 
think that such a disgraceful thing happened... Y-You! Tell this lady 


how sorry you are for being late...” 


Hearing Raimira’s continued whines annoyed Eugene, so he turned his 
head to glare at her. His fierce gaze made Raimira instantly cup both 
of her hands over her mouth, and she broke out into a cold sweat 
while forcing an obsequious smile with her eyes. 


“...The core is at the bottom of the Dragon Demon Castle. This lady 
will guide you there personally,” said Raimira. 


“T don’t need you to. Just make sure you keep up,” responded Eugene. 


He was approaching his destination so quickly wasn’t simply because 
he had flown at full speed. During his reconnaissance of the castle, 
Eugene had made sure to spread the feathers of Prominence 
everywhere. As a result, he was familiar with all the hallways and 
corridors of the Dragon Demon Castle, even though it was his first 
time here. 


If he were alone, Eugene could leap to the locations of the feathers. 
However, it was impossible to do so since he was with Raimira. As 
such, Eugene located the path and gradually made his way down to 
the basement. 


The core of the Dragon Demon Castle wasn’t particularly hidden since 
it was necessary to check for any abnormalities in the case of 
unexpected occurrences. However, it was quite a long distance down 
to the core. This was perhaps because it supported the huge castle and 
its land mass. It would take a long time to reach the core if he were to 
walk down the stairs. 


Nevertheless, Eugene didn’t need to. He suddenly grabbed Raimira’s 
wrist and then jumped straight down to the bottom of the stairs. 


“Argggh!” Raimira shrieked. 


Eugene maintained his relentless speed, propelling him and Raimira 
through the air. Raimira hung limply in his grasp, her body swaying 
like a lifeless puppet. 


Crash! 


As soon as the two of them arrived at the bottom, Eugene mercilessly 
let go of her wrist, and Raimira rolled on the floor several times due 
to the momentum of the fall. 


“Arm! This lady’s arm!” she screamed. 


There was nothing wrong with her arm, though. It wasn’t broken, 
pulled, or dislocated. Her skin, flesh, muscles, and bones were still 
those of a dragon, even though she was in a human form. Nonetheless, 
her arm still hurt so much that Raimira couldn’t help but think it was 
broken or dislocated. 


“T really didn’t want to say this, but kid, are you really a dragon?” 
asked Eugene. 


“Are you doubting the blood of this lady? This lady is the only flesh 
and blood of the Black Dragon...” 


“That’s what I’m saying. Why do you act like this when you’re a proud 
dragon? You have no dignity, and all you do is exaggerate,” rebuked 
Eugene. 


Raimira’s lips curled down in displeasure as Eugene’s words hit a 
nerve. She huffed and puffed while silently massaging her throbbing 
wrist. 


“You were too mean, Sir Eugene,” said Mer after poking her head 
outside. 


“What do you mean I was too mean?” grumbled Eugene. 


“Unlike me, she never received any love or education from her 
creator. That’s why she’s so stupid and undignified. That’s why she 
exaggerates so much, too,” responded Mer. 


“You little rat-like creature. Are you daring to make fun of this lady, 
the only child of the Black Dragon? This lady, who is a dragon — the 
progenitor of magic?!” argued Raimira. 


"I don't know what there is to be proud of in being the child of the 


Black Dragon," Mer sneered. "But you seem so glad to be the daughter 
of that crazy Black Dragon. I don't know why you feel so proud when 
you're being grown to be eaten like a chicken." 


“What are you talking about?” asked Raimira with a confused look. 


Eugene had been planning to ignore their childish argument, but he 
shot a glance at Mer when she mentioned the latter part. 


“T’m sorry,” grumbled Mer while pouting. 


Eugene gave her a slight nod and then turned his attention to the core 
in front of him. 


The object in front of them was a massive sphere made entirely of 
pure gold. Its surface was smooth and polished, almost like a mirror, 
with very little impurities visible. The sphere was easily as big as a 
mansion. 


“Crazy bastard,” muttered Eugene. 


Gold was a highly conductive metal for mana. However, it was 
inefficient compared to materials like mithril and orihalcon, and it 
was too malleable to be used in making weapons or armor. 


Yet, it seemed that such things had not mattered to Raizakia. Since 
ancient times, dragons had been known for their love of shiny gold. 
Naturally, as a dragon, Raizakia was naturally drawn to gold as well. 
He was also known to enjoy flaunting his wealth. Eugene could easily 
envision how the large and smooth sphere had been constructed, 
given that Raizakia had a substantial number of dwarves under his 
command. 


The Black Dragon had likely devoured some of the dwarves to set an 
example. Then the remaining dwarves would have given into his 
demands for their fear of death, creating a perfect sphere of gold that 
would brilliantly capture Raizakia’s magic. 


The sphere was tightly engraved with the inscriptions of Raizakia’s 
magic. Eugene slowly reached for the core. It was an awe-inspiring 
object of magic. If he could bring it back to Aroth, it would surely 


earn him a spot on the high floors of Akron. Nevertheless, he had no 
intention of doing so. 


“Um ” 


Before Eugene knew it, the argument between the two children was 
over, and Raimira hesitated before speaking to Eugene from behind 
him. 


She eventually asked, “How long are you going to stay like that?” 
Boom... Boom... 


The vibrations from above were becoming gradually stronger, 
indicating that the battles that had begun in the distance were now 
nearing the Dragon Demon Castle. 


“As this lady said yesterday, unless you break the core, it will be 
impossible for this lady to leave the Dragon Demon Castle... Y-You 
must destroy the core right now and get us out of here,” said Raimira. 


Eugene didn’t answer and continued to gaze at the core. 
Boooooom...! 

Dust began to fall from the ceiling, accompanying a heavy explosion. 
Wooooo...! 


Raimira felt as if the blood circulating through her body was vibrating 
in unison with the explosions. 


She parted her lips while shivering and spoke again, “Look... intruder. 
T-This lady is starting to get a little scared. Why are you standing so 
still...? D-Don’t tell me... Is it impossible for you to break the core? D- 
D-Did you decide to run away by yourself and abandon this lady?” 


Was it impossible to break the core? No, it was entirely possible. The 
sphere was exquisite and well crafted, but it wasn’t something that 


Eugene couldn’t destroy with the Moonlight Sword. The reason 
Eugene was standing still was that he was seriously contemplating 
something. 


“Sir Eugene,” called out Mer after recognizing Eugene’s concerns. She 
shook her head with a discontent expression. “Even if you don’t take 
into consideration the trouble you'll get into later, should you be 
doing something like that?” 


“Noir Giabella won’t kill me right away. Rather, she would be even 
more joyous if she comes to know who I am. She will try to make 
things convenient for me for the sake of the future,” Eugene replied 
with a subtle change in tone. 


Hearing that, Mer knew well that the current Eugene was closer to 
Hamel Dynas, the Stupid Hamel. This meant she couldn’t hope to 
persuade him in his current state. 


“T only saw him for a moment, but Jagon sure is a dangerous bastard,” 
muttered Eugene with a nod. 


Fwooosh! 
His mana burst into form as a purple flame. 


“So, I’m going to kill him before I leave.” 


Chapter 263 
Jagon (3) 


There was a faint disturbance in the air; it was a presence that 
unsettled Jagon. Yet, he hesitated. It piqued his curiosity slightly, but 
he did not bother immediately rushing toward it. After all, it was 
probably just the hatchling. 


Although he had no personal experience with dragons, Jagon knew 
that dragons emitted a unique, daunting energy called Fear. So, Jagon 
presumed the bothersome energy was just Dragon Fear. Even so, he 
took his sweet time heading to the Dragon Demon Castle. After all, 
there were many pleasures to enjoy on the way there. 


Jagon reveled in the thrill of the hunt, showing no mercy to his prey. 
Some tried to fight back, others ran for their lives, and a few simply 
collapsed, wailing in terror. He relished every moment of the 
slaughter, giving each of his victims the attention they deserved. Each 
demonfolk was different, and their taste varied, but Jagon enjoyed 
them all the same. He ate and drank to his heart's content, but no 
matter how much he consumed, his hunger and thirst were never 
satiated. 


Nevertheless, it was fine as long as the hatchling didn’t run away. No, 
on second thought, it would be fine as well, even if she did run away. 
A wicked grin spread across Jagon’s face as he considered his next 
move. He had been eagerly awaiting this moment, the chance to kill 
Raimira — the Dragon Duchess and the blood of Raizakia, the Black 
Dragon. Jagon knew that a fierce struggle was not in the cards, as it 
was clear that a two-hundred-year-old hatchling would not provide 
him with the entertainment he craved. However, an idea struck him 
then. What if he let her run? The thought of chasing her down and 
relishing in the hunt twice over sent a shiver of excitement down his 
spine. Yes, he decided that it would be rather special and fun. 


Suddenly, Jagon came to an abrupt halt. Up until that moment, he 
had been strolling along at a leisurely pace without a care in the 


world, but something had just caught his attention, causing him to 
freeze in his tracks. The energy he felt coming from the Dragon 
Demon Castle had suddenly changed. 


When he felt a sliver of it before, he had presumed it to be Dragon 
Fear. Yet, upon feeling it intensify now, it became clear to Jagon that 
his speculation had been incorrect. 


This wasn’t anything like Dragon Fear. It was a simpler yet purer form 
of malice and killing intent that sent shivers down Jagon’s spine. Who 
or what could be responsible for emitting such a potent aura? The 
hatchling, who was only two hundred years old and had been 
confined to the castle all her life, couldn't possibly be the source of 
this intense energy. It was simply impossible. 


Then, who was responsible for it? Could it be the Four Divine 
Generals, the closest known aides of the Black Dragon? As far as 
Jagon knew, they had devolved into fat pigs during the two hundred 
years of peace. Was it possible that the remnants of the past had not 
yet become entirely dull? 


‘No.’ 


Jagon shook his head as he hastened his steps toward the Dragon 
Demon Castle. He traveled a great distance with each step he took, 
causing the ground the quake. 


‘It’s not a demonfolk.’ 


Jagon knew that if his opponent were a demonfolk, the aura they 
emitted would be infused with a temperament and Dark Power unique 
to their kind. It was how demonfolks clashed; they used their energies 
to force their opponents to submit before the actual fight even began. 
The intensity of the energy and killing intent Jagon was sensing 
thrilled him greatly, indicating that it should contain a significant 
amount of Dark Power. 


However, Jagon could not feel even the slightest bit of Dark Power 
from the intense malice and energy. It was rather refreshing and 
provided Jagon with a different type of ecstasy. Was it really possible 
for such an immense and strong energy to be this pure? 


Such a thing was impossible for demons, so this meant that Jagon 
wouldn’t be going against a demon. 


“S-Stop!” 


Jagon's joyful contemplation was abruptly interrupted by a sudden 
voice. 


Looking beyond the fallen gates, Jagon saw the vassals kowtowing on 
the road leading to the castle. White flags flapped above the castle, 
signaling the Dragon Demon Castle’s surrender. 


Jagon could see four demons on the upper railing of the castle. 


"The Dragon Demon Castle will surrender unconditionally against this 
invasion. In other words, everything in the castle will be in the 
possession of the victor, Count Karad," declared the Finance General, 
emphasizing the word possession. 


In a duel between demonfolks, the winner took ownership of 
everything belonging to the loser. Nonetheless, this was not a duel 
between two individual demons but a territorial war between two 
regions. Despite this, the demonfolks of the Dragon Demon Castle 
declared unconditional surrender, signaling the end of the invasion. It 
was a clear indication that everything in the castle now belonged to 
Count Karad. 


However, the Beastfolk standing before the vassals of the Dragon 
Demon Castle right now wasn’t Count Karad; he appeared to be simply 
a soldier under Count Karad’s command. In other words, this Beastfolk 
had no right to arbitrarily determine the treatment of the demons of 
the Dragon Demon Castle, who were already prisoners and property of 
Count Karad. 


“We already had a discussion with Count Karad regarding how the 
war will proceed and how it will end. A-And... there is something else 
you really should be focusing on right now.” 


“The deputy lord... The Dragon Duchess has fled the castle. I-It was a 
mishap that had nothing to do with us. That sly girl secretly recruited 
a collaborator from the outside, prepared, and implemented an escape 


without us knowing.” 
“She could not have gotten very far. You should hurry and...” 


The generals scrambled to talk over each other, causing Jagon’s lips to 
twitch upwards. Jagon leaned forward without bothering to listen any 
further. 


Booom! 


Then he simply leaped forward. However, even such a simple gesture 
was sufficient to create a shockwave that caused the bodies of the 
kneeling vassals to explode like water balloons. 


“W-Wait...” 


The Four Divine Generals attempted to flee in a hurry, but Jagon had 
already decided to kill them before they even had a chance to run 
away. None of them managed to escape from Jagon, just like the 
vassals who had died before them. They all perished without even 
putting up a fight or letting out a scream. 


Rumbleee! 


Jagon moved past the railing where the generals had been standing 
and began climbing the roof of the castle. This caused the massive 
structure to collapse, but Jagon remained stable and unmoved even as 
the roof creaked and shook. He stood firmly on the collapsing roof, 
gazing out at the castle's back garden. 


In the back garden, a figure stood gazing up at Jagon, meeting his 
stare. The man had black hair and black eyes, but Jagon saw through 
the disguise immediately. 


Regardless, Eugene had no reason to maintain his disguise any longer, 
as he intended to kill anyone who laid eyes on him that day. With a 
few scruffles of his hand, his black hair transformed back into its 
natural gray hue, and his eyes regained their original golden color. 


Eugene knew the Beastfolk staring at him was the son of Oberon. 


He had felt it upon seeing the Beastfolk from a distance, but Oberon’s 
son had a lot in common with his father. It was mostly his appearance, 
which was a mix of a bear and a human, as well as his grayish-brown 
fur, which was as stiff and sharp as iron needles. 


That wasn't the end of it, though. Oberon had been known for his 
violent tendencies, earning him the infamous title of The Depraved 
Oberon. However, as Eugene looked at Jagon and felt the intense 
killing intent emanating from him, Eugene couldn't help but feel that 
his father's nature paled in comparison. 


“Eugene Lionheart?” muttered Jagon while slightly tilting his head. 


Gray hair and golden eyes were unchanged characteristics of the 
Lionheart family over three hundred years of lineage. There were 
numerous families on the continent, but only one family with such 
prominent characteristics — the Lionheart family of Kiehl. Even the 
farthest relatives of the family were born with distinct gray hair and 
golden eyes. 


“Do you know who Barang is?” asked Eugene. 


He had left Raimira back underground and leaped to a feather he had 
spread beforehand with Prominence. 


Jagon's voice was low as he responded, "I haven't heard that name in 
years." 


He paused for a moment, trying to remember the last time he had 
heard it. It had been a few years ago, but he couldn't recall any 
details. The name simply held no significance for him, and he felt 
nothing toward it. 


“That bastard said that you were his sworn brother,” said Eugene. 
"We were," Jagon answered simply. 


The title of a sworn brother held little value for him, considering that 
he had killed his own father with his own hands. To Jagon, being a 
sworn brother was merely a recognition of one's strength and ferocity 
— a recognition of one’s sharp fangs and claws, but nothing more. 


“Was Barang proud of it?” Jagon asked. 


Since a certain point in time, Jagon had no longer considered others 
to be his brothers. He had abandoned any sense of brotherhood 
around the time when he no longer considered his father to be his 
father. The Depraved Oberon was considered a madman, and while 
Jagon had respected his father’s strength, respect was only given to 
those who were stronger. 


With the passage of time, Oberon grew old and frail while Jagon grew 
strong and youthful. Once it became clear that Jagon’s fangs and 
claws could reach the nape of his father’s neck, he decided to no 
longer respect his father. 


The same was true for Jagon’s sworn brothers. Since their fangs and 
claws did not grow as sharp as he had hoped, he lost all interest in 
them. 


Barang? Indeed, he had once been Jagon’s sworn brother. Jagon’s 
memories returned as he thought about it. He recalled that among his 
brothers, Barang had lived the longest and always claimed he would 
stand by Jagon's side, but that was all Jagon could remember. 


“No, he wasn’t very proud of it. Anyways, it’s amazing that you 
actually were sworn brothers with him,” commented Eugene. 


“What’s amazing about it?” asked Jagon. 


“T thought he was selling your name because he didn’t want to die,” 
said Eugene with a grin. 


However, Eugene’s words elicited no response from Jagon. Instead, 
Jagon simply stood motionless while staring down at him. 


“Are you done?” asked Jagon. 
"IT have nothing more to say," Eugene replied shortly. 


With that, he brushed off his coat and transformed it back into the 
Cloak of Darkness. Though he had been compelled to wear the black 


coat with the fur lining, he had never felt comfortable in it. The cloak, 
on the other hand, was a familiar and reassuring garment. 


While Eugene was transforming his coat, Jagon didn't waste any time 
and quickly launched an attack toward him. He aimed his hand 
directly at Eugene's head with lightning-fast speed, ready to strike him 
down. 


Jagon was not one to show any consideration for his prey during a 
hunt. He typically wouldn't even bother conversing with them. 
However, in the case of Eugene, Jagon had a hunch that this battle 
would be enjoyable and exciting. So, he waited patiently and engaged 
in a short conversation with the human, answering his questions. It 
was a level of consideration that Jagon wouldn't have given to most of 
his prey, but this hunt was different. The prospect of a challenging 
fight was too tempting to resist. 


Consequently, Jagon did not bother asking any of the important 
questions. Was Eugene the Dragon Duchess’ collaborator? If so, where 
was she right now? Such questions were for Count Karad to wonder 
about. Instead, Jagon had other questions of his own. How had 
Eugene dodged his attack just now? Eugene had definitely been right 
under Jagon, and he had remained motionless until the moment Jagon 
struck. 


Jagon wasn’t arrogant enough to think his attack had been completely 
unavoidable. In fact, he was sure that there had been a gap. Yet, he 
had failed to grasp Eugene’s movements. It was strange. Jagon did not 
understand exactly how Eugene had suddenly appeared behind his 
back. 


Boom! 


With a small black dot on the end of his fingertip, Eugene launched an 
attack that consumed Jagon in an explosion, and the brilliant light 
burned the surroundings a blinding white. Then the explosion of mana 
condensed into a single point, and blinked black, leaving nothing but 
darkness in its wake. 


Eugene took a step back from the great storm of mana. He hadn’t been 
expecting his attack to leave a scratch on Jagon, so he wasn't 
disappointed when it didn't. After all, Eugene had known from his 


encounter with Oberon, Jagon's father, over three centuries ago that 
Oberon had been as tough as Molon, though not as strong as the 
Molon of today. So, it came as no surprise that Jagon was just as 
tough, if not tougher, than his father. 


Then Eugene activated the Wings of Prominence, and the blazing 
flame underneath them caused a multitude of feathers to sprout forth. 


Fwoosh! 


In an instant, a burst of light emitted from beneath the wings and 
propelled Eugene forward with such speed that he became a blur in 
Jagon's vision. Regardless, Jagon stretched out his hand, and a curved 
claw shot out of his muscular hand. He then clawed at the space in 
front of him. 


Eugene reached for a weapon concealed within his cloak, but he didn't 
choose his usual sword. Instead, he drew out Jigolath, the 
Annihilation Hammer. This was the weapon he had acquired from 
Black Lion Castle, and it had once been wielded by the Demon King of 
Carnage himself. The hammer towered over Eugene's height, but he 
expected nothing less, considering its previous owner's stature was 
much greater than that of humans. 


Yet, despite the hammer’s large size and great weight, Eugene was 
strong enough to wield it with only one hand. Indeed, it was true that 
it was rather hard for Eugene to put all of his strength into wielding 
the weapon with one hand, but the Annihilation Hammer was not a 
weapon meant to be swung with as much strength as possible. 


The Annihilation Hammer, Jigolath, was a straightforward weapon 
compared to the Demon Spear. The Demon Spear had a complex 
mechanism that involved attacking specific coordinates through space, 
but the Annihilation Hammer simply broke down anything it hit and 
caused the target to explode. 


Boom! 


Propelled by the force of the impact produced by Eugene’s attack, 
Jagon's body moved forward. Nevertheless, he quickly regained his 
balance and lunged toward Eugene with his clawed hand outstretched. 


Yet, as he tried to grab Eugene, Eugene disappeared once again. Jagon 
didn't grab empty air, though. Instead, he found a swelling black dot 
that had been left behind where Eugene had just been. Jagon reacted 
quickly, immediately closing his fist around the black dot. He 
squeezed it tightly, extinguishing it before it could explode. The dot 
still exploded anyway, but it was only a partial explosion, which 
caused Jagon's hand to jerk once. 


Right after that, Eugene materialized high up in the sky and brought 
down the Annihilation Hammer with great force, hitting Jagon hard. 
Nevertheless, Jagon didn't move. Instead, he faced the full impact of 
Jigolath's strike and raised his head to look at Eugene. A gleam 
sparkled in Jagon’s black eyes. 


Eugene laughed as he felt a shiver run down his spine. Though Jagon 
was powerful, his strength couldn't be compared to that of Molon. 
Eugene knew he had boasted to Molon before about how their battle 
would have gone differently if he had weapons, but deep down... 
Eugene knew that he would still have lost even if he had been allowed 
his weapons. 


x 


‘But you... 


Eugene’s left hand was still tightly wrapped around the Annihilation 
Hammer. He placed his right hand, which was empty, into his cloak. 


“...aren’t Molon.’ 


Jagon had bitten his father to death, but so what? Oberon had not 
been stronger than Molon from three hundred years ago. Eugene 
didn’t deny that Oberon had been strong, but it was a fact that Molon 
had been stronger. Yes, it was true that Jagon was a powerful warrior, 
strong enough to earn him the nickname the Beast of Ravesta. 
However, Jagon wasn’t Molon, he wasn’t Gavid Lindman, and he 
wasn’t Noir Giabella either. 


Still, it was also true that one day, Jagon would grow strong enough 
to stand shoulder-to-shoulder with those monsters. Eugene was 
convinced of this after seeing Jagon run rampant. That was why he 
had bothered to make his presence known to Jagon. 


Eugene could have chosen to destroy the core of the Dragon Demon 
Castle and make his escape with Raimira during the chaos of the 
castle’s descent. A demon like Jagon wouldn’t die from the crash, but 
the crash would still result in the deaths of many demonfolks. Despite 
that, Eugene had pushed back this very exciting and cool opportunity 
for a while and decided to kill Jagon first. 


The first time Eugene put Prominence to the test had been on the 
other side of Lehainjar, but that had not been the most optimal 
location to use Prominence. Moreover, the only abilities he had 
utilized in the battle against Molon had been leaping from feather to 
feather and bombarding him with black spots. 


The other side of Lehainjar had been almost devoid of any mana, and 
there had been no primal spirits either. It was true that the ability to 
simply leap from feather to feather was an invaluable ability that 
made Prominence worthwhile as Eugene’s Signature, but leaping 
wasn’t the only thing he wanted to achieve with Prominence. 


The feathers Eugene had scattered with Prominence were imbued with 
his mana, which contained the spirit of the World Tree. In turn, this 
attracted the primal spirits in the surroundings. Ultimately, Eugene’s 
flame of mana gradually increased in size and intensity by devouring 
the mana in the atmosphere. 


Eugene’s mind resonated with the mana and took fine control of the 
primal spirits as well. This was different from Ignition in that doing 
this didn’t cause his cores and heart to flare up. However, it did allow 
Eugene to control an enormous amount of dense mana that he would 
not normally be able to control. 


Consuming such a huge amount of mana would cause Eugene to be 
extremely fatigued, even though he had not neglected a single day in 
training. Nevertheless, that was fine. Since he wasn’t using Ignition 
and therefore not straining his heart and his Core, he was only putting 
his body in physical pain. That, he could endure. 


Eugene's left ring finger lit up with a red glow from the Ring of 
Agaroth, the War God. Its ability was straightforward — to forcibly 
enhance the body's regenerative power. Although it consumed the 
user's life force, Eugene's exceptional physicality and rigorous training 
meant it would only cause mild fatigue after usage. 


The feeling of omnipotence began to spread throughout Eugene’s 
body. It felt similar to using Ignition but without the accompanying 
strain on his heart and Core. 


With a smile, Eugene pulled out his right hand from inside the cloak. 


The Demon Spear Luentos pierced through the air, and hundreds — 
no, thousands of spears bloomed from under Jagon’s feet. 


Chapter 264 
Jagon (4) 


Rumblee! 


The underground trembled with a series of repeated vibrations that 
rattled the space. Startled, Raimira quickly curled up into a tight ball, 
and she let out a surprised yelp as dust began to cascade down from 
the ceiling above. 


With both hands firmly wrapped around her head, Raimira waited 
anxiously for the tremors to subside. Even if the ceiling collapsed and 
buried Raimira underground, she would not die. Such a thing would 
obviously kill humans, and regular demonfolks would be buried alive 
as well, but Raimira was a dragon. She could easily escape if she 
canceled the polymorph transformation and returned to her regular 
appearance. 


Naturally, escaping by reverting to her original form would be an 
extremely foolish and ignorant approach though. Moreover, although 
it was impossible for her to use complicated Draconic spells as a 
hatchling, escaping from the underground with magic was something 
that should not pose any difficulty for her. 


Yet, the thought of escape never even occurred to Raimira. She was 
consumed by fear — fear of the reverberations she felt and the sound 
of war coming from above. Such thoughts left her unable to think 
clearly or devise an escape plan, simply filling her mind with dread. 


Raimira’s already sensitive senses allowed her to have full awareness 
of the happenings above ground, even from a distance. In particular, 
as a dragon, Raimira was especially sensitive to the temperament of 
mana unique to different existences. This gave her a profound 
awareness of her surroundings. 


The Four Divine Generals were already dead, and it was probable that 


they had perished without a chance to even resist. 


In all honesty, Raimira felt absolutely no pity for the Four Divine 
Generals who had died; in fact, she found their deaths rather pleasant 
and enjoyable. However, what truly frightened her was the fragility of 
life. It had taken only a few seconds for the Four Divine Generals, who 
had lived for centuries, to perish, reminding her that life was fleeting 
and delicate. 


“Father... Father...,” Raimira whimpered, searching for her absent 
father. 


She barely had any memories of him. Raizakia, the Black Dragon, was 
imprinted in Raimira's mind more as the lord of the Dragon Demon 
Castle than as a father figure. 


Raimira had not spent enough time with her father to form any other 
ideas about him. Even so, Raimira desperately sought out her father, 
the Black Dragon. At the time of Raimira’s birth, the Black Dragon had 
placed a fragment of his Dragon Heart inside his daughter’s forehead. 
He had done so to ensure that she remained his possession as well as 
prevent her from resisting when the day came that he would force her 
to lay eggs and become his meal. 


Little did Raimira know that the Black Dragon's true intentions were 
far from what she perceived them to be. She believed the red jewel 
inside her forehead was a symbol of his affection, but in reality, it was 
a mark of ownership. Raimira couldn’t help but think that a disaster 
like this could have been avoided if the Black Dragon had been 
present. Her thoughts were clouded by a sense of longing and 
desperation as she yearned for the Black Dragon's protection. If he had 
been present, she, the Dragon Duchess, would never have had to suffer 
humiliation like this. Raimira sniffled while thinking such thoughts. 


‘Maybe... if I wish for it hard enough, the Black Dragon will hear my voice 
and return.’ 


It seemed like a very possible thing at the moment. Consequently, 
Raimira gently caressed the red jewel on her forehead with continued 
sniffling. 


The agony that had ripped through her body when the intruder 
mercilessly struck her jewel had been almost unbearable. However, as 
she tentatively reached up to touch the jewel now, she found that 
there was almost no pain. 


“Oh, Black Dragon... if you can hear my voice, then please return to 
the Dragon Demon Castle as soon as possible...” whispered Raimira. 


Naturally, there was no response. Nevertheless, she continued to pray, 
her fingers caressing the red jewel on her forehead in a ritualistic 
manner. After a moment, she rose to her feet with a deep sigh. It 
wasn't a sudden surge of dignity or courage that propelled her 
upwards; it was simply the fact that the tremors from above had 
ceased. 


‘This lady cannot run away by herself... ’ 


Raimira's gaze drifted toward the core with a sense of despondency. It 
wasn't as though she felt any sense of loyalty toward the intruder who 
had struck her down, but she knew that she was trapped within the 
Dragon Demon Castle as long as the nucleus remained intact... 


Booooom! 
“Hieeeek!” 


The underground shook with even greater ferocity than before. This 
caused Raimira to curl up into a ball once again, and her body 
quivered uncontrollably. 


The intruder had promised to return, but Raimira couldn't help but 
wonder when exactly that would be. She knew he hadn't run away, for 
he was currently engaged in battle with Count Karad's vanguard 
aboveground. 


‘The intruder is quite strong, but the enemy should be equally as strong,’ 
she thought while comparing the two. 


Raimira was acutely aware of the fact that Count Karad's vanguard 
would stop at nothing to kill her, while the intruder had promised to 
take her away from the Dragon Demon Castle unharmed. It was clear 


to her that she had to side with the intruder. She knew that her father, 
the Black Dragon, would want nothing more than to see his daughter 
survive, even if it meant the fall of the Dragon Demon Castle. 


‘That means this lady doesn’t need to head up there.’ 


As the tremors continued to rumble through the ground, Raimira's 
anxious mind and racing heart began to calm. She knew that she 
couldn't risk heading to the surface while the battles raged on; it was 
simply too dangerous. Yet, even as she shuddered with each new 
tremor, she couldn't help but feel a strange sense of safety. After all, 
the very fact that she was experiencing these tremors meant that she 
was deep underground, far from harm's way. Raimira knew that she 
would be safe until the chaos aboveground subsided as long as she 
stayed put. 


“This lady is extremely smart!” 


With her decision made, Raimira began to recite a Draconic 
incantation. As her voice echoed through the underground space, a 
secure and unbreakable barrier began to form around her, enveloping 
her body in a protective cocoon. Upon feeling a sense of relief, 
Raimira settled back into a more comfortable position, content to wait 
out the storm in relative safety. 


Spear Forest was a devastating technique that could be used while 
wielding the Demon Spear Luentos. The user of this technique could 
call forth a deadly forest of living black thorns to impale their 
enemies. Furthermore, these thorns were no ordinary plant matter but 
were imbued with the same demonic power as the Demon Spear itself, 
making them nearly impossible to defend against. 


Creaaak. 
Creaaaaaak... 


Jagon stood unwavering amid the thick thorns. His body bristled with 
anticipation as he watched them sprout up from the ground. Even as 
the countless deadly spikes converged upon him, his fur remained 


sharp and unyielding, deflecting their piercing blows with ease. 
Though the thorns were powerful enough to pierce through steel and 
stone, Jagon's defenses proved to be more than a match for them and 
kept him unharmed by redirecting their trajectory. 


“Heh...” Jagon’s lips parted. 


“Huhahaha... Hahahaha! Hahaha!” Jagon laughed maniacally while 
spreading his arms. 


Craaack! 


In an instant, the dense forest of spears that surrounded Jagon broke, 
and he jumped up. Jagon reached Eugene at once and then swung his 
fist. 


Eugene vanished once more, leaving Jagon to face an empty space. 
Nevertheless, this peculiar phenomenon was not new to Jagon because 
he had witnessed it on several occasions before. As a seasoned fighter, 
Jagon possessed a keen sense of awareness and an extensive field of 
vision. He also had the instincts of a predator, enabling him to detect 
even the slightest movements. With his sharp senses, Jagon could 
discern that Eugene's inexplicable movements were a form of magic, 
allowing him to traverse through space at an accelerated pace. 
Furthermore, Eugene seemed to have the ability to hop from one of 
the many feathers floating in the area to another, further adding to his 
elusiveness. 


Jagon knew he couldn't keep track of all the floating feathers and 
Eugene's possible destinations. However, he kept most of them in his 
sight and relied on his keen senses, including his unique hunting 
sense, to chase Eugene’s scent at the moment of his leap. 


Despite not being able to track every one of Eugene's movements, 
Jagon remained on the offensive and utilized his incredible speed to 
chase after Eugene. He made his way toward the general area where 
Eugene might appear and kept a keen eye out for any movement. As 
soon as Eugene disappeared, Jagon sprang into action. 


Fwoosh! 


Eugene scattered more feathers using Prominence. Then as Jagon 
threw his fist at Eugene, he kept an eye on the leap that Eugene had 
just made. Eugene was satisfied with merely diverting Jagon’s 
attention, though. After all, Eugene was still holding Luentos, and just 
holding the spear was sufficient for him to activate the weapon’s 
ability. 


Eugene knew that to use Spear Forest to its full potential, he needed to 
have a complete understanding and calculation of the space around 
him. Luckily, Mer was already helping him with these matters. 
However, in the heat of the moment, he didn't have to worry about 
such things while using Prominence. 


Jagon was suddenly attacked by a barrage of spears erupting from the 
feathers that had been scattered around him. Eugene had used the 
feathers as coordinates for his Spear Forest technique. This allowed 
spears to shoot out from multiple directions, overwhelming Jagon and 
causing him to fall to the ground. 


Then Eugene materialized above Jagon, wielding the Annihilation 
Hammer high. The weapon held a raw and brutal strength, which 
originally belonged to a Demon King. After the events at the Black 
Lion Castle, both the Annihilation Hammer and the Demon Spear 
came under Eugene's control, and their source of power was replaced 
by Eugene's mana. 


Eugene was currently substituting Ignition with Prominence. His Core 
and heart were in stable condition, but his mana was running 
completely rampant, further strengthening the Annihilation Hammer. 


He swung down with the Annihilation Hammer. 
Rumbleee! 


The blow caused the Dragon Demon Castle to tilt to one side. The 
force of the hammer had caused the entire castle to sink. It was clear 
that a piece of the Dragon Demon Castle’s huge land mass would have 
disappeared altogether if Jagon had not held out as a buffer in the 
middle, absorbing the brute force contained in the blow. 


Splat! 


Jagon's arm was now dripping with a stream of blood that gushed out 
like a fountain. He had used his arms to block Eugene’s attack, and the 
amount of power in the blow he had received was tremendous. Yet, 
the sight of his blood was a novelty to Jagon. It had been hundreds of 
years since he had last seen his own blood. The transformation of his 
gray-brown fur into a deep red was a curious sight, and he found 
himself captivated by it. He watched with intrigue as the blood slowly 
soaked into his fur. 


Boooom! 


However, Eugene did not leave Jagon to revel in sentiment. He struck 
down once more with the Annihilation Hammer, completely 
destroying Jagon’s arm. 


Boom! 
Jagon lurched forward with his legs bent. 
Booom! 


Now, Jagon was completely pushed against the ground, and Eugene 
planned to completely pulverize him. Eugene struck down once more 
with the Annihilation Hammer, intending to completely finish Jagon. 
He surrounded Jagon with his feathers as well. 


At this moment, nothing alerted his sense of hearing. 


Eugene's Prominence feathers served as both his coordinates and his 
eyes. As he spread his single wing, his senses surpassed those of any 
normal human, exceeding even the sixth sense. It was a new realm of 
perception that transcended mere senses. Yet, despite the 
unfamiliarity of these sensations, Eugene's innate war-hardened 
intuition, born from a lifetime of training, remained steadfast and 
unswayed. 


Eugene was intimately familiar with the sensation that accompanied 
the moment when a blade was about to pierce his skin. In his earlier 
and less experienced days, he had been slow to react or unable to keep 
up with the speed of his opponents, resulting in numerous scars 
scattered across his body. 


Nevertheless, this was a story from three hundred years ago. Eugene 
was no longer the same. After countless battles and rigorous training, 
his body had developed a keen sensitivity to danger, and his reflexes 
had been honed to a razor's edge. The sensation of a blade about to 
pierce his skin no longer caught him off guard, but rather, it triggered 
an almost instinctual response that allowed him to dodge or deflect 
attacks with deadly efficiency. 


In any case, Eugene didn't allow that sensation to distract him from 
the battle at hand. Instead, he pushed forward with all his might, 
channeling his mana into the Annihilation Hammer while summoning 
an army of spears from the feathers scattered around him. With a 
mighty leap, he disappeared through space, leaving Jagon behind to 
face the onslaught of weapons raining down upon him. 


The Dark Power that Eugene had felt was incredibly ominous, but he 
was no stranger to it. It was the same ominous feeling he had felt 
three hundred years ago. He had also felt it from the Nur at Lehainjar. 


Jagon was known throughout the land as the Beast of Ravesta, a fierce 
and powerful creature feared by all who crossed his path. Ravesta 
itself was a desolate and dangerous territory, home to the reclusive 
Demon King of Destruction. Jagon had long been a loyal vassal of the 
Demon King, whom Jagon was bound to through a contract that had 
been passed down through his family for generations. Even Jagon’s 
father, Oberon, had served the Demon King under the same 
agreement. 


As if to serve as a reminder of this, Jagon’s gray-brown fur quickly 
became completely black, but it wasn’t just his fur that had been dyed 
black with Dark Power. The color of his face had changed to a shade 
of black too, and even his eyes had transformed into a dark crimson 
color like that of blood. 


The full power of the Annihilation Hammer fell onto Jagon. Yet, 
Jagon, who had been lying flat on the ground, instantaneously stood 
on his two feet and reached over his head. 


There was no resulting sound, and nothing was even visible to the 
naked eye. However, an invisible force pierced through the power of 
the Annihilation Hammer and dissipated it. Even the numerous spears 
shot from the feathers could not penetrate the layer of Dark Power 


coated around Jagon. Rather, once the projectiles made contact with 
the invisible barrier, they corroded and scattered as dust. 


This was the fundamental property and power of the vassals of 
destruction. Eugene was familiar with the nature of the Dark Power 
that Jagon utilized. That ominous power would not only eat away at a 
person’s mind but also destroy anything it came into contact with, 
dissipating it into nothingness. 


There had not been many vassals of the Demon King of Destruction 
during the era of three hundred years ago, and none of them had been 
famous or special. The reason for this was simple. The Demon King of 
Destruction was indifferent to his vassals. He provided them with 
power, but nothing more, not even basic protection. This was despite 
the fact that his ominous energy would even threaten the user, the 
vassal. 


The Vassals of Destruction were renowned for their strength, but their 
time in the world was often short-lived. The constant battles and wars 
they fought took a toll on their bodies. The very power they wielded 
gradually ate away at them until they finally succumbed and died 
through self-destruction. Eugene had been hoping to defeat Jagon 
before he could tap into the destructive Dark Power, but Jagon proved 
to be much more resilient than Eugene had anticipated. The battle had 
not gone according to Eugene's plan, and this left him in a precarious 
position. 


Jagon turned his head. His face and mouth were no longer in view 
due to the darkness that covered his body. However, his eyes were 
gazing at Eugene, and they were twisted into a smile. 


“What an outrageous bastard,” muttered Eugene with all sincerity. 
The stench of blood was getting thicker by the second. 


Eugene understood the reason behind the phenomenon he was 
witnessing. Jagon had enveloped himself in the Dark Power of 
Destruction, a force that relentlessly ate away at his body. 
Nevertheless, Jagon was a Beastfolk, so he possessed an incredible 
regenerative ability, which he was using to counteract the destruction 
that the ominous energy wrought on his body. Despite the constant 
onslaught, Jagon's body was healing itself at a remarkable pace, 


allowing him to continue fighting with seemingly little regard for the 
damage he was sustaining. 


Still, there was a limit to Jagon's incredible regenerative ability. As 
the battle wore on and the Dark Power of Destruction continued to 
consume his body, his regenerative power would gradually become 
less effective. Eventually, Jagon would reach a point of no return, 
unable to heal himself any longer. He would ultimately self-destruct 
under the weight of the destructive power that he wielded. 


‘But if it were that easy, he wouldn’t have been called a beast,’ Eugene 
remarked inwardly. 


In addition, he had no intention of fighting a drawn-out battle. 


As they both charged toward each other, neither Eugene nor Jagon 
seemed to hold a clear advantage in terms of speed. Jagon unleashed 
his full power, but it did not result in any explosive increase in his 
velocity. Nonetheless, the battle grew increasingly challenging for 
Eugene. 


Jagon was no longer fighting like an idiot with just his bare body. He 
was now covered with the Dark Power of Destruction, which 
destroyed anything it came into contact with. 


With Ignition having been replaced by Prominence, Eugene was able 
to handle the burden placed on his body with relative ease thanks to 
the restorative properties of the Ring of Agaroth. Though he had been 
cautious of Jagon's attacks before, he now had to be doubly careful to 
avoid coming into contact with the ominous aura that surrounded 
Jagon as well. 


However, it wasn’t a huge deal. In the past, it had been a given that 
Eugene could die if he came into contact with the enemy. After all, 
demons had always been stronger and craftier than humans. Demons 
had to be killed over and over again, whereas humans were only given 
a single life. 


In other words, Eugene was accustomed to this process. He escaped 
the cage of Dark Power that threatened him from all sides by creating 
a path to liberty using the feathers of Prominence. As he leaped over 


and over again, the single wing of purple flame emitted a brilliant 
light. 


Booom! 


Eugene struck Jagon with the Annihilation Hammer, sending him 
flying backward. Then Eugene healed his tattered hands while storing 
the Annihilation Hammer in his cloak. The thorns of the Demon Spear 
emerged from thin air, holding Jagon suspended in midair. In that 
short moment, Eugene let go of the Demon Spear and took out the 
Dragon Spear Kharbos and Thunderbolt Pernoa. 


Using the feathers of Prominence that were equipped with black spots, 
Eugene fired off a barrage of attacks. The space shook with the force 
of an eruption as a bolt of thunder exploded from Pernoa, and the 
Dragon Spear unleashed a mighty Breath. Meanwhile, the black spots 
rained down upon Jagon like a meteor shower. 


Eugene felt an eerie sensation, and he stopped his barrage without 
hesitation and stored his weapons. A burst of Dark Power suddenly cut 
through the barrage of mana and came at him. To avoid contact with 
the ominous energy, Eugene leaped to a feather. 


However, he chose to leap to a location that was closer to Jagon, 
instead of creating distance between them. Eugene followed up by 
drawing the Holy Sword and Wynnyd from his cloak. He unleashed a 
flurry of strikes with the two blades, and black blood gushed from 
Jagon’s chest. Nonetheless, Jagon did not back down and instead 
threw his fist. 


With a seemingly simple punch, Jagon unleashed a tremendous force 
that almost seemed to rival even the powerful strikes of Molon. The 
Dark Power that accompanied the attack was equally devastating, 
sweeping through everything in its path with a destructive force. 
Despite the fact that Eugene had imbued durability into the feathers 
that he unleashed with Prominence, they were still no match for the 
full power of the Dark Power of Destruction. The feathers that Eugene 
had scattered earlier were completely destroyed in a single blow. 


Regardless, this was nothing for him to worry about. Eugene could 
simply scatter more feathers. Consequently, he carried out his plan 
with a flap of his single wing. The embers of his purple flame 


transformed into feathers before scattering into the surroundings. 


When Jagon threw another punch, Eugene retreated and used the 
scattered feathers of Prominence to create distance between them. 
Jagon was quick to follow, though, and he roared as he closed in on 
Eugene. 


Boom! Boom! Booom! 


Before long, the two of them had moved all the way to the city from 
the castle. 


The city lay in ruins, with its tall buildings reduced to rubble. 
Demonfolks and demonic beasts roamed the streets, feeding on their 
own kind amid the carnage. The sight was horrific, but it only served 
to fuel Eugene's determination. 


Eugene turned around, no longer lengthening his distance from Jagon. 
Instead, he charged at Jagon with a flash of lightning that accelerated 
him further. 


Jagon stopped and stared intently as Eugene flew toward him. He had 
already identified the locations of the feathers, and there were no 
more feathers behind and around Jagon that Eugene could use as 
points of teleportation. However, Jagon didn’t believe that the human 
was simply charging at him from the front like an idiot. He could see 
that Eugene was scattering more feathers as he accelerated, so Jagon 
had to prepare himself to chase after the disappearing prey. 


Eugene knew that he would die if a blow landed. He had a strong 
hunch regarding this. It was rather fortunate that he’d had a chance to 
fight with Molon before this battle against Jagon. Perhaps it was 
because Eugene had experienced the ridiculous power of his comrade 
through a beating, but... he felt that Jagon’s absurd power was rather 
meek. 


Due to being quite accustomed to facing such ridiculous power, 
Eugene did not panic, and he wasn’t nervous either. When Jagon 
launched his attack, Eugene remained unfazed, moving exactly as he 
had intended at that moment. Rather than leaping to a feather as he 
had done before, Eugene coordinated the acceleration of the 


thunderbolt and twisted his body to evade Jagon's strike. 
Shing! Shing! 


Eugene swiftly and deftly executed a series of blows on Jagon's arm 
with the Holy Sword and Wynnyd as he passed by Jagon. In the blink 
of an eye, Eugene spun around and used both of his swords to 
decapitate his enemy. Jagon's head was severed from his body and 
sent flying into the air. His eyes were wide open with a look of shock 
and disbelief as he stared at Eugene. 


“T cut off your father’s head several times, too,” said Eugene with a 
smirk as he moved past Jagon. 


Jagon did not understand Eugene’s words, but he didn’t care to do so. 
Rather, he raged, as this was the first time he had been decapitated. 


“Kugh...!” Jagon didn’t return the smug smile. 


He didn’t have the mood to do so. Jagon was getting frustrated and 
annoyed that the hunt wasn’t going his way, and he was furious that 
his head had been cut off. His pure intent to kill was now 
contaminated with hatred and malice, producing an evil energy. 


The power of destruction bent to Jagon’s malice, creating what 
seemed like a huge tidal wave. Even though Jagon remained 
motionless, an endless wave of Dark Power swept through the space. 
Meanwhile, the Holy Sword in Eugene’s hand emitted a brilliant light 
to protect its wielder. 


Fwaaaaah... 


The remains of the Dragon Demon Castle disappeared completely. No, 
rather, the entirety of the castle ground was gone. Eugene stopped in 
midair, staring dumbfoundedly at the scene before him while taking 
note of the Ring of Agaroth. His minor injuries began to quickly 
regenerate. 


“My god,” said Eugene with an astonished smile. 


What remained after the tornado of Black Power engulfed almost 
everything was simply wriggling chunks of meat, and those wriggling 
chunks were Jagon. The explosion of Dark Power had completely 
destroyed his body, and it was now in the process of regeneration. 


However, Jagon wasn’t being regenerated in his original form. Rather, 
the result of the regeneration was a body that was much bigger and 
more vicious than before. With it, the ominous feeling of destruction 
grew even stronger. Eugene shook his head while stifling a nauseous 
feeling. 


“Kyaaaah!” 
He suddenly heard a shrill scream coming from below at this moment. 


Raimira had not been intending to exit the underground until 
everything had concluded. She had planned to stay inside her safe 
sanctuary and wait for the storm to pass, and indeed, that was what 
she had done. Raimira had done nothing else, but even so, the land 
above her had casually disappeared. 


Chapter 265 
Jagon (5) 


The castle ground had entirely disappeared, and the ceiling of the 
underground space had vanished as well. Raimira had been worried 
that the ceiling would cave in, but this was worse than anything she 
had imagined. It wasn’t at all more comforting to see the whole 
ceiling disappear, and Raimira continued to scream with panic. 


Raimira's panicked cries were suddenly cut off when she spotted 
Eugene hovering high above her in the air. For a moment, she just 
stood there, clutching her chest while trying to catch her breath. She 
had no idea what was happening or how it was possible, but she knew 
one thing for certain — this was the most dire crisis she had ever 
faced in her two hundred years of life. Her lips moved soundlessly as 
she struggled to make sense of the situation and figure out what to do 
next. 


Eugene stole a glance down at the now exposed core of the Dragon 
Demon Castle. He had been thinking that Raimira would be safe 
underground, but it seemed he had underestimated the raw power 
that Jagon possessed. 


“H-Have you come to rescue this lady?” asked Raimira after a 
moment. 


Seeing that Raimira was about to fly out of the hole, Eugene extended 
his palm instead of answering her question. 


“Stay there,” said Eugene. 
“What...?” 
“Tt will be much safer there than here,” responded Eugene. 


‘Or so he says.’ Raimira lowered her posture once more without 


arguing. 


“Wait... isn’t it better for you to destroy the core right now? Then this 
lady will be able to get away from the Dragon Demon Castle, and we 
won't have to worry about me getting caught up...” 


Raimira’s words were very valid, but Eugene didn’t even bother 
hearing them through. 


‘There’s no way a dragon would die that easily.’ 


The worst outcome that Eugene could imagine was Raimira getting 
caught up in the battle and ultimately dying. However, as a dragon, 
Raimira was very sturdy, and she even knew how to utilize a little bit 
of Draconic. She was capable enough to keep herself safe. 


Eugene couldn’t afford to think about Raimira anymore, at least not 
when was Jagon approaching him from afar now. With malice and an 
aura of destruction surrounding him, Jagon finally broke away from 
being an unrecognizable lump of meat. He wasn’t much different from 
before in terms of appearance. The only noticeable difference was that 
he was slightly bigger than before. Yet, the ominous energy 
surrounding him was much greater in intensity compared to before. 


No matter how sturdy Raimira was, she would surely die if she were 
struck by Jagon’s terrible energy. This wasn’t just speculation; it was a 
fact proven by history. 


Dragons were vulnerable to the Dark Power of Demon Kings. In 
particular, almost half of all dragons had been wiped out at the hands 
of the Demon King of Destruction. It was much safer to prevent Jagon 
from approaching Raimira at all. 


“Stay there, and don’t move,” warned Eugene once more before slowly 
flying forward. 


He had no reason to rush, as Jagon was standing motionlessly, for 
unknown reasons, in the middle of the Dark Power, 


“Oh, dear...” Count Karad stood tall on the back of a flying demonic 
beast, taking in the delightful scenery of the Dragon Demon Castle 


turning into ruins. 


The dukedom had been safeguarded by the Black Dragon's name for 
three centuries, but it was now being ruthlessly destroyed. 
Furthermore, the individual accountable for this was none other than 
him — a nobleman from the fringes who had demonstrated his 
remarkable skills and proved himself time and time again to be an 
outstanding demon. 


Count Karad was ecstatic at the sight before him. He relished in the 
destruction and chaos that spread all over like wildfire. In fact, he was 
so enraptured that he could have watched for days on end. However, 
his euphoria was short-lived because he caught sight of Jagon hurtling 
an unrelenting storm of malice and energy toward them. The flying 
troops, including Count Karad, were rooted to the spot, unable to 
move or make a decision on whether to advance or retreat. 


“Jagon?” Count Karad called out. 


There were always demons whose names were mentioned in 
discussions about those who were the most famous, aside from the 
Three Dukes of Helmuth. One of them had been the Depraved Oberon, 
who had shown absolute domination while living in the same era as 
the three dukes. So, Jagon had proven himself to be powerful just 
with the feat of defeating his father. 


This very Jagon was currently engaged in a battle with someone, and 
shockingly, he was being forced back. Jagon had always been a 
horrible and hideous creature by nature, and his body had always 
reeked of blood. However, right now, there was a different type of 
energy emanating from Jagon. It was an instinctive and ominous 
feeling. 


Count Karad knew the origin of the ominous feeling. It was the Demon 
King of Destruction. Consequently, the aura emanating from Jagon 
conveyed a sense of despair even to other demonfolks. Moreover, 
Jagon did not distinguish between allies and enemies. 


Unlike the elves, the Beastfolk did not receive the love of spirits 
during their lives, nor did they have a vast knowledge of mana or an 
incredible ability to have offspring like humans. Instead, Beastfolks 
were blessed with a strong body. Although they lacked control over 


mana, their robust constitution made them capable of enduring most 
attacks, and their incredible regenerative powers allowed them to 
recover from even the most severe injuries. 


Count Karad had been taught about the history of the Beastfolk when 
he was a child. According to legend, the Beastfolk had succumbed to 
their primal instincts and become ruthless predators during the reign 
of the Depraved Oberon. They had indulged in flesh and blood during 
years of war, with an insatiable hunger for slaughter and carnage that 
seemed to never be satiated. 


However, the Beastfolk needed more power to continue their 
campaign of bloodshed, so they turned to the demon kings for aid. By 
making contracts with the demon kings, even the Beastfolk could 
learn to control Dark Power, and they chose to align themselves with 
the Demon King of Fury. Then when Fury fell, they turned their 
allegiance to the Demon King of Destruction. 


The Beastfolk of previous generations had betrayed their own kind, 
shifting their allegiance twice to satisfy their craving for slaughter and 
predation. It was natural that such habits had been passed down to 
Jagon. 


Jagon was hungry, and the reason for Jagon's hunger was evident. He 
had lost an excessive amount of blood and regenerated at an alarming 
rate. Eating was the only solution to satiate his hunger. Jagon did not 
fight against his instincts; instead, he followed in the footsteps of his 
predecessors. 


The ball of flesh squirmed in the rippling darkness. 


Count Karad had not earned his title through mere luck or chance; he 
had become the man he was today by winning numerous battles of all 
kinds. From territorial disputes to ranking battles and other forms of 
combat, he had honed his skills as a seasoned veteran. As such, his 
instincts were sharp and keen, warning him of the quiet and 
malevolent energy radiating from the ball of malice. 


He had no time to shout a warning or to order his flying steed. 
Instead, Count Karad immediately jumped off the back of his flying 
demonic beast. There were others by his side — demonfolks who had 
guarded his side as his escorts for a long time. Even so, Count Karad 


did not hesitate to jump alone. 


Count Karad understood the gravity of the situation. A single moment 
of hesitation could mean his demise, and his intuition proved him 
right. Almost instantaneously, the mass of flesh and darkness — Jagon 
— morphed into a colossal mouth and devoured both the demonic 
beast and Count Karad's guards in one swift motion. 


Their deaths were swift and dreadful, leaving them no time to even 
cry out in terror before their demise. The Dark Power of Destruction 
obliterated and consumed its victims, erasing them entirely from 
existence. 


However, Jagon still wasn’t full yet. 
Fwoosh! 


Jagon unleashed dozens of tendrils of darkness, each one accompanied 
by writhing tentacles of flesh that thrashed toward the crumbling city. 
The fleshy appendages searched their surroundings with gaping jaws, 
akin to a pack of snakes on the hunt for their next meal. 


Cannibalism among demonfolks wasn’t a rare thing, and it had been 
typical in the past. Humans did not grow stronger by eating their own 
kind unless it was accompanied by black magic or sorcery. However, 
it was different from demonfolks. For them, the strongest path to 
power was to cannibalize other demonfolks. Although there were risks 
involved, many were willing to take them during times of war and 
strife, as murder and violence were commonplace for demonfolks. In 
the demon world, the strongest path to power was often paved with 
the flesh and blood of their own kind. 


‘He’s coming,’ Jagon thought. 


Although Jagon was faithful to his instincts, his sense of reason 
remained unshakeable. As such, he calmly reviewed his previous 
battle, and he couldn’t deny that it had been one-sided. Jagon had 
been strong since birth, a natural predator. He had never lost a battle, 
and he had never failed to kill after setting his target on his prey. He 
ate when he was hungry, and he drank when he was thirsty. 


Yet, it wasn’t working out as usual against his current prey. Jagon had 
fought, yet he failed to win. He had wanted to kill, yet he failed to 
kill. He was hungry and thirsty, yet he failed to eat and failed to 
drink. Jagon had never experienced such shackles until today. 


Eugene Lionheart was approaching him now. 


Jagon had never imagined such a scenario, even in his wildest dreams. 
He had known that the Black Dragon wouldn’t be present for the 
invasion. So, he had thought he would simply eat his fill; he had not 
expected a battle that could give him pleasure. 


So, he couldn’t deny that the current situation had caught him 
completely unaware. The Black Dragon wasn’t here, but Eugene 
Lionheart was, and Jagon had suffered a totally one-sided humiliation 
from the human. Jargon had been decapitated, and his head had been 
sent flying away. 


After preying on some demonfolks and devouring them, Jagon 
withdrew the Dark Power. He was receiving incredible power by using 
it, but he knew that the Dark Power would continue to eat away at his 
body in exchange, so he couldn’t keep using it. 


There was a sudden roar, and Jagon had to struggle to come to his 
senses. The collision sent Jagon flying far back as if it were the most 
natural thing in the world. 


It was truly unbelievable, but this was the truth. Rubble collapsed on 
top of Jagon and threatened to bury him alive, but the Dark Power of 
Destruction surrounding him simply annihilated the wreckage. Eugene 
suppressed his nausea and glared at Jagon while raising Wynnyd. 


The wind suddenly intensified, and a storm began to build with 
Eugene at its center. Moreover, this wasn’t regular wind but rather 
waves and waves of mana crafted into a storm conducted by the Storm 
Sword. With a downward slash of the sword, Eugene directed the full 
force of the storm toward Jagon. 


The blow brought the entire city down, engulfing the demonfolks who 
had failed to escape, as well as the demonfolks ransacking the city and 
slaughtering its residents. Nevertheless, their fate was none of 


Eugene’s business. Rather, he was focused on Jagon and only Jagon. 


Eugene glared at Jagon as the Beastfolk raised himself within the 
storm. All the feathers scattered in the surroundings were capturing 
Jagon’s minute movements. The Dark Power of Destruction showed 
off its presence even while Jagon was caught up in the storm of mana. 


Booom! 


Jagon stomped his feet, causing the ground to sink and the storm to 
dissipate. Then Eugene quickly switched out the Wynnyd for the Holy 
Sword before diving toward the ground. 


Just before Eugene’s sword and Jagon’s claws made contact, a 
collision of light and Dark Power erupted. The Holy Sword emitted a 
powerful light and resisted the Dark Power of Destruction, but despite 
its efforts, it failed to gain any advantage. Jagon's power, which 
belonged to the strongest Demon King, was simply too great. 


If the Light and the Dark Power were to collide head-on, the Light 
would be devoured, and the Holy Sword would wither away. 
However, Eugene was twisting and turning the blade at just the right 
moments to deflect Jagon’s blows and chip away at his Dark Power. 


Meanwhile, Count Karad was muttering under his breath during his 
struggle to maintain his footing as the two monsters clashed. 


"Monsters," he whispered to himself while taking in the sight of the 
destruction around him. 


Hundreds of demonfolks had formed an army to invade the city, but 
now most of them — as well as the city’s residents numbering several 
times that of the demonfolks — lay dead. The majority of them had 
been caught in the crossfire between the two powerful beings. 


The clashing of the two opposing forces was a deadly bane for the 
demons, leaving them exposed and vulnerable. The Dark Power of 
Destruction was indiscriminate in its destruction, mercilessly 
devouring anything that crossed its path. On the other hand, the 
radiant glow emanating from the Holy Sword was a death sentence for 
the demonfolks, for it had the power to purify and vanquish them. To 


survive, the demonfolks had to flee and create as much distance from 
the two monstrous powers as possible. 


‘I’m not being pushed back, but I can’t grab the upper hand either,’ Eugene 
remarked inwardly. 


Eugene had swung the Holy Sword hundreds of times in a short 
moment. He had slashed the coat of Dark Power surrounding Jagon 
multiple times but had never managed to reach the Beastfolk’s fur. 
Even the light of the Holy Sword, which typically purged the Dark 
Power of demons with ease, was ineffective against Jagon. 


‘It must be because of the Demon King,’ Eugene surmised. 


The Demon King whose power Jagon was using was not just any 
Demon King but the strongest Demon King. So, even though the Holy 
Sword wasn’t lacking in any way, it simply wasn’t powerful enough to 
blow away the Dark Power of Destruction. 


However, the Holy Sword allowed Eugene to hold his own against 
Jagon. Simply holding the Holy Sword allowed Eugene’s sanity to be 
protected against the ominous and insane power of darkness. 
Moreover, the light of the Holy Sword repelled the Dark Power and 
prevented it from eroding Eugene’s mana. 


Nevertheless, what Eugene needed wasn’t a protective Light. He 
needed destruction in the shape of a sword, an object that annihilated 
everything it reflected — the Moonlight Sword. 


Eugene stepped back from the rampaging malice and placed his hand 
inside his cloak. He had never taken out the Moonlight Sword ever 
since recovering one of its pieces from the mine. Eugene had judged it 
to be too dangerous, and if truth be told, he wasn’t confident in 
having complete control over the Moonlight Sword. Yes, he could 
swing it, but once he did, he wasn’t sure he could control the power to 
specify exactly how much power it would contain and how much it 
would destroy. 


It had been the same in the mine. When he gathered the fragments 
together, Eugene had definitely been holding the Moonlight Sword, 
and he had not been intending to destroy the mine at all. Rather, he 


had been trying to keep the situation under control. 


Yet, he had failed miserably. Eugene had done his best to suppress the 
light, but it had gone out of control, sweeping everything around him 
and completely destroying the mine. Fortunately, he had not needed 
to use the Moonlight Sword during his time in Helmuth, so he had 
been intending on grasping control over the weapon later, in a safer 
place. 


‘Control?’ 


Eugene didn’t bother hindering his lips from twitching into a smile. 
Rather, he grinned while pulling out the pommel of the Moonlight 
Sword. This was an opportunity. Truth be told, Eugene was curious. 
He wondered how powerful the Moonlight Sword had become after it 
was restored partially. 


Three hundred years ago, the Moonlight Sword’s power had not been 
inferior to the Dark Power of the Demon Kings. 


‘I don’t expect the same power from the current form, though.’ 


Eugene unveiled the sword from its ordinary sheath. Before recovering 
a fragment at the mine, the Moonlight Sword had been a sword of 
light erupting from a small fragment of its blade, but it was different 
now. With the addition of the fragment recovered from the mine, the 
Moonlight Sword’s blade had been restored to about a third of its 
original form. 


The missing piece of the blade had been replaced by pale moonlight. 
Before recovering an additional fragment, the light of the Moonlight 
Sword had rampaged of its own will, but now, it extended straight like 
a polished blade. 


Nonetheless, that was only on the surface. The outrageous power 
contained in the sword still craved to run wild, and the hand holding 
the pommel of the sword throbbed. An eerie feeling washed over 
Eugene as he raised the Moonlight Sword to his side. 


Gwoooo... 


The moonlight flickered. There was no need to use the Empty Sword 
or sword-force. In the first place, it was impossible to imbue such 
techniques with the Moonlight Sword. 


In its essence, the Moonlight Sword was destruction in the form of a 
sword. It could not be used with anything else, as it ripped, destroyed, 
and exterminated everything in its path. Even Vermouth had failed to 
utilize any of his techniques with the Moonlight Sword, and in fact, 
there had been no need to do so. 


Simply swinging the Moonlight Sword proved sufficient for Eugene’s 
situation. The malicious Dark Power was engulfed by moonlight, and 
the malicious energy, which destroyed and devoured everything, 
failed to overcome the moonlight. Rather, the Dark Power of 
Destruction seemingly struggled in the moonlight before melting 
away. 


Jagon instinctively leaped back as the Moonlight Sword drew a 
crescent through the air. Nothing was left where the wave of crescent 
had passed through. 


‘What is this?’ Jagon felt his hair stand on end. 


His lips felt dry, he felt goosebumps rising on his skin, and his heart 
was thumping rapidly. He felt confused by the strange emotions that 
grasped his heart. 


Jagon stared at Eugene and the moonlight contained in his hand. 
What exactly was the light Eugene held? Was it sword-force? Was it 
magic? Divine power? No, it was nothing. That light was nothing, but 
at the same time, it was a power that destroyed everything. Jagon 
instinctively comprehended the nature of the light, and he felt a 
strange sense of foreboding about it. 


Jagon let rip a roar before bursting into the air. Fleeing with his tail 
tucked behind his back wasn’t an option, so he attempted to alleviate 
his fear with a mighty roar. 


Rumblee! 


Pale moonlight and the Dark Power collided. Eugene wielded his 


sword to the best of his ability without using any techniques. He 
slashed through the Dark Power that threatened to destroy him and 
stabbed in what he deemed to be the right directions. Even though the 
Moonlight Sword was an absurdly powerful tool, it didn’t mean 
Eugene could swing it recklessly. A sword was only good as its user, 
and it would better reach its target with sophisticated swings. He 
swung the sword with precision and care, directing it toward his 
opponent in calculated movements. 


The city — or rather, the world — began to collapse. This place was 
no longer the Dragon Demon Castle from before. The ruins were 
quickly transformed into an empty wasteland, and the ground was 
turned upside down. 


The Moonlight Sword left nothing but destruction in its wake, 
obliterating even the ground it passed over as Jagon sprinted tirelessly 
within its glow. The castle was slowly being cut down with each 
powerful slash of the absurd weapon. 


The ground was sinking slowly, or so Jagon thought. He realized that 
he had been mistaken about that when he leaped high into the sky. It 
wasn’t only that the ground beneath the Dragon Demon Castle was 
being slashed to nothingness; rather, the castle was crashing to the 
ground beneath. The castle’s core had been overloaded due to the 
unceasing waves of destruction. The Dragon Demon Castle wasn’t 
plummeting, but it was gradually descending in altitude. 


Eugene wasn’t fond of the slow descent. He wished that the castle 
would go crashing down on the territory of Karabloom instead. 


Then Eugene flashed a wicked grin as he extended his fiery wing, 
causing Jagon to instinctively retreat with a flinch. Nevertheless, as 
Jagon observed the situation, he found that something was different 
this time. Every time Eugene unleashed his wing of fire in the past, 
there had been disastrous consequences. Yet, as Jagon watched warily 
now, nothing seemed to be happening. 


“What did you do?” asked Jagon. 


“T destroyed it,” answered Eugene with a smile. 


Booooooom! 


The Dragon Demon Castle started to quake, even though Eugene had 
not swung the Moonlight Sword. The earthquake divided the land 
beneath Eugene and Jagon into several pieces, signaling the 
acceleration of the Dragon Demon Castle’s descent. 


Eugene had done a simple thing. He had left behind a few feathers 
with Prominence near the core to keep an eye on Raimira. So, he 
created black spots with those feathers and shattered the core. With its 
control mechanism completely destroyed, the Dragon Demon Castle 
was now plummeting in earnest. 


“Do you want to die together?” asked Jagon, noticing the acceleration 
in their fall. 


“What are you talking about?” said Eugene with a smile. “You’re 
going to die before this lump of land crashes below.” 


Chapter 266 
Jagon (6) 


As if to prove his words, Eugene wielded his blade while twisting his 
waist. A burst of moonlight swept through the air, but Jagon chose to 
jump to evade the blow instead of engaging it head-on. 


Triggered by the destruction of its core, the fall of the Dragon Demon 
Castle had begun. The massive structure, which had been suspended 
in the air for centuries, was now disintegrating into countless 
fragments that rained down on the ground below. 


Jagon, moving with incredible speed, navigated through the chaos 
with his kicks shattering the debris that threatened to impede his 
progress. Furthermore, he wasn’t simply jumping. The Dark Power 
surrounding him bent to his will and formed into the same shape as 
before when he had been devouring countless demons. The same 
tendrils that had allowed him to consume the multitudes of demons 
earlier sprouted from his back and lashed out at Eugene with deadly 
force. 


It looked as if there were dozens of snakes attached to the back of a 
giant bear, but it wasn’t a charming appearance by any means. 


Eugene clicked his tongue in annoyance and activated his Prominence 
ability to augment his speed even further. Though his Lightning Flash 
ability had already granted him incredible swiftness, the added boost 
from Prominence's wings allowed him to move with even greater 
velocity. Despite the breakneck pace, Eugene maintained absolute 
control over his movements, ensuring that he didn't lose command 
over his own speed like before. 


Was Jagon moving too fast for Eugene’s eyes? The very notion of that 
was preposterous. Eugene had absolute control over the space around 
him, and he was fully aware of Jagon's every move, even those 
beyond his line of sight. While he gazed beyond the writhing mass of 
serpents, he watched Jagon gather the Dark Power onto his massive 


claws. A smile spread across Eugene’s face as he deftly gripped the hilt 
of his Moonlight Sword in reverse. 


Craaack! 


A sudden burst of purple lightning illuminated the dim glow of the 
moonlight, shattering the accumulation of Dark Power that Jagon had 
been assembling. Reacting swiftly, Jagon severed the portion of his 
power that was being eroded. He was still unable to discern the 
identity of the ominous light. 


The Demon King of Destruction was the strongest Demon King and 
even more powerful than the Demon King of Incarceration. Yet, the 
power granted to him by the Demon King of Destruction was being 
overpowered by the pale light. 


"Boss?" one of Jagon's subordinates called out with a voice barely 
audible over the cacophony of destruction. 


Despite the devastation that had befallen them, including the 
aftermath of the fierce battle between Eugene and Jagon, not all of the 
demons had perished, and this subordinate of Jagon’s that had 
managed to survive was struggling amid the debris. In lieu of a verbal 
response, Jagon simply gestured with one of his tendrils, signaling his 
intent. 


Jagon's decision to employ one of his subordinates as a shield had 
nothing to do with hunger; it was a strategic maneuver to block the 
oncoming onslaught of moonlight. The unfortunate demon had been a 
skilled and powerful fighter, yet he perished instantaneously under 
the intensity of the attack, unable to even utter a final cry before 
being consumed by the moonlit energy. 


Jagon was convinced once more after seeing his subordinate die. The 
only thing that allowed him to stay on an equal footing with Eugene 
was the Dark Power of Destruction covering his body. Without it, it 
was abundantly clear that Jagon would have met the same ill-fated 
demise as his comrade long before now due to being unable to 
withstand the full brunt of Eugene's deadly strikes. 


“You—” Jagon called out. 


Booom! 


Jagon took a large step back. Though the massive structure was 
hurtling toward the ground at an accelerated pace, Jagon had more 
pressing matters to attend to. It was clear that Karabloom would be 
devastated once the large landmass crashed onto the ground. 
However, the fate of Karabloom was of no concern to him; a mere fall 
would not be sufficient to end his life. 


The only thing he cared about was what Eugene had said. The human 
had threatened to that he would have Jagon dead before the castle 
reached the ground, and Jagon could not help but feel that it had not 
been simply an arrogant provocation. 


Perhaps... 
“What are you?” asked Jagon. 


He was indifferent to others and faithful to his own instincts. 
However, be that as it may, Jagon could not help but wonder about 
Eugene. There were too many unanswered questions and too many 
curiosities. 


Eugene Lionheart was hailed as the descendant of the legendary Great 
Vermouth and the Hero and recognized by the Holy Sword as well... 
but was that truly all that made him so formidable? Jagon couldn't 
fathom how a mere lineage and a holy relic could confer such 
immense strength. After all, Jagon himself was a force to be reckoned 
with, and few demons in Helmuth, aside from the Three Dukes, could 
boast of having accumulated as much power as he had. 


Despite his considerable power, Jagon had been unable to land a 
single effective strike against Eugene in their fierce battle. He had 
tried everything in his arsenal in an attempt to overwhelm Eugene 
with his destructive might, but it had all been to no avail. Not even a 
drop of blood had spilled from Eugene. Even after invoking the power 
of destruction, all Jagon had managed to do in the battle was 
physically push Eugene back, and even then, he had failed to 
penetrate Eugene’s defenses. 


Was it because of that mysterious sword? Still, Jagon could not 


entirely attribute the situation to the sword. The balance of their 
battle had been consistent from the beginning until now; Jagon had 
failed to overwhelm Eugene even before he had taken out the 
Moonlight Sword. 


So what was it then? It was... the strange way Eugene moved. He 
moved in an almost... otherworldly way. Every step he took was 
precise, skilled, and calculated. It made his opponent seem like a 
child, and indeed, Jagon felt like a child in Eugene's hands. Eugene's 
composure only added to the effect. He had been showing a leisurely 
attitude for the entire duration of the battle. It was as if he had been 
born for this moment, and nothing could shake his resolve. 


Jagon expressed his disbelief, "I find it hard to believe that you are 
Eugene Lionheart." 


It was true that he had never met Eugene before, nor had he taken any 
interest in Eugene despite having heard his name in the past. The 
reason was that Jagon never looked down, only up. He gazed at the 
Three Dukes of Helmuth, the Three Mages of Incarceration, and 
perhaps the knights who were reputed to be the best of the best across 
the continent — if he bothered to turn his gaze in that direction. 


Eugene Lionheart was simply... too young. 
“Are you... the Great Vermouth?” asked Jagon. 


He knew it was ridiculous, but he couldn’t help but ask. There were 
simply too many similarities between Eugene and the Great 
Vermouth. 


No, to be completely honest, it boiled down to a matter of pride. 
Jagon could not believe that he could be overwhelmed unless his 
opponent was hiding a secret like that. 


—I cut off your father’s head several times too. 


Eugene’s words had not really registered during Jagon’s bout of anger 
earlier, but now, they resurfaced. It provided Jagon with some 
certainty of his suspicions. 


“Hamel,” answered Eugene truthfully. “Hamel Dynas.” 


It was inconsequential for Eugene to reveal his true identity now as 
only Jagon would be aware of it, and Jagon was destined to meet his 
demise soon. 


Jagon’s eyes trembled after hearing Eugene’s answer. There was no 
way he didn’t know the name ‘Hamel Dynas.’ 


“Hamel of Massacre.” A distorted smile hung around Jagon’s mouth. 


However, he did not fall into denial, and he did not sigh in resignation 
either. Rather, his opponent’s identity relieved him and gave him joy. 
Although Jagon’s dead father had never indulged him with any old 
stories, Hamel’s name was more renowned in Helmuth than it was in 
the continent. 


Nevertheless, Jagon didn't bother expressing any sense of honor 
toward Eugene. Instead, he kicked off from the wreckage and 
propelled himself toward Eugene like a meteorite. Eugene anticipated 
Jagon's movements and adjusted his stance accordingly. 


Black blood splashed, and Jagon's severed arm fell to the ground with 
a thud as the clash between the Dark Power and the moonlight 
created a gory spectacle. Jagon was both surprised and amazed that 
his arm had been severed in a single blow. Despite this, he quickly 
regained his composure and focused on his remaining arm, channeling 
all the Dark Power he could muster into it. 


The explosion of Dark Power engulfed Eugene, and in that short 
moment, Jagon regenerated his lost arm. With each swing of his arms, 
Jagon’s sharp claws sent forth deadly attacks toward Eugene, and the 
debris surrounding them was sliced into minuscule pieces. 


As Jagon searched for his opponent, a sense of unease crept up on 
him. Suddenly, he looked up to see a building hurtling down toward 
him. A sign displaying the name of the establishment was clearly 
visible. It read ‘Giabella Steak House.’ 


Booom! 


Jagon thrust his fist at the plummeting building and caused it to 
shatter, forming a cloud of dust and concrete. 


Roaaaar! 


He howled as he stood in the middle of the hazy dust and wiped away 
the obscuring dust particles from his surroundings. However, although 
there was no more dust, small black dots materialized in their place. 
The dots started to merge into a bigger form, and even though the 
result was only a black lump the size of a fist, Jagon could feel a 
formidable power emanating from it. 


“Holy shit.” 


Jagon had always been the one to shock others with his power and 
strength, but this time, it was different. He was appalled by Eugene. 
As Jagon faced the oncoming violence from Eugene, he couldn't help 
but laugh in disbelief. 


Rumbleee! 
Myriads of black spots washed over Jagon. 
“Krrr...!” 


Jagon’s body was covered in wounds, and his mouth was filled with 
blood. He had focused all his energy on defending himself, but it was 
still not enough. The Dark Power of Destruction was poison for 
demons. Despite this, Jagon had constantly relied on it to fight while 
relying on his ability to regenerate, and in the process, he had 
sustained injuries all over his body, including his neck and arms. 
Additionally, some of his Dark Power had been nullified by the 
Moonlight Sword. 


Jagon stabilized his stumbling body and raised his fist. However, he 
still could not see Eugene. Had Eugene hidden his presence with that 
damned leap once more? Or were Jagon’s senses becoming dull and 
his vision blurry? Jagon swallowed a mouthful of blood before 
swinging his fists recklessly. 


Death was coming for him. 


Despite his doubts, Jagon's senses were still fully operational, and his 
intuition was sending out a warning. However, he chose to trust his 
instincts, and he attempted to counter the oncoming attack by 
reaching out. It turned out to be a mistake as he should have avoided 
the attack entirely instead of defending or retaliating against it. 


Jagon's attempt to block the Moonlight Sword with his Dark Power 
was in vain as the crescent slash passed through him, slicing off his 
right hand in the process. Nevertheless, he realized his mistake too 
late and was left with no choice but to suffer the consequences. 


Jagon hurriedly reached out for his severed right hand, but the 
crescent light descended rapidly, slicing off the rest of his right arm 
from the shoulder. 


T can still regenerate.’ 


It would just regenerate a little slower, but it was entirely possible. 
Jagon extended his remaining hand. In the end, his opponent was still 
human. No matter how strong his opponent was and even if he was 
the infamous Hamel, he was human. 


Just once — all he needed was to make contact just once. As soon as 
Jagon made contact, he could crush the human’s body. Regardless of 
whatever methods of defense the human had, whether it was an Aura 
Shield or something else, Jagon could crush it using his own brute 
strength and the Dark Power of Destruction. 


Feeling hopeful, Jagon lunged with his fist. However, Jagon’s ploy 
was obvious, but Eugene wasn’t heartless enough to ignore Jagon’s 
desperate move. Eugene’s lips curled up into a twisted smile, and he 
responded in kind with his own fist. As the two fists neared each 
other, Eugene slowly opened his fist. 


Jagon saw a white light blooming from Eugene’s hand. The glistening 
figures of light clung to one another, and within the round sphere, 
black spots began to appear. 


“Eclipse,” Eugene’s mocking whisper dug into Jagon’s ears. 


As Eugene hurled the miniature sun toward him, it promptly turned 


completely black. 
Booooom! 


It was as if the sun had descended into the atmosphere. Jagon had 
taken Eclipse head-on. This wasn’t a weaker version conjured by 

Prominence but the skill in its full brilliance. The skill’s enormous 
power completely blew Jagon away, along with his consciousness. 


Jagon tumbled through the air and crashed into the ground with 
tremendous force. When he finally came to, he was coughing up dirt 
and debris, still feeling disoriented from the impact. Looking up from 
the hole he had created, his vision was limited to a narrow view of the 
sky above. Eugene's figure loomed overhead, and Jagon braced 
himself as a swarm of black sunspots descended upon him. 


With a burst of energy, Jagon shielded his head and arms from the 
incoming attack. His movements were restricted by the unrelenting 
explosions that eradicated the ground around him. Yet, despite having 
more space to move, his freedom was completely robbed by the 
constant explosions. 


‘I’m going to die.’ This realization struck Jagon once more. His death 
felt near and so much more real than before. 


Jagon coughed up blood while forcing his eyes open. His vision was 
red and black. Nevertheless, Jagon believed that he still had one more 
chance remaining to fight back as soon as the bombing ended, or 
rather... when his opponent attempted to confirm his death. 


He imagined that moment. The battle had been one-sided, a fight that 
had pushed him to the brink of death, but he would survive in the 
end. Jagon would remember it as the toughest battle in his life. Today 
would be etched as a monumental day, a day when he neared death 
for the first time in his life — a day that would allow him to leap to 
greater heights. He would relish his victory after devouring Eugene’s 
— or rather, the terrible Hamel’s heart. 


Jagon’s line of vision was now illuminated. The red color from his 
blood and the darkness from the blindness were gone from his vision. 
Jagon’s eyes were filled with only the eerie and murky moonlight. It 


was as if he were gazing upon the full moon. 


He had been gunning for the opportunity to fight back and win this 
battle, but he had not imagined how he would actually do it. In the 
end, it turned out to be a greedy and hopeful thought. 


Jagon chuckled and dipped his head. He was finally forced into 
resignation; he knew he could not win this battle. Now, he was going 
to die today. Eugene had been right. The Dragon Demon Castle was 
still in descent, far from crashing down into the land below. 
Meanwhile, Jagon had been trapped in the ground, and he would soon 
die. 


“Hamel of Massacre,” Jagon called out. 


His gaze was fixed on the Moonlight Sword piercing through his chest. 
He had never been able to get a proper look at it before, as the intense 
and ominous light that surrounded the blade was too blinding. 
Nonetheless, now, with the sword lodged in his heart, he had no 
choice but to study it. 


“What is this sword?” Jagon asked. 


The moonlight permeated his body, causing it to gradually disappear 
into nothingness. He had long exhausted the Dark Power surrounding 
him. 


“The Moonlight Sword,” answered Eugene. 
“As expected,” responded Jagon with a chuckle. 


He had heard about it from Oberon during his childhood. It was the 
most horrible yet powerful sword that Vermouth had used; it was an 
ominous sword that was unfit to be called the Hero’s sword. The 
Moonlight Sword was a sword that threatened to destroy everything in 
existence, and it had disappeared from the Lionheart family. 


“What kind of existence is the Demon King of Destruction?” asked 
Eugene without pulling out the sword. 


Jagon was the most prominent of the few vassals that the Demon King 
of Destruction had, so there was a chance that he knew something 
about the Demon King of Destruction. 


“The Demon King of Destruction is an unfathomable being,” said 
Jagon. 


His lips curved into a smile as blood filled his mouth and dripped 
down his chin. He had encountered the Demon King of Destruction 
once, in a deserted temple, and knelt before him to sign a contract 
with him. However, he had never truly seen the Demon King's face, 
convinced that he couldn't bring himself to look up at the latter. 


“So, even you don’t know anything about him?” asked Eugene. 


“IT am not a special existence to the Demon King of Destruction,” 
answered Jagon. 


The Demon King of Destruction did not care about the deaths of his 
vassals. In fact, most Demon Kings were similar in this regard, except 
for the Demon King of Fury. Nevertheless, if a Demon King had a 
liking for one of their vassals, they could well provide them with 
enough power to keep them alive. However, the Demon King of 
Destruction had done no such thing, and Jagon had not expected 
anything either. 


“T wonder if even the other Demon Kings would understand 
Destruction,” muttered Jagon while vomiting blood. “Hamel of 
Massacre. You... knew my father, Oberon.” 


“Yes,” 
“Was I stronger than my father?” asked Jagon. 


It was his final question, and he was sincerely curious. He had killed 
his father with his own hands, and he was convinced that he was 
stronger. Still, he wanted to hear the answer from Hamel, who had 
battled against him as well as his father in his prime. 


“T think you might be a little bit stronger,” said Eugene with a grin 
while pulling out his sword. “But I can’t say for sure. I’m much 


stronger than I was back then.” 


It wasn’t a satisfactory answer. However, Jagon did not have the 
energy to ask another question. Even if he did, he would not be able 
to ask it anyway, as Eugene proceeded to slit his throat with the 
Moonlight Sword. 


Chapter 267 
My Hamel (1) 


Raimira stood frozen in fear, her body trembling with anxiety as she 
stood before the Dragon Demon Castle's core. The core had been 
obliterated in a sudden and violent explosion, but she remained rooted 
to the spot, unable to flee. 


Despite her overwhelming desire to escape, something held her there, 
an unexplainable force that kept her in place. It was true that the core 
had been shattered, but it was not completely destroyed. Instead, the 
explosion seemed almost controlled, as only about half of the core had 
been blown away, leaving the rest intact. 


The backbone of the system had been completely wrecked, leaving the 
Dragon Demon Castle falling at breakneck speed toward the ground 
below. Despite this, Raimira was not able to breathe a sigh of relief. 
The core, though barely functioning, still existed and was bound to 
her in some way. Its presence ensured she could not simply walk away 
from the disaster unfolding before her eyes. 


Her bondage meant that Raizakia had been much more obsessed with 
keeping Raimira contained than with the safety of the Dragon Demon 
Castle. Even if the core was partially destroyed and could no longer 
perform its functions, Raizakia had been determined not to liberate 
Raimira until the end. In a way, it was a curse. A curse to ensure that 
Raimira would meet her end with the Dragon Demon Castle if the 
situation ever went out of his control. 


Raimira was oblivious to her father's malicious intentions, and she had 
no desire to entertain such thoughts. Instead, she remained rooted to 
the spot, trembling with fear as the castle hurtled towards its 
inevitable collapse. Explosions echoed through the city, not far from 
where she stood, adding to the chaos and fear that gripped her heart. 


The once-great city of the Dragon Demon Castle was disintegrating 
before her eyes. The sprawling metropolis and the massive landmass 


on which it stood was breaking apart like brittle crackers, their 
fragments scattering before exploding into nothing more than dust. 


Gulp. 


Raimira swallowed her saliva unknowingly, and she could see the 
fleeting image of the intruder in the chain of explosions and 
destruction. Although Raimira wasn’t familiar with battles, she 
understood that what she saw was nothing more than one-sided 
violence. 


Raimira's draconic instincts screamed at her, warning her that the 
creature was not one she should ever engage in battle. And yet, she 
watched in astonishment as the monster was being pummeled into 
submission, thrown into the air, having its arm severed, bleeding 
profusely before being hurled into the rubble of a towering building, 
and finally... 


‘He’s dead!’ 


The monster’s presence disappeared. She could no longer feel the 
ominous power responsible for raising goosebumps on her entire 
body. 


Raimira took several steps back with a pale expression. She knew the 
unknown intruder was strong, but she had never imagined he was this 
powerful! 


“T-It’s falling...” 
Boom! 


The wreckage of the Dragon Demon Castle shook violently. Raimira 
embraced the remainder of the core with a tearful face. 


The inevitable was now only seconds away. Within a dozen 
heartbeats, the shattered remains of the once-mighty castle would 
collide with the Fief of Karabloom, unleashing a catastrophic event of 
immense proportions. 


“What are you doing?” 
Fwoosh! 


Lightning flames crackled, and Eugene appeared out of thin air, 
having leaped to a feather, before asking a question with a tired 
expression. 


He had replaced Ignition with Prominence, but the strain left him 
depleted even with the Agaroth’s Ring taking on the resulting burden. 
So he was exhausted and fatigued, albeit not comparable to the 
aftermath of using Ignition. 


Raimira let out a whimper, her voice trembling with fear as she spoke. 
"T-this lady... can't run away," she said, her words barely audible. 
Eugene shifted his gaze towards the broken core and let out a vain 
laugh. With a burst of sword-force, he blasted away the remaining 
fragments of the core in a deafening boom. 


“Hiek!” The resulting explosion startled Raimira, and she shrunk back 
while covering her head with her arms. 


“Kiyaa!” But instead of comforting her or giving an explanation, 
Eugene made a move. He took the flailing body of Raimira in one arm, 
then unfolded the burning Wing of Prominence. 


In a flash, Eugene made his escape from the Dragon Demon Castle, 
soaring high into the sky. Raimira clung to his arm with a vice-like 
grip, her screams piercing the air as the incredible acceleration 
threatened to overwhelm her with terror. 


After the two of them rose to a suitable height, Eugene looked down 
at the falling debris of the castle. 


“Wow,” he exclaimed with a smile of unspeakable satisfaction and 
happiness. 


Boooooooom! 


What came next was a spectacle of unimaginable proportions — a 


colossal explosion that shook the very foundations of reality. The 
tremors were so violent that they seemed to make the sky above 
quiver in response. The Dragon Demon Castle had fallen from a great 
height, and upon impact, it unleashed a catastrophic blast that was 
akin to a Meteor Shower conjured by an Archwizard, tearing through 
the heart of Karabloom. 


Karabloom was utterly defenseless against an attack from above, with 
no means to protect itself against the catastrophic impact of the falling 
Dragon Demon Castle. It was impossible to say whether the 
demonfolks had managed to evacuate in time, but the ensuing chaos 
was swift and merciless. The remains of the castle rained down upon 
the city with brutal force, obliterating everything in its path. The 
sheer impact of the collisions from the castle remains was enough to 
cause the very ground beneath to vanish while the ensuing 
shockwaves rippled outwards and destroyed everything in their wake. 


Booooooom! 


The explosions and the tremors continued without stopping, just as 
Eugene had intended. He had carved out the large landmass into 
pieces for a reason — to maximize the damage it would cause when it 
crashed down below. 


“T should have brought snacks,” commented Eugene. 


“T have some,” responded Mer while poking her head out of the cloak. 
She handed Eugene a box of popcorn while taking a glance at the 
disaster taking place below. 


As Karabloom burned and crumbled into nothingness before their very 
eyes, they floated and watched, casually munching on popcorn. 
Despite the lack of refreshments, Eugene had no trouble stuffing his 
face with the savory kernels, washing them down with hearty gulps of 
air. 


“Abh... Ah... T-this lady’s... territory...,” called out Raimira with 
despair. 


“Your territory? Where?” mocked Eugene. 


“That’s right. How is it your territory? It was you who decided to 
abandon your territory and run away in the first place,” said Mer. 


“Ah... I-it was because the situation could not have been avoided. This 
lady wanted to fulfill her duties as the lord, but she could not help it 
with the power she held. This lady did not run away but took a step 
back for the sake of the future,” retorted Raimira, making excuses 
while stealing glances at the popcorn. 


She was a dragon, a creature close to the gods. Dragons did not need 
to eat since they could maintain their existence with mana. Even so, 
they ate for the sake of enjoyment. Raimira had also tasted many 
dishes over the two hundred years she lived in the secluded palace. 


However, as a dragon and the daughter of the Black Dragon, Raimira 
was a proud, dignified creature. The popcorn that Eugene and Mer so 
casually enjoyed appeared to her as something insignificant and 
unpalatable, fit only for commoners and peasants. Under normal 
circumstances, she would not have even given it a second glance. 


However... she couldn’t help but notice that Eugene and Mer 
appeared to be really enjoying themselves with the popcorn. The 
savory and salty aroma and the crisp crunches drew her curiosity. 


“That... looks quite good. If you offer it to this lady as a tribute, this 
lady will be very satisfied,” Raimira finally spoke up after some 
contemplation. 


“What are you saying?” 
“You’re not getting any since your attitude is horrible.” 


Despair fell in Raimira’s eyes at the firm refusal. She felt more sadness 
to be denied popcorn than to see the land being destroyed. After all, 
she had never been attached to the flying landmass anyways. 


“Tsk.” Eugene squinted while watching the destruction take place. The 
dust and the destruction from the initial crash were being halted in an 
unnatural fashion at a certain boundary. Looking down at the scene 
from such a height, it was clear that there was a clear boundary 
restricting further spread. 


Eugene observed that the destruction caused by the collision of the 
Dragon Demon Castle with the Fief of Karabloom was contained 
within a specific boundary. While the city was wiped out completely, 
the surrounding area remained unscathed. The ground shook 
violently, but not a single tree fell or a crack appeared outside the 
boundary. 


He could guess the reason. 


Someone had purposely set up a barrier to prevent the destruction 
from crossing the boundary. 


“Huff... huff...” 
He was alive. 


That was the only thing he could think of. Although his left arm had 
been swept away by the explosion, he was still alive. In fact, an arm 
was a cheap price to pay to have survived that ridiculous fight. 


Even though his arm wasn’t regenerating instantly after being 
consumed by the strange and sinister power Jagon had used, it would 
regenerate sometime soon. In other words, he had suffered no physical 
damage. 


However, he had lost other things, and this made Count Karad 
despair. 


He had waged so much on the war, and most of the wealth he had 
collected over his lifetime had been used to hire Jagon and the 
mercenaries. In addition, he had invested all of the elite soldiers under 
his command, including his personal guards. 


A brilliant future would have been waiting for him if he had won. He 
would have gotten possession of the Dragon Demon Castle, which was 
created by the Black Dragon himself, as well as the giant mine in 
Karabloom and the tribute offered by the dwarves working the mine. 


However, everything was gone. Jagon was dead, so he had no one to 
fight with the Black Dragon in case he returned. He had never even 
gotten a glimpse of the Dragon Duchess’ face. Everything, including 
the Dragon Demon Castle, Karabloom, and the mine, was gone... 


“This... This is different from what you said...!” Count Karad sobbed 
while clutching the dirt with his enormous hand. 


But he wasn’t talking to himself. A short distance from the count, right 
in front of the boundary preventing the spread of destruction, stood a 
woman in a bright dress, completely out of step with the devastation a 
few steps ahead of her. 


“Weren’t you the one who got the wrong idea?” said the woman. Noir 
Giabella did not bother glancing back at the count. Instead, she 
observed the continuing destruction with interest, as if she were 
possessed. “Count. I am not your patron. The reason I told you that 
Raizakia would not become involved in this war was... a tiny favor I 
showed you, as someone who stands in a very high place, looking 
down at you eagerly trying to climb.” 


In the early hours of the morning, Noir Giabella had reached out to 
Count Karad through a dream. The count had been feeling uneasy 
after failing to persuade Jagon to join his cause, and the sudden attack 
on the Dragon Demon Castle had only added to his worries. Despite it 
being just a hatchling in the castle, he couldn't shake off the fear of 
the Black Dragon appearing, turning the tides of the battle, and 
destroying his land. 


Noir Giabella had dispelled his worries. After making a sudden 
appearance in his dream, Noir informed Count Karad that Raizakia 
would not be intervening in the war. Thanks to the information, the 
count was able to shake off his anxiety and hesitation and ended up 
joining the daring ambush that Jagon had planned. 


“T never promised your victory, and I did not lie. Raizakia did not 
intervene in this war,” said Noir. She turned her enchanted gaze 
upward, staring at Eugene Lionheart standing high in the sky. 


“The Black Dragon did not appear, but... E-Eugene Lionheart... The 
Hero was there. Your Excellency...! D-didn’t you know that Eugene 
Lionheart would intervene in the war?” asked Count Karad. 


Noir did not give an answer. She still stood with her back to the 
count, and she never bothered sparing him even a glance. Count 
Karad felt deceived and angry. 


“You are a Duke of Helmuth! Even so, you stayed silent, knowing that 
the Hero, the enemy of Helmuth, had become involved in a war 
between the territory of demons. This... this is going to cause a huge 
ruckus. I do not intend to stay silent about this matter,” said Count 
Karad. 


“You're a fool, aren’t you?” Noir Giabella burst out laughing. “Even if 
you think so, you shouldn’t say such things right in front of me. Are 
you so desperate and frustrated that your brain isn't functioning 
properly?” 


She was right, and Count Karad hurriedly covered his mouth with 
shock. 


“Ah, you shouldn’t regret having said that. Even if you didn’t say it, 
and even if you didn’t mean it, I would have done the same thing to 
you,” said Noir. 


“What..22” 


"I'm saying that nothing important happened," Noir replied without 
bothering to turn around. "This is what wars are usually like. Two 
sides collide, and one side ends up losing everything. These days, 
demonfolks want a clean, calculated war, calling it territorial wars, 
ranking disputes, or whatnot. They want a clean trophy from a rank- 
and-file war. It wasn't like this in the past, you know. The only 
trophies to be gained were intangible honor, a decapitated head, a 
permanent scar... things like that." 


Count Karad faltered and took several steps back. 


“Ah, did I sound too old-fashioned? Well, what can I do? I am an old 
demon. Of course, I think that a territory would make a great trophy. 
Buuut... I don’t really like your mentality of ‘get something for 
nothing.’ Count, you wanted the Dragon Demon Castle and Karabloom 
in perfect condition, right? You can’t want something like that. The 
Dragon Demon Castle, Karabloom, the city, and the mine, everything 


was created by Raizakia. They are all fundamentally dyed in 
Raizakia’s color...” 


The count turned around and started sprinting away at full speed. 


“Did you really think that you could own all of it? Even though 
everyone would be reminded of Raizakia when they heard about the 
Dragon Demon Castle? No, that’s just not right. You should have 
planned to wipe everything out and claimed the wasteland as yours. 
Then you would have a blank canvas to color to your liking, 
something that belongs to you fundamentally, your territory. That 
would have become your territory. I did that, too, right?” 


After winning a battle against Iris, the Abyssal Princess, Noir claimed 
Iris’s territory, the Forest of Dark Shadows, as her own. The first thing 
she did was to uproot all the trees. She then turned the forest into a 
jungle of concrete. 


As a result, people no longer thought of the Forest of Black Shadows 
when referring to that territory. Instead, the things that occupied the 
land included the giant Giabella Face, a beautiful statue of Giabella in 
the center of the city, and colorful neon signs. It was now known as 
Giabella City, the biggest landmark in Helmuth. 


“There was such a war here today. Count Karad, unlike the nobles 
these days, you wiped away all of your enemy’s territory and proved 
your power by bringing down the Dragon Demon Castle. However... 
Unfortunately, you failed to survive. You won the war, but you ran 
out of strength. But it wasn’t in vain, right? The young noble who 
brought down Raizakia’s Dragon Demon Castle.” 


Count Karad continued running without turning back. Although he 
had created quite a distance, Noir’s whispers rang clearly in his ears as 
if she were right beside him. 


“That’s how your name will go down in history.” 
“Uwaaaaghh!” Count Karad screamed. 


Boom! 


A large lump of Dark Power fell from the sky and crushed the count’s 
large stature. That was it. All that remained of the Giant Daemon were 
blood, flesh, and guts. 


“That’s the end,” muttered Noir with a bright smile. 


Indeed, that was all that happened here today. If there were survivors, 
and even if they witnessed something else, the Queen of the Night 
Demons would ensure that not a single word would get out. 


Everything would be forgotten like a dream. 


No one would remember that Eugene Lionheart had intervened in the 
war, that the Beast of Ravesta had been unilaterally humiliated and 
killed, that it wasn’t the Holy Sword that finished him, but rather a 
sword emitting an ominous, gray light. 


No one would remember that the wielder had not been Eugene 
Lionheart but a ghost from three hundred years ago. 


Noir giggled while clutching her trembling chest with excitement. 


Everything made sense now. It felt as if all the cogs had aligned in the 
right place. She finally understood how Eugene Lionheart could be so 
powerful at only twenty-one years of age, why he hated demonfolks so 
much, and how he possessed such mental fortitude. 


‘And why he hates me.’ 


She understood everything. There was no way she could have 
forgotten the horrible, sinister weapon, and there was no way she 
could have forgotten his movements. 


“You must have changed during the three hundred years,” Noir 
muttered in a small voice while spreading her bat wings. “It’s a little 
upsetting that you don’t call it Asura Rampage anymore.” 


The gazes of Noir and Eugene met. 


“My Hamel.” 


Hamel of Massacre. 


Noir grinned while speaking the name of her first love from three 
hundred years ago. 


Chapter 268 
My Hamel (2) 


“Kids these days just have no romance.” The voice was mixed with 
giggles as they approached. “Don’t you think so? They’re always 
trying to weigh the gains and losses, fighting only the battles they are 
certain to win. They’re so weak-minded, but they glamourize their 
selfish ideals as generosity with conviction.” 


Eugene glared at Noir Glabella with cold, subdued eyes. 
“Did I sound like an old woman whining?” asked Noir. 
“Well, you are old,” responded Eugene. 


“My, my. You shouldn’t say such things to a lady. However, I’ll let it 
go since it’s you. And you, of all people, should understand how I feel, 
right?” asked Noir, coming to stand on equal footing with Eugene. She 
smiled brightly while pressing down on her chest to help with her 
overflowing emotions. 


“My Hamel.” 


Eugene had prepared himself to be caught. However, hearing the 
words My Hamel coming from the lips of the Queen of the Night 
Demons was truly awful, causing his expression to become distorted. 


Mer immediately hid in the crevice of Eugene’s cloak when she felt 
the rising tension. Raimira, who was still clinging to Eugene’s arm, 
trembled as soon as she met Noir’s gaze. 


The demon's identity was not lost on her, and she recognized the face 
instantly from countless appearances on the palace's television 
screens. Noir Giabella, the Queen of the Night Demons, was a well- 
known celebrity and noble who had captured the public's attention for 
centuries. She was a shining star among stars. 


In addition, she was the demon Raimira most admired. In fact, she 
had imagined asking for a picture and an autograph if she had the 
chance to meet Noir Giabella through her connection to the Black 
Dragon. 


Yet, seeing Duke Giabella in person was an entirely different 
experience. Her beauty and terror were magnified tenfold. Raimira 
couldn't bring herself to look up, let alone ask for an autograph or 
photo, as an overwhelming sense of instinctual fear gripped her. 


“W-where... are you going by yourself? T-this lady wants to come in, 
too...,” stuttered Raimira. 


“What are you talking about? You couldn’t come in even if you 
wanted to. This is Mer’s room,” responded Mer, slapping the back of 
Raimira’s hand without showing any mercy and preventing the 
hatchling from attempting to follow her inside the cloak. 


But it was inevitable. Mer could only take shelter in the cloak because 
the familiar magic was engraved on Eugene. Even if she wanted to, 
Raimira could not enter the space inside the cloak. 


“You didn’t really think that I wouldn’t recognize you, right? Ah, 
actually, I think I would be prouder if you did think that since it 
would mean that I know you even better than you imagined,” said 
Noir. 


“T did think you would notice,” responded Eugene. He had no 
intention of going along with Noir’s theatrics. He suppressed his 
killing intention before spitting out his following words. “As long as 
you weren’t a complete idiot.” 


“Hmph. Maybe I should have pretended not to notice then. I think it 
would have been quite flattering to be treated like a dummy by you,” 
responded Noir, intentionally tying herself in knots and blushing. “A 
dummy blinded by love. Isn’t it quite romantic?” 


“Crazy bitch,” Eugene said curtly. 


"Why did you fight with Jagon?" Noir inquired, ignoring his earlier 
outburst. After three hundred long years, she was at last reunited with 


Hamel. The encounter kindled a flame within her heart, yet at the 
same time, she couldn't help but feel perplexed. Until just a few days 
prior, Hamel had concealed his true identity, masquerading as Eugene 
Lionheart. 


“Because I thought I needed to kill him today,” answered Eugene. He 
had not been surprised by Noir Giabella’s intervention. 


Eugene had stepped in, fully intent on engaging in combat with Jagon. 
He had succeeded in killing Jagon and sending the Dragon Demon 
Castle hurtling toward Karabloom. Eugene knew he couldn't claim 
that he hadn't foreseen Noir's arrival since he had not left the castle 
quietly but instead had become embroiled in the heated battle. 


Right from the start, Eugene had braced himself for Noir Giabella's 
attention. He understood on a logical level that his decision was a 
mistake, but neither he nor Noir were very rational beings, to begin 
with. 


Eugene's actions had not been solely driven by his emotions. He had 
assessed Jagon as a menacing creature, recognizing the genuine 
danger that such a talented and belligerent demon posed. Eugene 
knew that Jagon's strength had the potential to escalate rapidly, 
potentially becoming extremely difficult to contain in a short period of 
time. 


Eugene had lost count of the number of times he regretted not having 
dealt a fatal blow to his enemies when he had the opportunity. Even 
after being reborn into this era, he still felt pangs of remorse when 
facing foes from three hundred years ago. 


So Eugene had resolved to end Jagon’s life and followed through with 
his decision. 


“Aha.” His answer had been curt, but Noir understood what Eugene 
was saying. “So that’s what it was. Jagon was the weakest today, so 
today was the best day to kill him.” 


The battle had been Count Karad’s to take, and in the end, he would 
have taken the Dragon Demon Castle and Karabloom as trophies of his 
victory. As a result, most of the demonfolks residing in the Dragon 


Demon Castle would have become food for Jagon. 


Afterward, the honor of having struck down the Dragon Demon Castle 
would have allowed Count Karad to advance to the capital, 
Pandemonium. Moreover, since the contract between Count Karad and 
Jagon was valid until the appearance of Raizakia, the Black Dragon, 
Jagon would have remained at the side of Count Karad. 


It was obvious that a new, young, emerging noble would have 
gathered the unwanted attention of many demonfolks. The count 
could have used Jagon as a hitman, and Jagon would have used Count 
Karad as justification for fighting against numerous high-ranking 
demons. These skirmishes would only have served to strengthen Jagon 
and pave the way for a bright future. 


As such, today had been the right time to kill Jagon. 
“Aha...” 


Noir boasted having great insight into Eugene Lionheart — or rather 
— Hamel Dynas. Among the companions of the Hero, the Great 
Vermouth, she had been the most conscious of and interested in 
Hamel Dynas. 


In contrast to his companions, Eugene's background was unremarkable 
and ordinary. The one who had fought closest alongside the chosen 
Hero was not the Archwizard reared by elves, nor the mighty warrior 
of a northern war tribe, nor an artificial incarnation crafted by a 
group of fanatics. No, the individual who had fought closest by the 
Great Vermouth's side was simply a mercenary with no notable past. 


Noir was privy to the reason behind this. Three hundred years ago, 
she had invaded deep into Hamel's dreams at a time when the Hero's 
party was unaccustomed to such attacks. It was also the reason why 
Hamel harbored such deep-seated animosity towards Noir Giabella, 
the Queen of the Night Demons. 


“Tt’s already been three hundred years, but some things never 
change,” commented Noir. 


Hamel was a genius. Of course, the same applied to all of Vermouth’s 


companions. However, even though Hamel was a genius, his limits 
were made more distinct due to his greatness. He was born weak 
compared to his talents. 


Even so, he fought closest with Vermouth because he harbored the 
greatest hatred against the demonfolks, more so than any of his 
comrades. 


Vermouth had been chosen as the Hero. Sienna had been tasked with 
killing the Demon Kings for the sake of the elves' future since it was 
imperative that the Demon Kings be eliminated. As long as they 
remained alive, the elves would continue to suffer from the Demonic 
Disease, and the World Tree would wither away. The massacre of a 
large number of elves by Iris had further fuelled Sienna's 
determination. 


Molon had been the next tribal chief of the Bayar Tribe and a great 
warrior. His tribe had been located adjacent to Helmuth, and demonic 
beasts had trampled over his hometown. As such, Molon had made up 
his mind to subjugate the Demon Kings for the sake of the future of 
his tribe and the snowfields. 


As the Imitation Incarnation, Anise had been designed from the very 
beginning as an existence to fight against the Demon Kings to save the 
world. Regardless of her own will, everything had guided her to the 
fate of the Saint. 


On the other hand, Hamel had not been tasked with the fate of his 
tribe. He had not been carrying the future of a race on his shoulders, 
and he had not been chosen by the Holy Sword. He had never been 
forced into anything as his birthright. 


If he had wanted, Hamel could have chosen a different life. Yes, he 
had lost his family and village, but there were countless people who 
shared his fate during a war. It was natural for some to crave revenge, 
while others gave up. 


In that aspect, Hamel had been special. He never gave up on achieving 
revenge and eventually climbed to a position where he could enact his 
vengeance. He had killed three Demon Kings in a life he chose. He had 
chosen his fate of wielding his blade against the Demon Kings and the 

demons and proved himself by massacring them. 


Hamel’s wishes had not been grand. He wasn’t out to save his tribe, to 
save a race, or to save the world. He had wanted nothing more than 
simple revenge, to kill the Demon Kings. 


“In the end, you did what you wanted,” said Noir. 


Eugene had wanted to kill all the demons of the Dragon Demon 
Castle. 


He had wanted to cause a catastrophe in Karabloom. 
He had wanted to kill Jagon. 


Such desires had been the essence of the Hamel Dynas that Noir saw. 
Although his pure will to kill had been transformed into the desire to 
save the world later on, the process did not change. He had to kill all 
the Demon Kings to save the world. 


All of Vermouth’s companions had shared the same thought, but only 
Hamel had taken the lead by burning himself like firewood without 
care for his own life. 


Hamel Dynas had been the most suited to be called the enemy of the 
demonfolks, more so than the Great Vermouth. 


“Still so lovely,” commented Noir. 


She had encountered Hamel at the bottom of his dream. Despite being 
an absolute presence in dreams, Noir had been overwhelmed by the 
curses and hatred Hamel had displayed, resulting in the dream's 
destruction. Though Noir had alternated between showing hope and 
despair with her Demoneye of Fantasy, Hamel's unwavering killing 
intent had remained resolute. 


She could not help but fall in love. 
“T have so much I want to ask you,” said Noir. 


Her body was hot, and she wanted to take him into her embrace. She 
longed to express her love for him in every physical way possible, 


share every intimate moment with him, and explore the depths of his 
dreams to share the most profound connection. 


“Why are you alive when you died three hundred years ago? Why do 
you have the name Lionheart? A reincarnation? By whom? How? Is 
the Imitation Incarnation accompanying you really Kristina Rogeris?” 


Eugene glared at Noir while remaining silent. But she found the 
profane, reckless, and spiteful gaze even more lovely. 


“Why do you have the Moonlight Sword, which has no records in 
history? Why is the Dragon Duchess alive and in your hands, and what 
are you planning to do from now on?” Noir suddenly stopped. The 
pieces — the Lionheart family, the vanished Moonlight Sword, the 
death of the Great Vermouth two hundred years ago, and the 
reincarnation of Hamel Dynas — all seemed to click together. 
“Vermouth Lionheart. Indeed, he had a good eye. Indeed, if he had to 
choose someone to achieve what he couldn’t... Hoho, you would have 
been the right person, my Hamel. I’m sure that the Demon King of 
Incarceration knows your identity since the two of you even met in 
person.” 


“What is it that you want to say?” said Eugene. 


“Nothing much. But can you just answer this one thing? My Hamel, 
did Gavid Lindman recognize your true identity?” whispered Noir 
while leaning forward. Eugene felt contempt for her passionate gaze. 


“No,” he answered. 


“Wonderful...! Then that means only the Demon King of Incarceration 
and I know who you are in Helmuth, right? Ah, I love it. I won’t ask 
you anything else. Having some secrets makes it more exciting, right?” 


“T’m leaving Helmuth,” Eugene said while tucking away the Moonlight 
Sword into his cloak with a deliberate movement. “Right now, there is 
nothing more for me to do in Helmuth.” 


“Tt won’t be easy to leave. My Hamel, you crashed the Dragon Demon 
Castle, killed countless demonfolks, and kidnapped Raizakia’s only 
daughter,” responded Noir. 


“Then what? Will I be judged according to Helmuth’s law? I guess I 
reincarnated for nothing since I’m going to die in vain,” spat Eugene. 


“Ah...,” Noir moaned, feeling a heartache. How shameless! “My 
Hamel. There’s no way I would let you die like that. If you really have 
to die one day, your death must be more valuable and noble than it 
was three hundred years ago.” 


“How?” asked Eugene. 


“Either you die while challenging the Demon King of Incarceration,” 
she paused, then tilted her head. “Or die while challenging a demon 
equivalent to a Demon King.” 


Her words were extremely blatant. With a smile, she flicked her 
fingers toward Eugene, causing a black casino coin to hurl toward 
him. It was the same coin she had given him in the snowfield. 
Although he had tossed it away then, he had no choice but to accept it 
now. 


“Hamel, you will be free from all inspections in Helmuth just by 
having that coin. Moreover, you should present that coin instead of 
your identity card at the warp-gate. Even if you’re bringing along 
hundreds of demonfolks and not just the Dragon Duchess, as long as 
you have that coin, you should be able to use the warp-gates without 
any problem.” 


“All is good,” said Eugene while tucking the coin away in his pocket. 
“But don’t call me Hamel.” 


“Ah... Right. This can be our little... secret. I understand. Ah, but the 
Dragon Duchess has already heard everything. What should we do 
about that?” asked Noir. 


“What else? I’m going to make sure she doesn’t talk,” responded 
Eugene. 


“That would be extremely easy for me. I could even modify her 
memory such that she will cooperate with you,” said Noir, turning her 
glistening eyes toward Raimira. Even though she was a dragon, as a 
hatchling, there was no way she could resist the Demoneye of Fantasy. 


However, Eugene shook his head and stepped in front of Raimira. 
“Don’t do something so useless,” said Eugene. 


“Have you become a little more gentle? That’s attractive as well. I 
understand, my Hamel. I won’t since you told me not to,” responded 
Noir, withdrawing her Demoneye of Fantasy. “But when the moment 
comes when I really shouldn’t, I won’t listen, no matter how much you 
beg.” 


“Do you think that only applies to you?” scoffed Eugene. 


Noir gently brushed over her lower lips with her tongue. Before 
parting ways, couldn’t they have a light hug or a simple kiss? It would 
surely quench her excitement somewhat, and Hamel’s hatred, anger, 
and malice would be intensified. Wouldn’t it make things much more 
fun for their next meeting? 


‘Hold it in,’ she told herself sternly. 


Noir desperately held herself back. This was a fateful reunion with her 
first love, and the meeting alone greatly excited her. If they happened 
to touch, she knew she would fail to hold back her urges rather than 
save them for later. 


She could not. This wasteland was too shabby for the climax of their 
romance. 


“Let’s celebrate our end in Giabella City,” whispered Noir with a wink. 
Giabella City was already perfect and beautiful, but it would become 
even more beautiful after today. 


The moment before the Dragon Demon Castle’s fall, Noir had conjured 
a curtain of magic to contain the destruction. Moreover, she had 
evacuated all the night demons in the city, as well as the dwarves in 
the mine. The destruction of the mine couldn’t have been prevented, 
but she had robbed Raizakia of the contracts he had with all the 
dwarves and saved their lives. 


Instead of laboring away making goods for Raizakia from generation 
to generation, the dwarves would now live as architects of Giabella 


City for Noir. 


“It has to be there. Both where you will kill me and where I will kill 
you,” said Noir. 


“Do you think I’m crazy enough to fight you in your territory?” asked 
Eugene. 


“But you are crazy. Hamel, three hundred years ago, you and your 
companions invaded the territories of the Demon Kings and killed 
them in their own castles,” said Noir. 


“But you’re not a Demon King,” retorted Eugene. 


“Do you really think so?” asked Noir with a mischievous smile, 
spreading her wings wide. “Well, my Hamel, if you really wish for it, 
I'll try to build a demon castle in Giabella City.” 


“Don’t bother.” 


“Don’t say such gloomy things.” Her bat-like wings fluttered, and her 
body was pushed back, up into the air. “That’s what romance is.” 


Chapter 269 
My Hamel (3) 


Noir Giaella disappeared, and Eugene floated down to the ground 
while snorting. 


“T know yow’re nervous,” said Mer. 
“No, I don’t think I am,” retorted Eugene. 


“You were nervous that the Queen of the Night Demons might come at 
you,” said Mer. 


“No, I wasn’t,” said Eugene once more. 
“Youre a liar, Sir Eugene.” 


“T think you’re mistaking something here. Everything went according 
to my calculations. I knew from the very beginning that Noir Giabella 
would never try to kill me here,” said Eugene. 


“Right, right. You’re so amazing, Sir Eugene,” Mer giggled. After 
ruffling her hair, Eugene finally came down to the ground. What 
remained after the dust settled was a wasteland devoid of any trace of 
civilization. 


“This is...,” Raimira muttered in disbelief as she took in her 
surroundings, finally coming to her senses. She found herself still 
clinging to Eugene's arm, recoiling in shock at the desolate wasteland 
before her. 


Alternating between staring at the barren landscape and looking up at 
Eugene's face, she parted her lips in doubt. “...Is this a prank?” 


“What is she saying?” 


“A very... very well made... prank, a hidden camera. This could be a 
blockbuster... M-maybe I’m only in a dream made by Duke Giabella... 
A crazy, hidden camera prank set in this lady’s dream... Is it being 
transmitted across Helmuth...?” stuttered Raimira. Eugene found it 
absurd, but Raimira felt she was being very reasonable. 


Wasn’t that right? Duke Noir Giabella, the master of the Demoneye of 
Fantasy and the creator of all dreams imaginable, the Queen of the 
Night Demons, had appeared before her eyes as well... The things 
Raimira had experienced this previous day were beyond anything she 
could have ever imagined, completely removed from what she thought 
was possible. 


Firstly, the doors to her secluded palace had been opened without any 
warning, and she had been given freedom. Then, she suffered 
humiliation from an unknown intruder. A sudden war descended on 
the city, and the barrier surrounding the castle had been shattered. 
After a fierce battle, the Dragon Demon Castle crashed down to 
Karabloom, causing unimaginable destruction. 


That wasn’t all, either. Who was this unknown intruder? Hamel Dynas 
— Stupid Hamel, who had died three hundred years ago? No, was he 
Eugene Lionheart instead? 


“T... I see. A-all of this is just a prank to surprise this lady... There are 
no other possible explanations. Otherwise, it would not make any 
sense. How on earth could any of this have happened?” stuttered 
Raimira, successfully convincing herself that this was all but a dream. 
“Soon, this lady will wake up from her dreams... Farewell, dream 
intruder. I can say this only now, but even though this was but a 
dream, you were incredibly ruuude!” 


Her previously calm words suddenly turned into a scream, but Eugene 
had no intention of entertaining her nonsensical behavior. 


So he flicked the red jewel on her forehead with the intention of 
waking her up from her delusion. Although he had held himself back, 
Raimira ended up rolling around on the ground once more with both 
her hands wrapped around the jewel. 


“Listen to me carefully,” said Eugene. 


“Y-yes, yes,” Raimira answered hurriedly. 


“What I did today, who I am, and the other things — you will tell no 
one.” Eugene calmly explained while bringing his cocked finger closer 
to the red jewel. Raimira nodded quickly while hiccupping. “And 
don’t even think about running away from me.” 


“W-where... do you plan on taking this lady? C-couldn’t... you tell me 
that at least...?” Raimira whimpered with fear. 


Eugene answered while helping her up. “I’m going to find your 
father.” 


“What...?” 


“T’m going to tell you in advance just in case you misunderstand. I will 
use you to find your father,” explained Eugene. 


“This lady’s father... Y-you want to find the Black Dragon? What are 
you planning to do after finding the Black Dragon?” asked Raimira in 
a trembling voice. 


Mer gently tugged on Eugene’s shirt. Although she wasn’t very fond of 
Raimira, the two of them had developed a relationship, albeit shallow. 
It had been natural since the two of them had spent some time 
together. 


She was hoping that Eugene would show a little consideration for the 
stupidly innocent hatchling, hence her tug. 


“T’m going to kill your father.” 


Eugene was aware of what Mer was thinking, but he didn't believe 
that lying out of pity was necessary. He knew that a lie was a lie, 
whether it was for the greater good or not, and that such lies would 
only breed more resentment and hatred. Therefore, he chose to be 
truthful with Raimira. Mer's jaw dropped in surprise while Raimira's 
eyes widened at the revelation. 


“T honestly do not know if I will take you hostage or not in that 


situation. I prefer not to take someone hostage, so I probably won’t 
end up doing that,” continued Eugene. 


“J-I-I thought you were the Hero, the one chosen by the Holy Sword... 
H-how could the Hero do something so cowardly as taking a 
hostage...?” asked Raimira. 


“That’s why I said I probably wouldn’t take you hostage,” answered 
Eugene with a detached expression while dragging Raimira by her 
hand. “Think of it as a shared interest. You want to meet your dad, 
and I want to meet your dad. Of course, I want to meet him so I can 
kill him, but he’s not going to just roll over for me, is he?” 


“O-of course not... This lady’s father, the Black Dragon, is a Duke of 
Helmuth... He is equivalent to Duke Giabella.” Raimira hurriedly 
answered. She quickly racked her brain. Earlier, she had found herself 
struggling to even breathe properly in the presence of Duke Giabella. 
She knew that the intruder... Eugene Lionheart, the reincarnation of 
the Stupid Hamel, was incredibly strong, but she didn’t think he was 
stronger than any Duke of Helmuth. “You’d better give up on that vain 
dream...! Y-you will never be able to beat the Black Dragon. So let 
this lady go, and...” 


“Yeah, that’s none of your business, so shut up and listen to me. No 
matter what you say, I’m going to take you to find your dad. I want to 
kill him, and he will want to kill me. Who will win? We won’t know 
until then, so stop trying stupid things and quietly follow me,” said 
Eugene. 


“Does this lady have no say in the matter...?” asked Raimira. 


“Why are you asking me something so obvious? Are you trying to piss 
me off? Do you want me to give you a good beating?” responded 
Eugene. 


“T-this lady has been calm since earlier...” Raimira hurriedly raised 
both hands to cover her mouth when she saw Eugene’s glare. It 
became a lot easier for Eugene to think once she shut her trap. 


‘What should I do...?’ 


He had done it again. Of course, things had turned out better than he 
had expected. Jagon was dead, and the Dragon Demon Castle had 
crashed, killing a huge number of demonfolks as a result. Moreover, 
he had secured Raimira, who would lead him to Raizakia, and Noir 
Giabella would take responsibility for the whole thing... 


‘But Anise and Kristina will be angry... ’ 


And it made Eugene nervous. He had experienced the full brunt of 
Anise’s anger three hundred years ago, so just thinking about it caused 
him to flinch. Moreover... perhaps because they were sharing the 
same body, it felt as if Kristina was being influenced by Anise. Eugene 
always knew she had a talent for sophistry and spite, but she was 
growing sharper under Anise’s influence. 


Eugene shuddered as he remembered the last time he had fallen on his 
knees. 


—Please... 
After kneeling, 


—Do not make me worry too much. 


Her eyes had been moist, and her voice shaky. Eugene remembered 
how her hands had trembled, how she had embraced his arm, and 
how something gently pressed against... 


“Abhhhhh.” Eugene shook off the useless memory that was struggling 
to resurface. It was unfortunate that his memory was flawless and 
could store the exact sensations he had felt. Eugene shut his eyes 
closed and slapped himself on the cheek. But weirdly enough, he felt 
additional, more powerful blows mixed in with the self-inflicted slaps. 
Wondering what it was, he squinted open his eyes to find Mer peeking 
out from the cloak, slapping Eugene on the cheeks as well. 


“What are you doing?” asked Eugene. 


“T was beating up the pervert,” responded Mer. How could he dare to 
think such thoughts? This was all because the black-hearted Saints 
duo had inflicted critical blows that were impossible for Lady Sienna 
to imitate at the current moment. Mer knew it was imperative for her 
to set things straight at moments like these. 


“Don’t have weird thoughts, Sir Eugene. Once Lady Sienna is 
resurrected, her skin will be just as soft as Lady Kristina’s,” said Mer. 


“What are you saying...!?” Eugene shoved her head back into the 
cloak. 


As he fussed, Raimira followed behind him, her mouth still covered 
with both hands. 


Kristina and Anise were still at the hotel in Malera. 


[Breaking news. The Dragon Demon Castle... the airborne territory of 
His Excellency Duke Raizakia is falling!] 


They saw the Dragon Demon Castle falling from the terrace. 


[It’s a war declared unilaterally by Count Karad of the Ruol Fief. It 
had been expected that they would start negotiations after a light 
prelude, but... Haha! What an unexpected surprise. I never thought 
there remained any tough demonfolks like Count Karad in this day 
and age. ] 


[And they didn’t stop at occupation. They crashed the Dragon Demon 
Castle, which reigned as the symbol of the Black Dragon for three 
hundred years. And believe it or not, that wasn’t the end of it. There 
was no evacuation advisory at all for Karabloom. Do you know what 
this means? It means that the leaders of the Dragon Demon Castle 
were wiped out before they could issue any orders! ] 


[There have been numerous territorial disputes and ranking battles 
even after Helmuth became an empire, but this is the first time 
someone has completely wiped out their opponent’s territory and the 
residents as well... Count Karad. I thought he was just another noble 


from the backwater, but he truly was a tiger hiding his fangs. ] 


[Had he survived, he definitely could have advanced to the capital 
and brought along fresh wind... It is truly unfortunate that he did not 
survive. | 


[But in a way, you could call it an honorable death. The count kindled 
his own life to lead the war to victory. I guess it was inevitable. ] 


[Also, did you hear that he employed the Beast of Ravesta for this 
war? But Jagon and his subordinates died during the battle as well... 
We lost too many promising young demonfolks, the future leaders of 
Helmuth, in this war.] 


[Yes, and it is truly regretful. However, couldn’t you think of it like 
this? Even though the Black Dragon wasn’t there, the Dragon Demon 
Castle stood strong. The Four Divine Generals, who were taking care 
of the Dragon Demon Castle on behalf of the Black Dragon — ah, I 
guess they would be quite the elders for the young demons these days. 
The OBs!] 


[Ah, well, I wanted to avoid saying this, but it's kind of refreshing, 
right? Well, that’s how it is these days. The youngsters show no 
respect to the OBs and complain about how they’re just old and 
incompetent, but I think the demonfolks of the Dragon Demon Castle 
really showed everyone the truth. We’re not washed up just yet! 
Something like that.] 


[Ahhh, I understand what you’re saying. But I think it’s inevitable. It 
can’t be helped, can it? Times have really changed. Us OBs were 
running wild three hundred years ago, during the age of war, and 
we're now living in peaceful times... It’s not like we don’t fight 
because we’re weak, right? It’s all for the sake of peace. Ah, let’s 
continue after the commercials. ] 


Beep. 


The TV turned off. Anise turned her head while clicking her tongue. 
“OB or whatever, how ridiculous. Well, it’s pretty entertaining to see 
that there’s a generational conflict between the old and young 
demonfolks. It would be even better if the younger generation of 


demonfolks started a coup d’etat or something.” 
“Ahaha... Right, right...” 


“Tf the guy who died in the Dragon Demon Castle, Karad, or whatever, 
if he survived, do you think he would have become the center of a 
coup d’etat? Maybe that’s why Noir Giabella intervened. After all, 
she’s a demon from the past as well.” 


“Haha... Maybe...” 


“How can you laugh?” Kristina was scary when she was angry, but 
Anise was even scarier. At least Kristina didn’t resort to physical 
violence when she was angry. Anise would beat one half to death 
before healing them back to normal. “There is no way that Noir 
Giabella interfered to prevent the generational conflict from 
worsening. Knowing you, you couldn’t have escaped without causing a 
scene. The Dragon Demon Castle...” 


“That was me.” 


“To be honest, I commend you for doing that. Hamel, thanks to your 
ignorant and bold decision, tens of thousands of demonfolks were 
exterminated.” Anise nodded while clapping. “You were lucky as well. 
Even though you caused such a scene, you weren’t spotted by anyone. 
At least I didn’t see your name on the news,” said Anise. 


“Haha...” 


“If you don’t tell me the truth, I’ll smash that head of yours...,” Anise 
said threateningly while grabbing her flail. Eugene immediately knelt 
on the ground and told her the whole story. 


He told her about Jagon, why he chose to bring the Dragon Demon 
Castle down, and about his meeting with Noir Giabella. 


“Are you saying that the crazy whore noticed your reincarnation!?” 
asked Anise. 


“A child is listening, so maybe a whore isn’t...,” said Eugene. 


“Shut up, Hamel. How can you be so calm? That whore violates 
dreams. She might not have done so until now, but now that she 
knows you’re Hamel, this whore might actively go after your dreams,” 
continued Anise, recalling the terrible nightmares of three hundred 
years ago. The onslaught of dreams had sometimes presented them 
with terrible nightmares, sometimes nasty dreams. Noir Giabella was 
very good at making such dreams, probably because she was the 
queen of whores. 


“What do I have to worry about when you're here?” said Eugene with 
a nonchalant expression. 


“Abh...” Anise unknowingly took a step back when she saw the trust 
in Eugene’s eyes. She had found herself easing up when she saw the 
same eyes in the past as well. 


“’,.Even so, Noir Giabella, the Queen of Whores, is a powerful enemy. 
Did you forget, Hamel? We failed to kill Noir Giabella three hundred 
years ago, even though there were five of us,” said Anise. 


“Tt’s because that damned thing didn’t give us a fight where we could 
kill her. It’s not like we could afford to spare the time either,” 
responded Eugene. 


“.,.It’s because we put too much priority on killing the Demon Kings.” 
Anise gave a short sigh before caressing the handle of her flail. Eugene 
felt slightly nervous, stealing a glance and noticing that she was still 
holding onto her weapon. “...The finale in Giabella City, was it?” 


It wasn’t a promise or anything, just something she had said with a 
smile. 


“Romance, is it?” 


Noir Giabella was a demon who was many centuries old, the master of 
the Demoneye of Fantasy, and a powerful existence close to the 
Demon Kings. No, rather, it wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that 
she had surpassed the lower-ranking Demon Kings in terms of power. 
She was an incredibly powerful foe to be reckoned with and had been 
the one to say such words. 


“She had plenty of chances to kill me. This time as well,” said Eugene. 
But she chose not to. Eugene was convinced that the Queen of the 
Night Demons, Noir Giabella, would not kill him unless he challenged 
her in Giabella City. 


“...Fine. I’ll accept it.” Anise nodded while clicking her tongue. 
Eugene finally sighed with relief. “But Hamel, who exactly is that 
child?” 


Unfortunately, the conversation wasn’t over. Anise pointed to Raimira, 
who was standing quietly behind Eugene. As soon as Raimira saw the 
finger, she cried out while shaking back her oversized sleeves. “This 
lady is Raimira, the Dragon Duchess! Flesh and blood of the Black 
Dragon...” 


Boom! 


Anise’s flail shot forward and demolished the wall right next to 
Raimira’s head. 


Clack. 


The chain drooped down and hung over Raimira’s shoulders. The 
hatchling immediately fell to the ground with weak legs. She couldn’t 
see the eyes of Anise due to the way they curled up into a smile. 
However, Raimira could feel a terrible murderous intent behind 
Anise’s smile. 


“Why is Raizakia’s daughter alive, and why is she here?” asked Anise. 
“T-it’s because... I need that kid to save Sienna,” answered Eugene. 
“Not because you felt bad for her?” said Anise. 


“No, it’s not... Well... Look, Anise. It’s true that she’s Raizakia’s 
daughter, but she’s not a demonic dragon. Just a dragon,” explained 
Eugene. 


“Oh.” The killing intent vanished like a lie. Anise retrieved her flail 
with a pure smile. “My mistake. I must not have noticed because I was 


too agitated. Ah, I hope you understand. It’s my first time seeing a 
hatchling...” 


“Hiccup...” 


“Now, you don’t have to be afraid. I’ve been called the Saint for three 
hundred years. I’m used to taking care of young, scared sheep. Come 

into my arms.” Anise put down her flail, opened her arms wide, then 

approached Raimira. 


Instantly, the void that followed the malice was replaced with 
benevolence and warmth. What Anise showed was very much like the 
motherhood that Raimira had longed for since childhood. 


“U-uwah...” Raimira felt the pent-up emotions from her recent 
suffering emerge. She whimpered as she placed herself into Anise’s 
embrace. 


‘A hostage.’ 


Anise smiled while gently caressing Raimira’s back. 


Chapter 270 
Side Story — Interlude (1) 


They gnawed on the meat. It was perhaps a bit undercooked. Each 
chew resulted in a trickle of deep crimson blood running down their 
chins, and the meat was so tough that it made their jaws ache just to 
eat it. 


The meat wasn’t that of ordinary animals; it was demon meat. 
Although it wasn’t something anyone in their right mind would enjoy, 
it wasn’t entirely unpalatable. 


Over the years, such meals had become commonplace. By purging the 
Dark Power, which was lethal to regular humans, from the meat, the 
demon meat became edible, though still unappetizing. 


They had learned various methods to improve the taste of demon 
meat, but this time they had opted not to use any special recipes. With 
limited time and resources, they couldn't indulge in elaborate cooking 
processes. Be that as it may, this didn’t mean they had to settle for 
bland meat, so they had added some simple spices like salt, pepper, 
and others to enhance the flavor of their meal. 


Most of their spices had been taken from the demons. It wasn’t as if 
the land here was completely devoid of things for human 
consumption. In fact, demons had a culture of their own when it came 
to gourmet dining. Although the ingredients they utilized were vastly 
different, there were some ingredients and spices that were fit for 
human taste in the mix — plenty for humans to use. 


“Ts it good?” 
“No. It’s quite disgusting, not really suitable to drink.” 


“In spite of that, you’re continuing to drink it.” 


“Tt’s been a long time since we’ve come across human alcohol, rather 
than the ones for demons. Well, you couldn’t really call this alcohol. 
It’s basically garbage, and it has no depth. Just strong water... Even 
SO, we were given it as a gift, so shouldn’t I have a proper taste of it?” 
the person grumbled while refilling their glass. 


Despite their unfavorable circumstances, there were five extravagantly 
ornate drinking glasses on the ground. These were mementos from a 
previous adventure, repurposed for special occasions. The glasses were 
filled to the brim with a thick murky liquid. 


“Well, then, let’s make a toast,” said Anise Slywood. 


As an avid drinker, she took the lead and raised her glass high into the 
air. Despite being only a glass, it felt weighty, probably due to the 
dense liquid filling it. 


They had acquired the alcohol from a trio of knights they had 
stumbled upon a few days prior. It was clear that they had been part 
of a larger group, but they had encountered the Black Fog. 


Only three members of their group had survived the battle... or 
rather, the massacre. They had been devoid of any spirit and utterly 
drained as they tried to escape from the area and make their way back 
home. They had clearly expressed their will to flee from the Devildom 
and return to their hometowns, far away from this hellish place. 


Unfortunately, their wishes would likely never come true. Although 
the trio had been treated, there had been nothing that could be done 
about their broken spirits. If three defeated and despairing knights 
could make their way out of this place, it wouldn’t have been called 
the Devildom in the first place. 


— I pray for your safe return to your hometown. 


It was at moments like these that Anise really felt like the Saint. She 
had prayed for the defeated knights with a benevolent smile and 


mourned their dead companions. Moreover, she had healed their 
wounds as well. 


The alcohol had come from these three knights, and while they hadn't 
explicitly said why they carried it, it had been easy to deduce their 
intentions. It had been clear that the defeated soldiers had planned to 
end their lives by drinking the strong liquor once fear and despair had 
become too much to bear. 


That was how the knights had come across their group. To be frank, it 
wasn't an uncommon encounter. Their group had experienced too 
many similar situations. It was to the extent where it was becoming 
difficult to keep track of the encounters. 


They were already in far too deep to make their escape, but for some 
reason... people had made up their minds to flee. Some were survivors 
mourning their dead companions, and there were entire armies 
turning around at the decision of their wise commander. 


They had seen knights and soldiers who had on old dented armor and 
were armed with cracked and edgeless weapons. Some had been 
wearing numerous battle tags — of which some were relics of their 
comrades and others self-made medals — on their wrists or around 
their necks. 


In the end, they had failed to see their mission through to the end and 
chosen to retreat. Overwhelmed by fear and despair, they had made 
the decision to abandon their quest to save the world and instead 
return to their former lives. 


It was not fair to blame them though. In fact, no one could really 
blame them for their decision... However, many of the defeated 
warriors they came across felt ashamed of themselves and feared 
being blamed. Yet, they also held onto hope when they encountered 
the group. 


When faced with such people, the group had to manage their facial 
expressions and ensure their postures were straight. They had to show 
a resolute and relaxed appearance — one that screamed, ‘We’re fine, 
and we have no fear or despair.’ They had to present a front of 
absolute confidence. 


The group of five had become the symbol of hope for everyone they 
encountered. The earnest gazes of those they met and the respect they 
received made them feel like they were carrying the weight of the 
world on their shoulders. The repeated requests they heard were 
always the same: "Please defeat the Demon Kings,” and “Please save the 
world." 


‘It’s heavy.’ 


As the group journeyed closer to the heart of the Devildom, the 
burden they bore became increasingly oppressive. Every encounter 
they had with those who were fleeing or had been vanquished added 
weight to their already heavy load. 


Sienna Merdein parted her frowning lips and brought the glass to her 
mouth. The strong alcohol slid down her throat with surprising ease 
but left a sticky residue in its wake. The meat she had been chewing 
for what felt like an eternity seemed to have lost all flavor despite the 
spices that adorned it. 


The same was true for the liquor. It was strong, but it tasted like 
nothing. Sienna knew why — she was probably messed up in the 
head. 


Sienna put down her glass while chewing on her lips. 
“Tastes like shit, doesn’t it?” 


Sienna heard a voice and clenched her fists before turning her gaze to 
the source. It was Hamel Dynas, the bandaged man, waving his glass 
while lying on the ground. 


“The taste has no consideration for patients. Anise, everyone knows 
you like alcohol, but you can’t really call this alcohol, can you?” 
continued Hamel. 


“Didn’t I tell you earlier, Hamel? This is not alcohol. Borrowing your 
words, it’s water that tastes like shit,” responded Anise. 


“How nice of you to say so. For a moment there, I thought you had 
lost your mind and were offering this as alcohol,” said Hamel jokingly. 


He met Sienna's eyes and gave her a playful wink with the eye that 
was visible through his bandage. 


Sienna laughed without realizing it and thought, ‘What an idiot.’ 


She knew how attentive Hamel was. It appeared he had noticed the 
frown on her face, even though it had been there only for a moment. 


“T offered it to you so that we could taste it together, but it looks like 
you don’t need any consideration, Hamel,” said Anise. 


“On the contrary, I would say that you are the one who lacks 
consideration. It’s not just this alcohol but this porridge as well,” 
retorted Hamel. 


“Didn’t you lick the plate clean?” said Anise. 


“Well, you gave it to me, so I should eat it, right? I already knew how 
disastrous your cooking skills are anyway,” said Hamel. 


“Judging by how glib your tongue seems to be, you must be better 
now, right?” asked Anise. 


“That’s right.” Hamel propped himself up, laughing as he unwrapped 
the bandage from his face. “I was going to pretend and rest, but I 
couldn’t because of how shitty the alcohol and porridge tasted. As you 
said, I’m all better, so let’s stop with the needless consideration.” 


The bandage fell to the ground, revealing Hamel’s face. Only about 
half of his tattered left ear remained, and there were numerous scars 
on his face, including one particularly deep mark. 


Sienna's gaze landed on the diagonal scar that stretched from the tip 
of Hamel's right jaw to his left eye, continuing up to his forehead. The 
scar looked fresh, and she knew it had been inflicted only a few days 
ago. As soon as her eyes caught sight of the wound, Sienna felt her 
heart begin to race tensely, and she helplessly let out a stifled moan as 
she pressed down on her chest. 


“Don’t worry about it,” said Hamel, looking at Sienna. 


He had only narrowly avoided losing his eye to the attack that had 
caused the diagonal scar, which now adorned his face, but as he had 
reacted quickly, he managed to avoid a more serious injury. Looking 
back on it, he realized that they had been fortunate that the injury 
had not been worse. 


Gavid Lindman, the Captain of the Black Fog, had been incredibly 
strong, befitting his title as the ‘Blade of Incarceration.’ 


“Tt wasn’t your fault, and this isn’t the first time I’ve been injured, 
right? Sienna, you and I were just unlucky. Who could have imagined 
that we would run into the Blade of Incarceration during 
reconnaissance?” Hamel said reassuringly. 


“...1 should have taken you and run away in time,” Sienna responded 
in a quivering voice while continuing to press down on her chest. 


Her voice was teary and shaking as much as her pounding heart. 


“We fought because we couldn’t run away. Let’s not talk about useless 
details. Both of us survived with our lives, right?” said Hamel. 


Sienna was uninjured. Hamel had taken the vanguard, as always. She 
was never assigned to take the lead in their group of warriors. That 
role always fell to Hamel, Molon, or Vermouth; they would fight 
bravely at the forefront while Sienna unleashed her powerful spells 
from behind. 


It had been the same when they encountered the Blade of 
Incarceration, but unfortunately, it had been just Sienna and Hamel — 
the two of them, without Vermouth, Molon, or Anise. 


As always, Sienna had assumed that nothing would happen. It had 
been routine reconnaissance with just the two of them, a time 
reserved only for Sienna and Hamel. Sienna liked scouting with just 
Hamel. Even though they only shared lame conversations, she liked 
walking alone with him. She especially liked it when she could have 
his undivided attention. 


“T told you not to worry about it,” said Hamel with a frown. 


He didn’t like the way Sienna’s shoulders were drooped and how she 
chewed on her lips. Their encounter with the Blade of Incarceration 
had really been an inevitable accident. 


Had they been careless? No, not at all. As usual, Sienna had been on 
her guard, especially considering where they were. The same had been 
true of Hamel. He had not considered it a leisurely walk, simply 
because it was a routine mission. They had both understood the 
dangers of their routine mission and never let their guard down, even 
for a moment. 


Nevertheless, they had still been caught off guard by their encounter 
with Gavid. The Demoneye of Divine Glory, which they had heard 
about only in rumors, had allowed Gavid to sneak up on them. Despite 
Hamel’s acute senses and Sienna’s powerful magic, their precautions 
had completely failed to prepare them for Gavid’s approach. 


“On the contrary, we got off with just this much because it was you 
and me, Sienna. If it were Molon, he would have definitely lost his 
head while fighting like an idiot,” continued Eugene. 


“Was the Blade of Incarceration so sharp?” asked Molon. 


“Of course, you idiot. That bastard’s called a blade for a reason. If he 
weren’t sharp, he would have been called something else to begin 
with. But I’m glad to have experienced it. I roughly know the gap 
between us. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to win by myself,” 
responded Hamel. 


Hamel gave Sienna's shoulder a comforting pat. She wanted to 
respond, but her throat felt scratchy and dry from the alcohol. Her 
heart was still racing tensely, and her eyes were sore, making her 
vision blurry. Despite this, she could see Hamel clearly. 


“Vermouth, if we fight together, it’s winnable. While I take the front... 
Well, what’s the point of saying this now. You’ll know what to do 
better than anyone else,” said Hamel. 


It was a familiar process. Throughout their journey so far, Hamel had 
always fought together with Vermouth. This was the case when they 
killed the Demon King of Carnage, the Demon King of Cruelty, and the 


Children of Fury. This was the same when they slayed Kamash — the 
chief of the giants and the biggest and strongest of the heavenly kings. 


“And I’m fine too. I can do fine on my own.” Hamel said with a shrug. 


However, Sienna could see that the tips of Hamel’s fingers were 
shaking, and on closer examination, she noticed it wasn’t just his 
fingertips. It was almost unnoticeable, but his whole body was 
shaking. Even though he was rambling on with his usual 
overconfident expression, she could see a glint of cold sweat on his 
forehead. 


The bandages wrapped around his body came loose, revealing a 
scarred body. There was a large scar on his right shoulder from when 
the Annihilation Hammer had grazed him, as well as a dozen others. 
He had too many wounds that had resisted even Anise’s divine magic 
and scarred over. 


Sienna knew about every one of them, so she knew that he had gotten 
about a dozen of them while he had been protecting her. She 
understood that casting powerful magic spells required more time and 
concentration, leaving her vulnerable to attacks. Nevertheless, Hamel 
had always been there, shielding her with his own body and taking 
the brunt of the blows that were meant for her. 


‘Because I’m weak.’ 


That wasn’t true. Sienna was strong. In fact, she was the strongest 
wizard in the present, and even among all the wizards of the past, 
there was no one else as great and powerful as her. 


Sienna’s magic was comparable to that of the dragons, and she was 
powerful enough to aim for the heads of the Demon Kings. That’s how 
powerful she was now. She had reached her current level after 
wandering the Devildom for sixteen years and killing numerous 
demons, including three Demon Kings. 


Nonetheless, she had indeed been weak sixteen years ago. Being weak 
meant she made many fatal mistakes during battles back then. Her 
mistakes had always brought Sienna closer to death, but Hamel had 
always been there to intervene, preventing death from drawing any 


closer. 


The scars on his body would never disappear, and they were the 
marks of his battles, things that Sienna would never become 
accustomed to. However, today in particular, the scars distressed her 
even more. 


“So when are we leaving?” asked Hamel. 


He paid no attention to the tremors. His heart hurt, and he couldn’t 
put strength into his muscles, despite having gotten plenty of rest. He 
knew why though — his body was begging him to stop after being 
overworked for sixteen years. 


“T’m fine. ’m good to fight,” said Hamel in annoyance when no one 
gave a response. 


He had been expecting Anise and Sienna to stay silent since they had 
warned him countless times. However, it really bothered him that the 
idiot, Molon, was staring at him without saying a word as well. 


“Hamel.” It was Vermouth who broke the silence. 


Even though they had raised their glasses, Vermouth had yet to empty 
his liquor. He had been quiet the entire time while staring intently at 
his glass, not touching his drink. 


Vermouth raised his gaze. His gray hair was reminiscent of a mane, 
befitting his last name of ‘Lionheart.’ Below his fringe, his golden eyes 
glistened with a dull light. 


“You stay behind,” said Vermouth. 


Hamel’s expression stiffened, and Sienna looked at Vermouth with 
surprise. 


Anise gave a short sigh and nodded. ‘That’s the right thing.’ 


Anise knew Hamel’s condition better than anyone else since she was 
in charge of treating the injured. It was true that Molon had just as 


many scars as Hamel, but their bodies were fundamentally different. 


Molon possessed an unbelievably strong body, enough for it to be 
called the miracle of the gods. Even repeated reckless battles dealt no 
permanent damage to his body. As for Vermouth, he rarely got injured 
in battle, and his body was able to withstand long periods of fighting 
without needing rest. 


Hamel was not blessed with a body as strong as his companions Molon 
and Vermouth. Despite his sturdiness, he was nowhere near their 
level. Nevertheless, what he lacked in physical strength, he made up 
for with his skill in battle. It was his fighting ability that had allowed 
him to survive this long and become one of the group's most valuable 
members, second only to Vermouth. 


However, Ignition placed too much of a burden on his heart and core. 
It was a technique that pushed his body far beyond what it was 
capable of. Moreover, as they headed deeper into the Devildom, the 
enemies they faced only became stronger. Even though Hamel’s skills 
improved as well, it hadn’t been enough. 


The number of times he had to resort to Ignition increased as they 
ventured deeper into the Devildom. They had been wandering the 
territory of the demons for sixteen years. Yet, after entering the 
territory of the Demon King of Incarceration three years ago, Hamel 
had resorted to using Ignition more times than he had in the previous 
thirteen years combined. 


As a result, Hamel’s body was almost completely broken. It wouldn’t 
be strange if he died at any moment due to his heart stopping or his 
veins bursting. In the worst-case scenario, his core would explode 
completely, causing his body to explode along with the mana 
circulating his body. 


“’..l agree with Sir Vermouth,” stated Anise. 


She knew she couldn’t push too strongly, knowing Hamel. She knew 
that Hamel would take this recommendation as a humiliation. In the 
first place, Anise knew that Hamel had a tendency to neglect his own 
well-being. He would not have pushed himself to the point of breaking 
if he had taken better care of himself from the beginning. 


“Don’t fuck with me,” said Hamel. 


As expected, Hamel was outraged. He jumped from his seat while 
clutching the sword next to him. Surprised, Sienna tried to grab him, 
but Molon reached out with his large hand and grabbed her by the 
shoulder to stop her. 


“What did you say, you idiot!?” shouted Sienna. 
“Hamel’s anger is reasonable,” Molon uttered in a low voice. 


He knew well that Hamel’s body was on the brink, but he could not 
agree completely with Vermouth’s words. 


Hamel was a warrior. If he desired to fight, he should be allowed to 
fight. If Hamel were to die in battle, Molon knew that he would regret 
his choice not to send Hamel back with tears, but he also felt that 
Hamel’s wishes had to be respected. 


Sienna didn’t know anything about that, and she didn’t care either. 
Hamel’s condition was abnormal; she wasn’t thinking about the state 
of his body but his mind. She didn’t understand why he insisted on 
being so stubborn when he was broken. Had they not talked while 
laughing? Had they not shared what they would do after saving the 
world and returning? 


Nothing had been set in stone. After all, no one had truly believed that 
they could save the world back then. However, it was different now. 
They had already killed three Demon Kings, and there were only two 
remaining. What had once seemed so vague and distant was starting 
to become visible over the horizon. 


They had to be happy. They had to spend the rest of their lives 
happier than anyone else in the world. As Heroes who saved the 
world, they deserved it more than anyone else. 


“Sit down, Hamel.” 


Sienna wasn’t happy now. In fact, she was scared and desperate. 
Nothing she shoved down her throat had any taste, and she didn’t get 
drunk no matter how many glasses she had. She was more afraid of 


her own nightmares than the ones drawn by the Queen of the Night 
Demons. 


Sleep didn’t come to her, and she was afraid to sleep. Sienna resorted 
to developing a spell to cleanse and stabilize one’s mind, and she even 
tried to shake off her fear with Anise’s divine magic. 


Nevertheless, it was only a vicious cycle. Even if she cleansed her 
mind and quenched her emotions, as soon as she looked up at the gray 
sky and saw the Castle of the Demon King of Incarceration, fear 
washed over her once more. 


She didn’t want to die. 


The others had fled after leaving all of their responsibilities behind. 
Some had left behind their lingering desires as wills before passing, 
and they had all placed their hope in her and her companions. 


Why had they sought the success of their failures from Sienna and her 
group? 


Sienna knew she could not blame them, but she felt a sense of hatred 
toward them. She even felt jealous. 


If it were possible, she wanted to give up and return. They had 
already killed three Demon Kings. They had done well. Even if they 
were to return here to slay the remaining two Demon Kings one day... 
for now, they could go back — just until Hamel’s body was healed. 


“You can’t even fight properly,” said Sienna. 


She knew better than anyone else that it was just a pipe dream. She 
could not act upon her selfish dreams. 


There were still two Demon Kings remaining, and as long as they 
remained alive, the world would continue its plunge into chaos. 
Demons and demonic beasts would kill humans, and the Demonic 
Disease would kill the elves. 


Sienna needed to get revenge for the dead elves. 


“You'll only get in the way if you come along,” she continued. 


Sienna didn’t want to die, so she wouldn’t. She wasn’t happy, so she 
would one day find happiness. Why didn’t food taste like anything? 
Because it was tasteless, like dog shit. It was also because the stress 
was getting to her head. In the end, everything would resolve itself 
once they killed all the Demon Kings. 


“So, Hamel, you wait here,” Sienna concluded. 


All five of them needed to survive. Hamel was the one closest to death 
right now, and his body wasn’t in good condition. It was only natural 
for him to stay behind. Even if Hamel didn’t agree to do this, Sienna 
knew it had to be done. 


The happiness she dreamed of was for everyone to survive. 


— I don’t like small houses. 


On sleepless nights, she used to paint a vague picture of the future. 


— I would prefer a large mansion. 


She believed that they would one day find it. 


— A place surrounded by lots of trees. A place with fresh air, where the 
sky is high and blue. A place filled to the brim with stars at night. A land 
with a gentle stream rather than salty wind. 


It had been an embarrassing thought, a scenery she could never tell 


others. 


— I want an entire annex to use as a study. When the sun goes down, I'll 
light up the fireplace, lighting the study with a warm, orange light. I’ll sit in 
a rocking chair reading a book, or maybe I'll be writing something down. 


She had wondered how old she would be. 


— You'll be the same as ever. After sweating buckets and buckets training 
with all sorts of weapons, you’re going to come into the study after washing 
up, shaking your wet hair. I’ll take issue with your attitude but end up 
laughing at your jokes. 


While Hamel stood on watch duty, Sienna would steal glances at 
Hamel and then jump to her feet whenever their eyes met. 


— Sometimes, we'll sink into our memories while camping outside. We'll 
call Anise, Vermouth, and Molon, talking and laughing all night. 


She couldn’t sleep so she planned on staying awake since it would be 
her shift soon anyways. 


— When that time comes, Hamel, you'll be right next to me, in my closest 
place. 


At present, Sienna held her breath as she gazed at Hamel. She couldn’t 
imagine what kind of expression she had now. 


— I can’t imagine my future, my happiness, without you. 


It was probably an unsightly expression. 


Chapter 271 
Side Story — Interlude (2) 


“You son of a bitch. Everyone’s worried about you, so why are you 
freaking out like that? Why should I cry because of you?” Sienna 
shouted before kicking Hamel. She hoped that Hamel would fall over. 
Then she could prove that he was broken, that he couldn’t even 
withstand her kick. 


Just stay here. We’ll definitely come back, so believe in us and pray 
for us. That’s all she wanted. 


“Don’t talk nonsense, Sienna.” However, Hamel did not fall. He did 
not even falter. Rather, he took large strides toward Sienna before 
grabbing her shoulders. “Do you think you can kill the Demon King of 
Incarceration without me? Who’s going to buy us time without me? 
Who’s going to keep Molon in check without me? Who’s going to 
stand in front of Anise? Without me, who will fight by Vermouth’s 
side?” 


“Don’t be stubborn, Hamel...! You know best that it’s impossible for 
you right now!” shouted Sienna. 


“Yeah, I know my body well. I know where you’re coming from. I 
know that I’m becoming a cripple. Even so, I can fight. I won’t be able 
to fight any longer one day, but today’s not that day. You want me to 
wait here after letting you go on?” Hamel scoffed before letting go of 
her shoulders. “I— Do you really think that’s going to work? Sienna, 
Anise, Vermouth. You guys know me. I... Do you think I’m going to 
accept that? I’m going to be a burden? So what? If I start holding you 
back, leave me behind. Fuck, I’ll crawl after you if I have to.” 


“...Hamel.” Vermouth gave a long sigh. 


Hamel passed Sienna, and she instinctively reached out to take him by 
the wrist. Instead, he brushed her hand away roughly, causing her to 


flinch. 


“If you choose to leave me behind, I’ll accept it, even though it’ll feel 
like shit. I’ll choose to follow you anyways. But... you want me to wait 
here? You want me to wait here? No, you shithead,” Hamel said before 
grabbing Vermouth by the collar. 


“...We will take down the Demon King with you.” However, Vermouth 
did not shy away from Hamel’s gaze. “I said this is for you. We don’t 
know how long it will take for us to reach the Demon King of 
Incarceration’s palace. We don’t know what kinds of dangers we will 
face. So we will pave the road. You should rest here until then. Once 
we face the Demon King of Incarceration—” 


“Do you hear yourself?” Hamel scoffed before releasing Vermouth. “If 
you want to throw me away, then do it. What? You’ll come to get me 
when you fight the Demon King of Incarceration? Do you think I’ve 
been doing this shit for sixteen years because I want that fucking 
honor?” 


“Hamel, that’s not what I meant. I just...,” responded Vermouth. 


“Tf,” said Hamel. “I become so crippled that I can’t even crawl; then I 
will die there and then.” 


“Hamel...!” 


“Tf it came to that, there would be no point in living. But, as long as I 
can crawl... I’m coming with you.” Hamel knew that he was being 
stupid and stubborn. He knew that everyone was speaking for his 
sake. 


Even so, he could not accept it. He still had a few fights left in him, 
and he still had control over his broken body. If the day came when 
he could no longer move, even then, he could make himself useful. 

But if he stayed behind, there would be nothing he could do except 
kill himself in misery. 


“You all know how stupidly stubborn I am,” Hamel said before 
returning to his spot and sitting down. “If you told me to stay here, 
did you all think I would be grateful and listen? I would rather die. As 


I said, if I’m getting in the way, then leave me behind. Go first since 
I'll follow on my own.” 


Sienna screamed, "You idiot!" and tried to slap Hamel in the face. 
Normally, he would have let the blow land as he had done in similar 
situations, but this time he dodged it with a slight tilt of his head. 


“Look. My body’s still working fine. I even dodged a slap from Sienna 
Merdein, the great Archwizard,” said Hamel. 


“Y-you idiot...!” 


“Let’s let him do whatever he wants,” Anise spoke up. Half of the 
liquor still remained in the bottle in front of her, but Anise took a swig 
and chugged it all down. “We all know this bastard doesn’t listen to 
what anyone says, right? If we really want to leave Hamel behind, 
we'll have to crush his legs first.” 


“Then I'll crawl along,” retorted Hamel. 


“Then we can smash both of your arms as well. If we do that, will you 
flop along behind us like a worm? Oh my, I just imagined it, and I 
think it’ll suit you quite well, Hamel. Why don’t you start practicing 
now in preparation, you insect?” mocked Anise. 


Hamel approached Anise with a frown and began to say, "Oi, Anise. 
You're going a bit too far...," but before he could finish, Anise swung a 
bottle and smashed it over his head, sending pieces flying in all 
directions. Sienna and Molon’s jaws opened agape with shock. 


Hamel was the most surprised. He had never expected her to hit him 
in the head with a bottle. As he rubbed the sore spot on his head, he 

couldn't help but wonder why Anise had the right to hit him when he 
was the one who had been insulted. 


Hamel stared at Anise in astonishment. 


The scorn disappeared, her face softened, and her long eyelashes 
quivered as she spoke, "Does it hurt to listen when we say it nicely?" 
Despite her bloodshot eyes, Anise managed to hold back her emotions, 
unlike Sienna, who ended up in tears. Anise was skilled at hiding her 


feelings, which allowed her to maintain her composure. “Hamel, we’re 
not telling you to stay because you'll actually get in the way. Sienna 
and I... No, all of us here are asking you to stay back because we don’t 
want you to die.” 


ecccee 


“The castle of the Demon King of Incarceration will be more 
dangerous than anything we’ve encountered until now. All of us have 
managed to survive until now, but it’s possible that this time... some 
of us may die,” continued Anise. 


“Maybe so,” Hamel acknowledged it. For three years, they had been 
wandering through the treacherous territory of Incarceration, which 
was akin to hell. Despite encountering those who were much weaker 
than Hamel and his comrades, they had seen glimpses of hope in the 
territories of other Demon Kings, where some still struggled forward 
with determination. 


They had believed that they could do something to help save the 
world, even though they had been weak. 


However, not even a hint of such hope remained in the territory of 
Incarceration. There was only death, survival, and running. It was 
only the five of them who moved forward with the aim of defeating 
the Demon King of Incarceration. 


All the other Demon Kings had died while uttering ridicule and curses, 
mentioning the second Demon King. 


—You will perish at the hands of the Demon King of Incarceration, and the 
Castle of Incarceration will be your tomb... 


Carnage, Cruelty, and Fury had all spoken the name of Incarceration 
rather than Destruction. 


“If one of us were to die...” 


“Then that would be me.” 


“’..Yes. So, you’re better off...” 


“T have to die on your behalf,” said Hamel while shaking off the glass 
shards from his head. “...No matter what you say, ’m coming. I can 
still fight. That’s all.” 


“You idiot!” Sienna screamed even louder. She didn’t bother wiping 
away her tears as she glared at Hamel. 


What could she say? She had a headache. She needed to make him 
understand, but that moron simply wouldn’t listen. Would it come to 
the point where they needed to subdue him? 


If she did, could she ever face Hamel again? 


Vermouth let out a chuckle as he shook his head, muttering, "What a 
mess." This unexpected reaction surprised everyone present. Vermouth 
was known for being serious and rarely laughed, especially in a 
situation like this, which was far from humorous. “Hamel. Your words 
are contradictory and illogical. You’re only relying on your emotions 
to be stubborn.” 


“Do you hate it?” 


“No. I think this is rather like you.” Vermouth raised his half-filled 
glass. “I understand where you’re coming from... Let’s go together. 
The Castle of the Demon King of Incarceration will be terrible, far 
beyond anything we’ve seen until now. But we won’t die. No one will 
die.” 


Vermouth's words were truly incredible, filling the listeners with a 
sense of faith and relief as if his words were guaranteed to come true. 
Everyone called Vermouth the Hero, and the same was true of Hamel. 


Even though he did not want to admit it, Hamel was left with no other 
choice. If there was any hope in this hell, it had to be Vermouth. No 
matter how strong the Demon King of Incarceration was, and 
regardless of how impossible it seemed to fight against the Demon 
King of Destruction, it seemed like it might work out if Vermouth was 
with them. 


‘That’s why I have to go with them.’ 
Hamel chewed on his lips. 


“Vermouth is right,” said Molon. “None of us will die. Just as we 
survived until now, all of us will survive. After the fight is over, 
everyone will drink together in front of the corpse of the Demon King 
of Incarceration.” 


Vermouth emptied his liquor and laid down the glass with a rare 
frown. “Hamel was right. This drink is horrid.” 


“...Sir Vermouth,” Anise began. 


“Keeping morale high is important for challenging a difficult place like 
this. It won’t be fun to talk about anything with a drink like this,” said 
Vermouth before waving his finger in the air. 


Boom! 


A keg as large as a human fell to the floor. Anise sprang up from her 
seat with wide eyes and said in an accusing tone, “Sir Vermouth! You 
said that we had run out of alcohol!” 


“Tt was a lie. I apologize,” responded Vermouth. 
“Why did you lie like that!?” shouted Anise. 


“I thought it was important to leave some alcohol for a moment that is 
really important and happy.” Vermouth opened the keg with a smile. 
Anise was already standing in front of the container holding the holy 
grail. 


The atmosphere changed in an instant. Sienna did not like it. They 
couldn’t simply gloss over the issue like this. 


“Well, what can we do?” said Anise after returning from filling her 
grail. She took her seat next to Sienna and placed a small glass before 
her. “Hamel will not give in. We cannot change his mind.” 


“Why not? We can cripple him and...” 


“Stop talking about things you won’t do, Sienna. If you did that, 
Hamel would blame you for the rest of his life. Can you live with 
that?” said Anise while narrowing her eyes. Sienna couldn’t find 
words to speak. She stayed silent and turned her gaze to find Hamel 
sitting and grumbling between Molon and Vermouth. 


“...None of us will die,” said Anise, bringing the Holy Grail to her lips. 
“The Castle of the Demon King of Incarceration will be difficult to 
clear, but we will survive as we have done so far. Even if we fall and 
get injured, none of you will die as long as I’m here.” 


eoccee 


“Moreover, we have you, don’t we, Sienna? The most worrisome 
things about Hamel are his heart and his Core. But if you’re around 
when his Core is about to burst and explode, you might be able to 
stabilize it. So, it might be safer for Hamel to come with us,” 
continued Anise. 


« Right.” 


“Hamel is not going to be fighting alone. Things will be a lot different 
from... when you faced the Blade of Incarceration. I’m here, you’re 
here, Molon’s here, and Sir Vermouth is here too. There will be no 
need for Hamel to stand alone at the front. So...,” Anise paused for a 
moment. “I don’t know why I’m rambling on. I’m just saying that the 
idiot will survive all on his own even if we leave him alone...” 


“Yow’re trying to convince yourself, too,” muttered Sienna. “You want 
to leave Hamel behind, but he won’t stay. That’s why you’re telling 
yourself that Hamel won’t die. You don’t want to be blamed by 
Hamel. You want to feel that you understand him, and that’s why 
you're verbalizing it and comforting me.” 


“,.It is only natural since I am your comrade and the Saint,” 
responded Anise. 


“Ts that really all?” asked Sienna. 


Anise laid down the Holy Grail. The sound of conversation seemed 
very far away, and she unknowingly turned her gaze toward Hamel. 
Hamel was laughing while bumping his glass with Molon. His injuries 
were healed, and he was fine, good enough to drink. He was making a 
racket while thumping his scarred chest. 


‘Needless consideration. ’ 


...She met Vermouth’s gaze. He nodded with a slight smile with his 
golden eyes. It was thanks to his consideration that she could 
comfortably talk with Sienna. 


“Did you know?” asked Anise. 


“Wouldn’t it be strange if I didn’t? I’m sure everyone knows except for 
that moron and that idiot... I’m sure Vermouth knows, too, since he’s 
used magic for us,” responded Sienna. 


“T thought I was pretty good at hiding it,” said Anise. 


“T’m sure you are skilled. But Anise, you had no intention of hiding it, 
did you? You were pretty blatant with Hamel,” said Sienna. 


"Ah, I suppose my desire just slipped out without me realizing it. Or 
perhaps I wanted to provoke a reaction from you, Sienna, as it was 
frustrating to see you so passive... Or maybe I simply wanted to taunt 
the foolish Hamel." Anise playfully lifted her cup and rattled it as if to 
show Sienna something before leaning in to whisper, "My feelings 
aren’t as sincere as yours. It’s just... Well, I don’t have any experience 
in these things since I lived in purity.” 


“And I did?” retorted Sienna. 


“That’s just fate, isn’t it? I’m the Saint. It’s just a light... right, just a 
playful joke, something like that. I have no intention of stealing him 
from you...” 


“Ts that all?” asked Sienna with a wry smile. “Can you be satisfied 
with that?” 


“ ..Well, what other choice do I have, even if I’m not satisfied? Like I 
said, I am the Saint. My body belongs to the Light...” 


“Don’t be stupid. If we return... alive, we have the right to do 
anything we want. We deserve to be happy. If the Holy Empire tells 
you not to love a man, but you don’t like it, I can help you. Do you 
think the two of us couldn’t possibly take the Pope’s head?” said 
Sienna. 


“...That’s an ignorant thing to say. It’s easy for you to say since you’re 
not religious, but I cannot do something like that. My existence itself 
is based on faith. If I betray my faith, I will go to hell when I die,” said 
Anise. 


“Were you really hoping to go to heaven after living in hell? That 
doesn’t add up.” Sienna laughed while sipping on her drink. “We’re 
already living in hell, and we’re going to save the world from this hell 
with our hands... We deserve happiness after this and Anise, I don’t 
want you to be the only one left behind in hell.” 


Anise didn’t know how to respond to this. 


“We did many things, especially you. You saved countless people. 
Even though I... don’t believe in the God of Light, I don’t think God is 
cheap enough to blame you for marrying a man and drop you into 
hell,” said Sienna. 


“How could man know the Will of God?” said Anise with a laugh 
before looking back at Sienna. Her eyes were still wet with tears. 
Anise stretched out her finger and wiped her tears away. “...As you 
said, we’re living in hell, so the least we can do is dream happy 
dreams. Ill think about it again when... Yes, when everything is 
over.” 


“Tt’s all a mess,” Sienna said with a sigh before shaking her head. “I 
can’t get my feelings straight. I was crying, angry, and going crazy just 
now, but now... I feel rather at ease.” 


“Tt’s because you have faith,” answered Anise. 


“...Faith?” 


“You have faith that none of us will die. You have faith that Hamel 
will be okay.” Anise clinked her grail against Sienna’s glass. “It’s easier 
to believe than to not believe.” 


Faith, was it? Sienna emptied her glass before putting it down. The 
liquor was something Vermouth had saved for a special occasion. 
Maybe that’s why she could clearly taste it. 


“ ..Maybe it’s just because the alcohol tastes good.” 


She was fine now. It was all alright. So she laughed while placing 
down her glass. She saw Akasha next to it. 


‘It’s fine.’ 


It was just as Anise said. Things were different from when they 
encountered the Blade of Incarceration. Vermouth was with them, as 
well as Molon and Anise. 


‘No one dies.’ 


Sienna raised her head while caressing Akasha with her fingers. She 
happened to meet Hamel’s eyes. He was drinking on the other side. 


The bastard raised his middle finger as soon as their gazes locked. 
Sienna scoffed, then mimicked his action. 


‘Hamel won’t die.’ 


She wouldn’t let him die. 


Chapter 272 
Side Story — Interlude (3) 


She opened her eyes. Despite having slept for only a brief period, she 
couldn't shake off the drowsiness. She lay still for a few moments, 
hoping to drift back into slumber, but her efforts were in vain. Once 
awake, she found it hard to return to the land of dreams. 


In the end, Sienna let out a deep sigh of frustration as she opened her 
eyes. Anise had cast divine magic to stabilize her mind before she had 
fallen asleep, and Sienna had even resorted to a sleeping spell. But in 

this place, so close to the gates of hell, such methods seemed futile. 


The Castle of the Demon King of Incarceration exuded a palpable aura 
of Dark Power that surrounded them. Noir Giabella and her army of 
Night Demons relentlessly attacked the heroes in their dreams, 
attempting to penetrate their minds. Despite their failed attempts, 
each attack eroded the divine power and dispersed the magic that 
protected the heroes and polluted their minds. 


Sienna had always believed that wizards had a predisposition towards 
being sensitive psychopaths, even if others denied it. The recent 
events had given her a lot to worry about, and the constant stress had 
taken a toll on her. So it was no surprise that she suffered from 
insomnia and found it difficult to get a good night's sleep. 


“Are you having trouble falling asleep?” asked Vermouth. 


“Yeah,” Sienna answered while rubbing her eyes. She turned her head 
and found Vermouth sitting in front of the bonfire. His golden eyes 
were calm before the swaying flames, and Sienna waved her fingers 
while receiving his gaze. 


“You should sleep, even if you have to force it,” said Vermouth. 


With a Saint and an Archwizard among their ranks, the party didn't 


urgently require rest. Even if they managed to get only the bare 
minimum of sleep, they could rely on their reserves of magic and 
divine power to supplement their energy. 


"T'll manage for now. No need to worry," Sienna replied with a grin. 
Just because they weren't in desperate need of rest didn't mean it was 
unnecessary. Using magic and divine power to counteract mental and 
physical fatigue was only a temporary solution. Prolonged sleep 
deprivation could have long-term consequences, including a reduced 
life expectancy. 


"Are you pushing yourself too hard?" Vermouth asked with a note of 
concern in his voice. Sienna didn't respond immediately, instead fixing 
her gaze on Vermouth's face beyond the flickering flames of the 
bonfire. 


The light from the fire illuminated Vermouth's pale skin and gray hair, 
casting an orange hue upon him. Only his eyes remained a striking 
shade of gold. Even after traveling together for sixteen years, Sienna 
still felt a sense of unease when she met his gaze. 


“Who among us isn’t pushing ourselves? Vermouth, you’re overdoing 
it too, don’t you think so?” said Sienna with a nonchalant smile. 


Vermouth Lionheart had remained unchanged since the day they had 
first met. Sienna, Anise, Molon, and Hamel had all undergone some 
transformation during their journey, but Vermouth seemed to have 
remained the same. At least, that was what Sienna thought. 


Right from the start, Vermouth had been perfect and transcendent. 
Sienna couldn't deny that he had grown even more perfect and 
transcendent over time, but that didn't mean he wasn't perfect to 
begin with. 


Then and now, he was mysterious and heroic. It was as if he was a 
human, or rather, an existence who was born this way. 


“Tm fine, so there’s no need to worry about me,” answered Vermouth. 


Sienna couldn’t fathom what was going on inside the mind of the 
great Hero, and she knew the others would agree. Vermouth Lionheart 


never revealed his true feelings and thoughts. Nevertheless, none of 
them had ever doubted Vermouth’s true intentions. Similar to everyone 
else, Vermouth was completely sincere about killing the Demon Kings 
and saving the world. 


Vermouth was a perfect and transcendent being, a mysterious and 
enigmatic warrior, which was why the world called him the Hero. 
Even after spending sixteen years with him, Sienna and the others still 
saw Vermouth as the Hero. 


Vermouth became the core and support for everyone in the group, and 
even Hamel, who often grumbled, acknowledged this fact. Without 
Vermouth, they would never have made it this far. They would have 
failed to defeat even the first Demon King, the Demon King of 
Carnage, let alone three of them. 
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Even though only a bonfire separated the two of them, Sienna couldn’t 
help but feel a great distance from Vermouth. They fought, talked, ate, 
and drank together, and in the small moments of their daily lives, she 
felt close to Vermouth. He was a warrior and the Hero, but also her 
comrade and friend. 


However, at moments like these, when Vermouth stared at her with 
such serene eyes, Vermouth felt so far away. Perhaps it was only 
possible she had absolute trust in his words because of how distant he 
felt sometimes. 


Sienna shook her head, trying to dispel the throbbing pain in her 
head. She glanced around at her companions, finding Molon sprawled 
out on the ground and Anise curled up in a ball, sound asleep. 


She could not see Hamel. 


“Ts it for us? Or is it for Hamel?” asked Sienna, unknowingly giving a 
wry smile. 


Vermouth did not answer immediately but instead gave a shrug. “I 
don’t know what you are talking about.” 


“Vermouth, I think you’re particularly soft when it comes to Hamel. 
You’ve always been,” said Sienna. 


“Tt’s unfair of you to make it sound like I’m the only one. Aren’t we all 
particularly soft when it comes to Hamel?” responded Vermouth with 
an awkward smile. 


They were in the depths of hell, a place where they had to always 
remain on guard. Even the smallest of sounds had to be taken 
seriously and sensitively. Even though Sienna and Vermouth were 
talking in hushed tones, despite their conversation, Anise and Molon 
weren’t being disturbed from their sleep. Moreover, Sienna could not 
hear any sound coming from beyond the darkness. 


It was all thanks to Vermouth’s magic. 


“T know I’ve already said it a dozen times, but I’m going to say it 
again. Vermouth, when we finally leave this forsaken place and return 
to the continent...” 


“You want to study my magic, don’t you? Although to be honest, I’m 
not a fan of the idea,” responded Vermouth. 


“Why not? The world will be at peace by then, and it’s not like I will 
do anything bad by researching your magic. It’s all for the sake of 
developing magic...,” Sienna said. 


“TIsn’t your curiosity a bigger factor?” asked Vermouth. 


“Satisfying my curiosity and getting answers is equivalent to the 
development of magic.” It was an arrogant thing to say, but Sienna 
meant it from the bottom of her heart. She raised herself up with a 
smile without any sign of embarrassment. “There’s some time left until 
I take the watch, right? I’ll go see Hamel, just in case.” 


“Sienna, if you’d like, we don’t have to switch,” said Vermouth. 
“What are you talking about?” asked Sienna. 


“T’m saying you should have a bit more courage,” Vermouth 


responded with a faint smile. 


Sienna simply blinked with confusion, not immediately understanding 
his words. She was the next person on duty, but... they didn’t need to 
switch? Was Vermouth suggesting that he would take two shifts in a 
row? Why? 


‘Courage?’ 


The moment she came to understand, Sienna became wide-eyed, and 
her jaw dropped. Although the throbbing headache was gone, she felt 
her cheeks flushing with heat. 


“W-w-what are you saying!?” Sienna hissed fiercely. 


“Did I say something weird?” Vermouth said with a nonchalant 
expression while tilting his head. 


Sienna waved her arms for no reason before slapping herself on her 
cheeks. “Y-you’re saying something so weird... out of the blue! W- 
what do you mean by courage...?” 


“Your reaction seems even more strange to me. Can you still be so 
embarrassed after having feelings for sixteen years?” asked Vermouth. 


“It’s... not... sixteen years...!” 


“That can’t be true.” Vermouth didn’t have a teasing expression. He 
looked as calm as ever, which drove Sienna even more crazy. 


She tore at her sinless hair, groped her memories, and counted the 
years. “Strictly... speaking... About fifteen and a half years...” 


“Tf you’re still so embarrassed about it, it'll be hard for you to take 
courage. Do you need help?” asked Vermouth. 


“Don’t do... something so useless...! I-PIl take care of it myself. And... 
and, you know, it’s not like we can afford to worry about those things 
right now, right?” said Sienna, desperately trying to maintain a calm 
expression. But it wasn’t just an excuse. Regardless of how long she 


had been harboring her feelings or how great they were, their current 
priority was to kill the Demon Kings to save the world. It was only 
right... to put aside her feelings until later. 


“Someday, then,” Vermouth said with a faint smile. He stared at 
Sienna while continuing. “...On a day when everything will be 
finished, a day where we can enjoy the future we often laughed and 
talked about.” 


They frequently discussed their aspirations for the future. Molon 
yearned to become a king, while Anise dreamt of a tranquil and 
freeing journey. Although Hamel was usually reluctant to speak, he 
had occasionally brought up the idea of teaching swordsmanship to 
war orphans. 


Sienna had her own aspirations for the future. She longed for a simple 
life, to get married, have children, and grow old and become a 
grandmother. While she acknowledged that this kind of life wasn't the 
only way to live an ordinary life, it was what she desired. During their 
conversations about their future plans, Vermouth would occasionally 
grace them with a rare smile. 


It wasn’t an unfamiliar smile. 


“..Hmph, you don’t know how a human heart might change, 
Vermouth. Even if I... Right now, uh, well... Hamel... Right. Even 
though that’s how it is, you don’t know how it might change in the 
future, right? When we return to the continent...” 


Unfortunately, Sienna could not continue her words. She could not 
possibly imagine herself loving any man other than Hamel. Even if it 
were just words, she didn’t want to say something she didn’t believe 
in. It felt as if she would be committing a crime by voicing it. 


In the end, she pouted without continuing her words. Vermouth gave 
a smile and chuckled at her reaction. 


“T don’t want to become the subject of your magic research, but I 
would not mind... Right, I wouldn’t mind officiating at Hamel and 
your wedding. If I can, that is,” said Vermouth. 


“D-d-don’t say such crazy things. Wedding!? As I said, you never know 
how things will turn out! I-I’m going, Vermouth. I can’t bear listening 
to this nonsense. This isn’t like you!” stuttered Sienna before jerking 
around. It felt as if her face would explode from all the heat. 


Sienna was taken aback by Vermouth's unexpected remark. Her 
emotions fluctuated even more, knowing that Vermouth wasn’t one to 
normally joke around. 


But contrary to her emotions, delusions were freely developing in her 
head. She had already imagined something like this several times, a 
shameful fantasy she could never tell anyone about. 


‘You shameful bitch,’ Sienna chided herself. 


But in fact, there was one existence who already knew about her 
shameful delusions. Her delusions had only taken shape in detail when 
she was attacked by Noir Giabella... She had dreamed because of the 
damned wench. 


Sienna didn’t want a simple wedding. After all, it was a once-in-a- 
lifetime event. 


If she were to have a wedding, she wanted a big wedding that would 
go down in history, a wedding that everyone on the continent would 
know about. It was only befitting that the wedding of two Heroes, 
those who saved the world, would be grand. 


They would hold the wedding at the largest and most splendid castle 
on the continent. Regardless of who it belonged to, whether it was a 
king or an emperor, they would gladly empty the castle at Sienna’s 
request. The event would be grander and more glamorous than any 
coronation but also magnificent and beautiful. 


All the kings of the continent would be required to attend the wedding 
as guests. What if they didn’t? Then they would be subject to the petty 
anger of the Archwizard, the defeater of the Demon Kings. Any highly 
regarded noble would also need to attend and offer the riches they 
accumulated while the Heroes saved the world. 


... Vermouth would officiate. Could Molon host it? No, it would be too 


heavy a burden for the idiot. Then... Anise? 
‘No. That would be too cruel.’ 


She could just leave it to any king. She wanted Anise’s blessing, but 
now she knew she couldn’t ask for it. What if they held a joint 
wedding? She was sure it would surprise everyone, but who cared? 
They had saved the world. They could do anything they wanted. 


‘Hamel must have saved the world in his previous life.’ 


No, perhaps he could enjoy the luxury because he would save the 
world in this life. It was quite a delightful sight to imagine. 


“... You would look extremely awkward in your tuxedo, and Anise and I 
will be in pure white dresses at your sides. When Vermouth calls us, the 
three of us will enter together. That idiot Molon will burst into tears when 
he sees us walk in.’ 


This was even better. Both of them would be holding a bouquet, and 
in the end, they could throw one to Vermouth and Molon each. 


‘I don’t think either of them would be married by then. For some reason, I 
think Vermouth will be single for the rest of his life, and Molon... Well... ’ 


On second thought, she could imagine Molon getting married very 
quickly. 


‘Then would I be worse than Molon? I... I guess I can’t help it. If I lose to 
Molon, I'll be teased for the rest of my life... I-I should try harder and get 
married faster than Molon... ’ 


Was it possible that she was currently under attack from Noir 
Giabella? Unless the whorish queen was attacking her mind, how 
could she be entertaining such shameful thoughts? Otherwise, there 
was no way she would be sinking so deep into these crazy 
imaginations, was there? 


“',.Hmm.” 


But that was impossible. She knew that she couldn’t be dreaming 
when she saw Hamel in the distance. She knew that the delusions 
floating in her mind and the emotions causing her heart to race 
couldn’t be caused by Noir’s hypnosis. They were sincere. 


It wasn’t difficult to admit to her own feelings. As Vermouth had said, 
she had been harboring these feelings for sixteen... or rather, fifteen 
and a half years. She had cleared up the confusion and acknowledged 
her own feelings about ten years ago, or nine years and a few months 
to be exact. 


However, she was still embarrassed, and her heart still fluttered, just 
because that’s who Sienna was as a person. She had accepted her 
feelings long ago, but she still couldn’t express them directly. Indeed, 
she would need to properly confirm her feelings with Hamel, but 
before it ever came to that, she hoped that the stupid, idiotic moron 
would notice it first. 


Rather than having to convey her feelings with a red face, she hoped 
Hamel would be the first to confess with a bouquet... or even a single 
wildflower. 


Sienna had been inducing Hamel to fall in love with her until now. 
The problem was that he was an incredibly dense, stupid, idiotic 
moron. 


So she switched things up. Every once in a while, when it was 
inevitable and necessary, Sienna revealed a tiny portion of her feelings 
to Hamel, just enough that no one but Hamel would notice. It was 
perfect for Sienna to look back on. 
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Vermouth and Anise had noticed, but that was only because both of 
them were more quick-witted than necessary. Unfortunately, Hamel, 
on the other hand, seemed to be even denser than Molon when it 
came to these things. 


“Why are you sitting there like that?” Sienna cleared her face before 
speaking to Hamel. Was her face still red? But wouldn’t it be better 
flushed to appeal to the idiot? No, she didn’t like it. She didn't want to 


show her flushed face to him, even if it might appeal to him. It was 
embarrassing, and she wanted to maintain her composure. 


“And why aren’t you sleeping?” Hamel said after raising his head and 
looking back at Sienna. He was sitting on the ground. Sienna smirked 
without meaning to. 


This is just how it was. 


Her emotions had aged for fifteen years, but she was still embarrassed, 
and her heart fluttered when she saw Hamel. 


“Tm on watch after Vermouth, stupid,” said Sienna. 
“There’s more than an hour left,” responded Hamel. 
“Tt’s only polite to wake up earlier and get ready,” said Sienna. 


“As if. At least put a little effort into your lie. It’s obvious. You can’t 
fall asleep, can you?” Hamel said with a smile while wiping the sweat 
off his forehead. Instead of answering, Sienna snorted. As Hamel said, 
it was quite obvious and quite a common occurrence. “Sleep, even if 
you have to force it. It’s been a while since you slept properly, right? 
You’re going to hurt yourself.” 


“Would you mind not worrying about me? Speak for yourself. Who’s 
worried about who?” retorted Sienna while clearing her face. She was 
sincere and meant every word. 


But instead of answering, Hamel shrugged. His scarred upper body 
was soaked with sweat, and sprawled around him were the many 
weapons he liked to use. 


This was also an obvious, everyday occurrence. Hamel did not allow 
his body to rest, even at dawn when everyone else was asleep. He 
trained himself and wielded his weapons like an obsession. 


“Tt’s not like this is the first time you’ve seen me,” said Hamel. 


“Did you already forget what we talked about earlier? Your body is a 


wreck, so take a break,” responded Sienna. 


“T become dull if I rest. I need to keep adjusting it so it’Il move well 
when needed,” responded Hamel. 


“Don’t say something so stupid. Do you want to get beaten up by 
Anise again? Or I can just beat you up right now myself,” said Sienna. 


“I didn’t overdo it.” Hamel raised himself, dusted his hands, then 
picked up the towel at his feet. “I’m just figuring out how far I can 
push myself and how much I can move.” 


“_,.It’s really serious if you have to figure that out,” answered Sienna. 


“Who in the world would want to die?” said Hamel with a laugh while 
wiping himself down with rough movements. “All I’m doing is to 
make sure I don’t die.” 


“|. Just—” 


“Yeah, no, ’'m not going back, and I’m not going to wait by myself 
either. I’m going to come with you guys no matter what. If you’re 
really that worried about me, protect me so that I don’t die.” Hamel 
shot back before Sienna could speak. Sienna opened her mouth a few 
times, then frowned before hitting Hamel’s chest. 


“Bastard.” She made sure to use quite a bit of force, seeing how 
annoying he was. However, Hamel appeared unfazed and gave a smile 
in response. 


“,.No matter how much I think about it, it’s weird how soft Vermouth 
is when it comes to you. Why did he let an injured moron train?” said 
Sienna. 


“Because he knows me well,” responded Hamel. 
“Same as before. If Vermouth pushed you, then...” 


“Tt’s the same as you,” commented Hamel. He kicked a large sword off 
the ground, then snatched it out of the air before placing it over his 


shoulder. “Sienna, in the end, you couldn’t push me either. It’s the 
same with Vermouth. He knows I’m not going to listen, regardless of 
whether he pushes me or not. If so, it’s better for him to keep an eye 
on me, right?” 


“’..-You have a talent for sugarcoating your words. You’re basically 
saying that you’re a stubborn moron who runs wild without any 
regard for your life,” said Sienna. 


“See? You know me well, Sienna,” said Hamel. 


“Every time you act like that, I feel like an idiot for worrying about 
you,” said Sienna. 


“Then don’t worry about me.” Hamel grinned, then pushed his thumb 
against his chest. “I won’t die.” 


It was a funny thing to say. Anyone in the world could say that they 
wouldn’t die, and there were countless people who would die after 
spouting such words. Could Hamel be an unconditional exception? 


Sienna just couldn’t bring herself to believe it, but she had no choice. 
There were no other acceptable outcomes. Everyone, including 
Sienna, had survived until now by dedicating themselves to keeping 
each other from dying. 


“’..Moron,” Sienna murmured in a small voice before giving a deep 
sigh. “I’m going to be careful on my own, and I won’t overdo it. So, 
Hamel, you have to do the same. Be careful, don’t push yourself, 
and... if you don’t want to kill me, you have to protect me. Because 
I'll protect you, too.” 


“Tt’s not just us too. Everyone’s the same, aren’t they? I think, if any of 
us ends up dying... wouldn’t it end up being Molon? That bastard’s 
always rushing in without thinking.” Hamel’s words were insincere, 
and he laughed playfully. He had already come to a conclusion to his 
question a long time ago. If any one of them had to die, then... 


“As long as you survive, there’s always a next time, Hamel,” Sienna 
said before smiling for him to see. It felt as if he had been caught red- 
handed. After blinking a few times, Hamel swung his sword with a 


smile. 
‘I don’t want to have this conversation.’ 


Sienna sat down while thinking so. This was a familiar situation. 
Whenever Hamel trained himself with his weapons, Sienna could 
usually be found seated somewhere nearby. At times like these, there 
wasn’t a big need for conversation, and today was the same. Sienna 
watched Hamel wield his sword without saying a word. 


“...Childish brat.” But she had to say what she had to say. 
“What?” asked Hamel. 


“You’re doing that on purpose for me to see. You’re only using your 
bare body without any mana. Are you protesting to me that your body 
is fine? Is that it?” continued Sienna. 


“No, I’m just training my body. This is what’s wrong with wizards. 
They’re obsessed with mana. Mana this, mana that. It’s not a good 
thing to train only mana, you know? You need to train your body as 
well if you want to...,” explained Hamel. 


“T get it, so take it easy. Everyone knows you train at night, but if you 
really do get hurt, Anise won’t leave you in one piece when she wakes 
up,” said Sienna. 


Hamel’s expression stiffened at her words as if he were genuinely 
concerned about being the recipient of Anise’s violence. Sienna 
giggled as Hamel sneakily released his mana. 


“ ,.What did you talk about with Vermouth?” asked Hamel while 
clearing his throat as if he were embarrassed by Sienna’s giggle. 


“What else would we talk about? Badmouthing you,” responded 
Sienna. 


“You already do that every day,” responded Hamel. 


“Right, well... We just talked about the usual,” said Sienna. 


“Ah, I see. Talking about what we would be doing later?” asked 
Hamel. 


Sienna smiled. Maybe they did know each other too well. “Yeah. But 
now... we can start to take it more seriously. There are only two 
Demon Kings left.” 


“But it’ll be harder to kill the remaining two than the three we got 
already,” said Hamel. 


“You’ve been so stubborn until now, so why are you acting so weak? 
Hamel, are you really planning to teach orphans how to use the 
sword? You want to build an orphanage after yourself or something?” 
asked Sienna. 


“T’ve been thinking about it, but what if I build an academy instead of 
an orphanage? I’ll gather orphans from all over the country and teach 
them this and that,” answered Hamel. 


“Ah, yes. You'll name it after yourself and call it the Hamel Academy, 
won't you? If you build an academy, there will be lines of people who 
will want to join, not just orphans,” said Sienna. 


“You don’t think they would kill their parents just to—” 


“Don’t be an idiot.” Sienna cut off his words while straightening her 
face. “...I think an academy will be nice.” 


Apart from his nonsensical comment, Sienna empathized with his 
plan. Regardless of what he wanted, it was nice to plan the future 
after saving the world from its terrible fate. 


“T’m going to continue my magic research, so... Right. Hamel, if you 
build an academy, I’ll grace you with my presence as the professor of 
magic,” said Sienna. 


“But Aroth already has the magic academy. They have the towers, 
too,” commented Hamel. 


“Ha! The wizards of Aroth are old men who want to be served on a 


silver platter even though they’re inferior to me. I guarantee that I’ll 
be better than all the heads of the magic towers and the professors 
combined when it comes to developing magic and passing it on to 
future generations,” said Sienna confidently. 


The future was a topic of discussion for them, but it was never a fixed 
notion. Every time they talked about it, the vision they had would 
shift and transform, sometimes only slightly and sometimes 
drastically. This was because their dreams and aspirations evolved 
over time. 


“That’s why Pll help you. Such a future... I think it’s pretty good,” 
muttered Sienna with a faint smile. 


As if embarrassed, Hamel turned his head completely while swinging 
his sword. 


“T can’t imagine you being the headmaster of an academy,” 
commented Sienna. 


“On second thought, I don’t think I’ll build it. P’ll just go somewhere 
airy and peaceful and farm,” responded Hamel. 


“Embarrassed, are you?” Sienna giggled while hugging her knees. 


Their visions changed every time they talked, but some things 
remained the same. 


Sienna hoped for a happy life, and since some time ago, Hamel was 
always by her side in the future she drew. 


That was how it had to be. 


Chapter 273 
Side Story — Interlude (3) 


The formidable fortress of the Demon King of Incarceration was 
nestled within the Giant Centipede Mountains, whose twisting peaks 
resembled the slithering body of a monstrous insect. Moreover, the 
mountains actually wriggled like living creatures. Like a watchful 
sentinel, the mountain range served as a natural barrier, guarding the 
Demon King's stronghold and imprisoning anyone who dared to cross 
its treacherous terrain. Not only did the high walls that encircled the 
castle protect the Demon King, but they also ensured that any 
intruders who braved the mountain's deadly embrace would meet with 
a swift and merciless death. 


As soon as one crossed the immense and dreadful Giant Centipede 
Mountains, the sky above would appear different, transformed by the 
overwhelming presence of the Demon King of Incarceration. His 
formidable power gradually spread through the world around him, 
painting it in his own colors and announcing his terrifying strength to 
any who approached. 


Beyond the Giant Centipede Mountains, there existed no discernible 
day or night. The blazing sun could not penetrate the veil of darkness 
that enveloped the sky above the Demon King of Incarceration, and 
even the blackest of nights could not rival the oppressive shadows cast 
by the Demon King's Dark Power. 


Neither bright nor dark existed under the gray sky. There was just red 
earth, the Red Plains, and the only other thing that could be found 
was a dull black mist. 


The Black Fog was a knightly order of demonfolks headed by Gavid 
Lindman, the Blade of Incarceration and the henchman of the Demon 
King of Incarceration. In order to reach the castle of the Demon King 
of Incarceration, one needed to cross the Red Plains, the garrison of 
the Black Fog. 


The might of the Black Fog was unmatched. Its knights numbered 
three hundred, and they had earned the moniker of the Nightmare of 
Helmuth. Countless armies and orders that had dared to challenge the 
castle of the Demon King of Incarceration had met their end at the 
hands of the fearsome Black Fog, leaving no survivors to tell the tale. 


Despite the seemingly endless stream of despairing reports, there were 
those who refused to give up hope. While some were driven to flee in 
fear, others remained steadfast, convinced that their sacrifice would 
inspire others to take up arms and continue the fight — even if it 
meant they themselves would fall on the battlefield with swords 
embedded in their bodies. These brave souls chose to turn back from 
their fleeing steps and lay down their lives for the sake of a glimmer 
of hope. 


‘Ah.’ 


Among the sea of lifeless bodies, one face stood out — the face of a 
knight that the group had encountered before crossing the mountains. 
He was one of the three broken knights they had chanced upon, the 
very same one who had tearfully implored them to defeat the Demon 
King and offered them the tasteless alcohol. 


The upper body of the knight lay amid the corpses, separated from the 
rest of his body. However, the expression on his face was not one of 
anguish or resentment. It seemed as though his life had been cut short 
before he even had the chance to react. Nevertheless, Sienna couldn't 
bear to entertain the thought of such a bleak and dreadful end. 


She wondered why this knight had met his end here after having 
expressed his desire to leave the Devildom and return to his 
hometown. Where were the other two knights whom the group had 
encountered with him? Had they changed their minds, or had this 
knight acted alone in his decision to confront the Demon King? 


There was a crude symbol engraved on the crumpled chest plate of the 
knight, a coat of arms depicting a lion. It was a symbol that had come 
to represent Vermouth Lionheart at some point. 


“Ahhhhhh!” 


Loud shouts filled Sienna’s surroundings. There were now more than a 
thousand knights and soldiers marching on the Red Plains, and the 
symbol of the lion was engraved on the chests of all those charging 
forward. 


Upon hearing that Vermouth, the Hero, was leading a group to the 
castle of the Demon King of Incarceration, the warriors had rallied to 
their cause. Despite their armor being rusty and dented, they had 
adorned it with the emblem of a lion and joined forces with Vermouth 
and his comrades to cross the treacherous Centipede Mountains. Now, 
they were charging headlong toward the Black Fog, which stood in 
their way on the Red Plains. 


The vanguard rushed to their deaths. The Black Fog was as strong as 
or even stronger than the rumors had claimed. The human knights 
weren’t even properly armed, and they could do little more than serve 
as meat shields, absorbing a blow from the demons before falling to 
their deaths. 


However, the Black Fog was not the only obstacle the warriors faced. 
Countless demonic beasts emerged from the castle and chased after 
the Black Fog, adding to the forces of the already overwhelming 
opposition. Nevertheless, despite the inevitable and irreparable losses 
they suffered, the deaths of their fellow warriors only fueled the 
survivors' determination and spirit. They became even more frenzied 
and resolved to fight on. 


The knights and soldiers were undeterred because they knew their 
sacrifices would not be in vain. The Hero, Vermouth Lionheart, was 
among them, leading the charge and rallying their spirits as he raised 
the brilliant Holy Sword high above his head. 


Moreover, it was not just Vermouth whom they followed. In fact, all 
four of his companions were by his side, fighting alongside the knights 
and soldiers as they pressed forward. 


Molon charged forth, his body impervious to the sharp blades of the 
Black Fog. His howls echoed across the battlefield as he swung his axe 
and hammer, crushing the bodies of demonfolks and dispersing the 
fog. His determination to protect his comrades fueled his actions even 
as those around him fell. 


Hamel followed right behind. Just as he had done in all the battles 
prior, Hamel stood by Vermouth and kept pace. Even in the midst of 
the chaotic battle, both Hamel and Vermouth participated in the 
unrestrained one-sided slaughter. 


‘He didn’t use Ignition... What a relief,’ Sienna thought. 


She found momentary relief in the fact that with so many people 
fighting by their sides, the burden placed on Hamel was greatly 
reduced. This was one of the wishes of those knights accompanying 
the heroes. 


They had come to lay down their lives for the Hero, Vermouth, and 
his companions to ensure they would not suffer much damage on their 
way to knocking down the Demon King of Incarceration. The warriors 
would help the Hero and his group be in the best condition possible, 
even if doing so would ultimately cost the knights and soldiers their 
lives. 


Above them, a brilliant ray of Light shone in the sky, despite the 
absence of the sun. Sienna looked up and saw Anise praying while 
surrounded by injured priests. Their divine power was channeled to 
Anise, who unleashed miraculous abilities impossible for others to 
replicate. 


The pouring light quickly healed the injuries of the group’s allies and 
transformed the fear glistening in their eyes, which reflected the 
blades of their enemies, into courage. The light energized the tired 
bodies and pushed back the Black Fog along with the Holy Sword 
while offsetting the Dark Power of the demonfolks. In addition, the 
demonfolks whose Dark Power was dispersed were purified just by 
becoming exposed to the Light. 


“Lady Sienna! It’s ready!” a shout came from behind Sienna. 


Sienna glanced back and nodded while clutching Akasha with both 
her hands. 


After rising high off the ground, Sienna looked down. She saw, at best, 
dozens of survivors from Aroth’s magic corps as well as the war 
wizards of various nations... but Sienna could not consider any of 


them as true Archwizards. 


Nevertheless, it didn’t matter. She had already weaved the spell 
beforehand and was taking care of everything, from the development 
of the spell to coordination. What did it matter even if there were only 
dozens of wizards and if none of them were Archwizards? Sienna 
alone was an Archwizard greater than hundreds of wizards combined. 


The recitation began, and each time her lips moved, huge amounts of 
mana formed rings in Sienna’s body. Soon, nine rings had formed in 
total, and they overlapped into one large ring. 


“Ah...” The wizards on the ground looked up at Sienna with 
reverential gazes. 


They did not know exactly how Sienna formed her spells, but they 
knew that none of them could ever hope to reach the transcendental 
state she was in. The wizards did not know when the war with the 
demonfolks would come to an end, but one thing was clear regarding 
Sienna. Her name would be engraved as the biggest and clearest 
presence in the history of magic, and the name Sienna Merdein would 
serve as the turning point for wizards as a whole. 


Even if the demonfolks ended up winning the war and all other 
existences were wiped out, the demonfolks would not be able to leave 
out the name Sienna Merdein when they referred back to the study of 
magic in the future. 


If the continent were to win the war, then the future wizards of the 
continent — or rather, all wizards in the future — would aim to 
become like Sienna Merdein. 


The magic was completed, and the rain of death began to fall. 
Hundreds of small bullets poured down like a meteor shower. 


The bullets weren’t simple though. Each droplet of death was carefully 
constructed with high concentrations of mana, condensed to its limit. 
The projectiles of mana would penetrate the Dark Power protecting 
the demons, as well as their armor, before taking root inside their 
hearts and exploding. 


Although the battlefield was a complete mess, Sienna’s onslaught of 
magic moved accurately and only struck the demon knights. The 
weaker demons of the Black Fog were slaughtered by dozens after 
being struck by the magical bullets, and the blood of over a hundred 
demonic beasts soaked the plains as they were ground into 
unrecognizable shapes. 


“Sienna of Disaster—!” Gavid’s expression became distorted as he 
commanded the Black Fog. 


His eyes glowed a crimson red, and the series of magical bullets 
exploded and disappeared. 


Nonetheless, Sienna wasn’t finished yet. She accelerated her 
recitations as her bloodshot eyes glimmered. Akasha responded to her 
by emitting a brilliant light, and the wizards on the ground 
desperately kept pace in spite of the blood flowing freely from all of 
their facial orifices. 


The sky started to distort, and an artificially formed sphere of 
overwhelming mass and weight began its descent to the ground, 
crushing the cloudy sky beneath it. It was a meteor. This wasn’t a 
meteorite drawn from outer space, but a mass of gigantic proportions, 
sufficient to wipe a country or even an entire civilization off the map. 


Kwaaaaaah! 


As the meteor started its descent, Gavid Lindman and the Black Fog 
looked up at the sky in horror. Even though Sienna of Disaster and 
Anise of Hell were here, it would be impossible for anyone to survive 
if a meteor of such a size crashed to the ground. Everyone, both the 
allies and the enemies, would be wiped out. 


“Your Majesty!” shouted Gavid. 


However, the giant projectile wasn’t aimed at the Red Plain but at the 
castle of the Demon King of Incarceration. If it were an attack formed 
by mana, there was always a high possibility that the Demon King of 
Incarceration would easily block it. Demon Kings had such power — 
the power to destroy human magic with a snort. 


That’s why Sienna had insisted on launching a physical bombardment 
using a meteor. The gigantic mass, which had been created a few days 
prior, was large enough to crush the entirety of the castle of the 
Demon King of Incarceration. 


Blood flowed freely from the lips of those reciting the incantations. 
They were guiding the meteor while adding dozens of attack magic to 
the surface of the meteor. 


‘Die...!’ Sienna truly wished that the meteor would crush the terrible 
castle and that the Demon King of Incarceration would be buried alive 
without ever having the chance to put up any resistance. 


Woooo0000—! 


Darkness spewed from the towering fortress of the Demon King of 
Incarceration. The darkness seemed to form into a veil surrounding 
the castle, then it gathered into a single point at the top of one of the 
spires. The darkness wove into a chain before wrapping around the 
falling meteor. 


There was no sound. There was no explosion, no roar, nothing. Just 
like that, the huge meteor disappeared. Sienna stumbled in the air, 
unable to believe what had just happened. 


‘... The Demon King of Incarceration.’ 


Sienna glared at the castle. She could see a man standing at the top of 
the castle’s spire, where the chain had originated from. The Demon 
King of Incarceration was unlike any of the Demon Kings she had 
encountered until now. Although the horns on his head betrayed his 
identity, he looked very human. His appearance was strangely calm 
and small compared to the Demon King of Destruction, who took on 
no tangible form, or the other Demon Kings, who had been rather 
fierce and large in appearance. 


As if having sensed Sienna’s gaze, the Demon King of Incarceration 
turned his gaze with a slight tilt of his head toward where Sienna 
stood in the sky. 


Zing! 


Simply meeting the Demon King of Incarceration’s gaze made Sienna 
feel as if her mind would collapse. A sharp headache threatened to 
knock her unconscious, and her body went crashing down. 


“Hey. Are you okay?” 
Fwoosh! 


The wind brought forth a familiar smell. Sienna opened her eyes and 
turned her head to find Hamel, who had leaped to catch her from afar, 
before her. She gasped when she realized she was in Hamel’s arms. 


“You smell like blood,” commented Sienna. 


“Of course, I do,” responded Hamel with a nonchalant gaze while 
licking a stream of blood running down his cheek. 


He was covered with the blood of the demonfolks he had slaughtered 
as well as the blood flowing from his own wounds. Sienna felt the 
blood soaking her robe as she tightened her grasp on Hamel’s clothes. 


“...You didn’t use Ignition, did you?” asked Sienna. 
“T didn’t,” responded Hamel. 
“You're lying,” said Sienna. 


“Tt was only for a brief moment, so I basically didn’t. There’s barely 
any recoil,” grumbled Hamel, flicking her forehead with his finger. 
“Why don’t you worry about yourself instead of me, huh? I told you 
yesterday, didn’t I? Don’t aim for the castle. The Demon King of 
Incarceration isn’t an idiot, so how could he fail to deal with a magic 
attack right on top of his castle?” 


“.,.But it was worth trying,” said Sienna. 


“Right, right. Thanks to you, we were able to discover that your magic 
doesn’t have much of an impact on the Demon King of Incarceration,” 
said Hamel. 


Sienna released Hamel’s collar while muttering in a small voice, “I can 
just use other types of magic.” 


Thud. 


Hamel placed Sienna on the ground before shaking his head. “Don’t 
use anything big, and just maintain your condition. I’m going.” 


“Are you going to Vermouth?” asked Sienna hesitantly. 


“Who else would I go to besides that bastard? I came here because I 
was surprised to see you fall, but Vermouth isn’t having it easy either. 
I'd like to take the head of that bastard, Gavid, today.” Hamel turned 
his head while clicking his tongue. 


Booom! 


An explosion resounded from the far side of the battlefield, and a 
murky moonlight soared into the sky. Vermouth had resorted to using 
the Moonlight Sword. 


“ ..But that seems to be out of the question,” concluded Hamel. 


Immediately afterward, he saw Gavid jump into the sky to escape the 
consecutive bursts of moonlight. His eyes glowed black, and Dark 
Power rose like a flame from the sword that he held with one hand. In 
combination with the power of the Demoneye of Divine Glory, the 
Demonic Sword Glory was preventing the moonlight from destroying 
everything in its path. 


“This isn’t just a brief moment,” muttered Sienna while pressing down 
on her throbbing chest with her hand. 


Hamel crossed the battlefield and joined Vermouth. He had no choice 
but to use Ignition to keep pace with Vermouth, who had taken out 
the Moonlight Sword. 


“Liar,” Sienna spate accusingly. 


Hamel had promised not to use Ignition in this battle, but... Sienna 


had not expected him to keep his promise. In order to enter the castle 
of the Demon King of Incarceration, it was necessary to conquer the 
Red Plains and exterminate the Black Fog, and that was why everyone 
was so desperate. 


Despite being inferior in number, the scales of the battle were tipping 
in their favor because Sienna, Anise, Molon, Vermouth, and Hamel 
were dominating the battlefield. In spite of this, there were simply too 
many enemies. Each ally had to kill dozens of demonfolkss and 
demonic beasts to completely eliminate the enemy forces. 


However, the knights and soldiers participating in the battlefield were 
incomparably weaker than Sienna and her comrades. Even so, they 
stabbed their enemies without hesitation despite losing their limbs. 
There were even people who triggered the mana in their body to 
explode along with their enemies. 


Everyone was desperate because they knew the significance of today’s 
battle, and that’s why Sienna could not complain about Hamel’s lies. 
She took out a potion from the subspace inside her robe and gulped it 
down. 


Afterwards, Sienna repeated the same actions from her sixteen years 
of battles. She chugged down potions like water to keep her mana 
stores up while unleashing bombardments of magic. She supported 
herself with Anise’s Light and took the path that Molon had carved. 


Meanwhile, Sienna continued to observe Hamel and Vermouth as they 
pushed the enemy’s commander. Whenever she saw there was a 
chance, she threatened Gavid with her magic. 


They fought for a long time. Even though day and night weren’t 
distinguished here, it felt as if they had battled for an entire day. The 
seemingly endless shouts slowly faded, and silence surfaced from time 
to time. The plains were colored red with blood, rather befitting of its 
name, and the stench of the corpses and blood was pungent. 


Sienna recited incantations with lifeless eyes. Her lips were extremely 
dry and torn, causing blood to drip from her lips, but she still recited 
incantations while stumbling forward. 


“|. Sienna, Sienna!” 


Arms clutched around Sienna’s waist from behind, and she came to a 
stop. Sienna jumped up and looked back. She saw a pale and lifeless 
face. 


Anise was taking ragged breaths. She too reeked of blood. 
“It’s over,” Anise stated. 
“.,.Anise?” Sienna uttered. 


“Tt’s over. Stupid Sienna! Even though you always berate Molon and 
Hamel, yow’re no different from them. Have you been consumed by 
your magic again?” asked Anise. 


It had been inevitable. In order to accurately distinguish between 
friend and foe while continuously casting spells, she needed to 
completely merge her consciousness with magic. However, doing so 
transformed her into a mobilized magic cannon optimized for battles. 


“ ,.1 wasn’t consumed. This is...,” Sienna tried to refute. 


“Yes, I know very well what you are trying to say. Anyways, it’s over,” 
said Anise while enduring her pain. She clicked her tongue as she 
looked over Sienna’s torn lips, ragged hands, and dragging feet. “At 
least you’re better off than Molon. That’s a relief.” 


“How is Molon?” asked Sienna. 


“Well, I don’t know where to start... Both of his arms were severed 
about four times, and he lost his entire lower body once. Ah, that’s not 
including the injuries to his legs,” explained Anise. 


eeccee 


“Our damages... In short, about two hundred people survived. Less 
than a hundred, if we’re excluding those who survived through the 
skin of their teeth, but yes, what’s important is that they are still 
alive,” continued Anise. 


“What about Hamel and Vermouth?” asked Sienna. 

“They’re fine,” answered Anise. 

She let out a long sigh before stretching her hand toward Sienna. 
Fwoosh...! 


The Light coming from Anise’s hand was dim compared to the 
beginning of the battle, but the miracle quickly healed Sienna’s 
injuries. 


“.,.But they missed the Blade of Incarceration.” 
SAL.” 


“We couldn’t catch him once he made up his mind to run. Noir 
Giabella’s Demoneye of Fantasy was hard to deal with, but Gavid 
Lindman’s Demoneye of Divine Gory was... To be completely honest, 
we would have been wiped out way earlier if Sir Vermouth had not 
been here,” said Anise. 


She looked frustrated as she pursed her lips. 


It was known that Gavid Lindman’s Demoneye of Divine Glory had 
been directly bestowed to him by the Demon King of Incarceration. 


Who did Gavid Lindman treat as his god? It was the Demon King of 
Incarceration. As the name suggested, the Demoneye of Divine Glory 
allowed Gavid Lindman to borrow the power of his god. In other 
words, he could use the power of the Demon King of Incarceration. 


Sienna silently clenched her trembling hand and turned her head. 


She looked around the battlefield with stiff eyes. The number of 
corpses outnumbered the survivors by far. 


‘Hamel.’ 


Then Sienna saw Vermouth supporting Hamel, who was rubbing off 
the blood around his mouth. Sensing Sienna’s gaze on him, Hamel 
raised his head to look at her. 


Hamel waved his hand while speaking in a husky voice, “That bastard 
was pretty good at running.” 


They gave up on recovering the corpses of allies, but they did not 
abandon the funeral. Anise and the few surviving clergies knelt on the 
bloodstained plains and prayed to their god to deliver the souls of the 
dead warriors to heaven. 


“T decided to leave our back to them,” said Vermouth while staring at 
the Castle of the Demon King of Incarceration. “The forces of the 
Black Fog and the demonic beasts have been wiped out. The five of us 
will break through the remaining troops in the castle. The Shield, 
Staff, and Blade should be remaining in the castle, but... we five 
should be able to break through.” 


“Yes, five,” Hamel muttered while sitting on the body of a demonic 
beast. 


He looked rather calm despite having used Ignition. It was almost as if 
he were experiencing no aftereffects from using Ignition. 


“_..It will be better for us to go alone than for everyone to go. We can 
fight in any situation if it’s the five of us, and we’ll be able to take care 
of each other as well.” 


“Shouldn’t we also keep in mind that demons and demonic beasts 
might join forces from outside the Centipede Mountains?” 


“That’s why we’re leaving our backs to them,” answered Molon. 


Although they had won the battle, the remaining troops looked as 
miserable as defeated soldiers. However, their eyes still glowed with a 
brilliant light. 


He added, “They are warriors. They will protect us, even if it cost 
them their lives.” 


“We'll leave tomorrow,” said Hamel. 


Anise flinched and stared at Hamel with astonishment. “Don’t be a 
fool. You, of all people, need to rest and—” 


“T’m not experiencing any rebound,” Hamel cut in, raising himself up 
for everyone to see. “On the contrary, my body feels very light. 
Besides, if we stay here for a few days because of me, there would 
have been no point in targeting the plains.” 


“But—” 
“It’s fine,” asserted Hamel with a smile. 
Vermouth stared at Hamel for a while and then nodded. 


“’..You are right. We’ve already come this far, so we cannot wait any 
longer. However, Hamel, promise me this. Just as I... Just as we will 
not leave you behind, you cannot leave us behind,” Vermouth stated. 


“Why are you making it sound so complicated? You’re just telling me 
not to die,” responded Hamel. 


“We must go together from beginning to end. If you feel like you’re 
going to collapse in the middle, don’t force yourself and lean on us,” 
said Vermouth. 


“Right, right.” Hamel waved his hand before springing down from the 
corpse of the demonic beast. 


Sienna observed Hamel’s movements closely. Before, he had been 
unable to even move properly due to the rebound of Ignition. It 
appeared that he wasn’t lying about not experiencing any rebound. 


‘The flow of mana... is stable as well. He’s fine.’ Sienna nodded while 
giving a sigh of relief. 


Tomorrow, they would climb the Castle of the Demon King of 
Incarceration. 


Chapter 274 
Side Story — Interlude (4) [Bonus 
Image] 


Among the Demon Kings they had killed until now, the Demon King of 
Fury, who had been ranked third, had four trusted subordinates under 
his command. They were the Children of Fury, also known as the Four 
Heavenly Kings, and had been extremely powerful demons. 


The four had received great favor from the Demon King of Fury and 
had been given tremendous power after becoming his children. 
Kamash the Earthquaker, the Bloodshedder Sein, the Depraved 
Oberon, and the Abyssal Princess Iris — all four of them had been 
incomparably stronger than the other demonfolks, but they had been 
killable. 


The five Heroes who were challenging the castle of the Demon King of 
Incarceration had already killed Kamash and Sein and defeated Iris 
and Oberon many years ago. 


However, there was a marked difference between the Four Heavenly 
Kings and the three subordinates of Incarceration. Little was known 
about the true strength of Incarceration's Shield and Staff, apart from 
the rumors that had circulated when they first emerged on the 
battlefield at the outset of the war. The five Heroes had never 
personally confronted either of them in battle. 


Nevertheless, they had already confronted Gavid Lindman, the Blade 
of Incarceration, two times before. Through these encounters, they 
had gained knowledge of the immense strength that Incarceration's 
subordinates possessed and that it far exceeded that of the Children of 
Fury. With this understanding in mind, the five Heroes had made 
thorough preparations to face Incarceration’s subordinates once again. 


“Keugh.” Hamel's head jerked up as he spat out a mouthful of blood. 


He couldn't recall what had happened after he had gotten hit with a 
shield. It appeared he had been knocked out for a brief moment. 


“Hamel! Are you okay!?” a shrieking cry came from somewhere in 
front of him and caught his attention. 


Hamel saw Anise’s back as her brilliant wings emitted light. The blow 
Hamel had received had contained a massive force, easily sufficient to 
cause him to burst into bits and pieces. If it had not been for Anise’s 
divine magic, he knew he would have died on the spot. 


“,..It shouldn’t have landed,’ Hamel thought, swallowing a mouthful of 
blood as he raised himself. 


Urogos, the Shield of Incarceration, was a huge demon. Although not 
as tall as a giant, he was twice the size of Molon and covered in 
impenetrable armor. In his left hand, he wielded a shield that 
resembled a castle gate in terms of size, and held in his right hand was 
a monstrous spear that seemed capable of piercing the thickest dragon 
hide. 


There were many spots for Hamel to target, though, since Urogos was 
so large. Even if his thick and impenetrable armor and shield were 
disregarded, Urogos himself was tough. But that just meant that 
Hamel had to attack him until he broke through. 


So, what if the demon counterattacked? Urogos was definitely not 
slow, and in fact, he was incredibly fast despite his large size and the 
weight of his armor. However, he wasn’t fast enough to avoid Hamel’s 
detection, and it was easy for Hamel to predict Urogos’ movements 
due to his large stature. 


Even so, Hamel had failed to avoid Urogos’ attack. Hamel had been 
prepared but had momentarily lost control of his body. So, he ended 
up taking the blow, resulting in his current state. Hamel chuckled 
while rubbing the blood off from around his mouth. 


T’m still fine.’ 


The blow would have crushed all the bones in his body, but Anise’s 
divine power had glued his body back together. It... wasn’t completely 


healed, though. He could still feel his bones creaking and his organs 
aching. 


Regardless, it couldn’t be helped since they were in the Castle of the 
Demon King of Incarceration. The Dark Power that weighed down on 
them was burdensome, and the Staff of Incarceration — the withered 
lich — was unfolding black magic from the castle gate, dampening the 
effects of divine magic. 


Despite that, it wasn’t to the point of rendering Hamel immobile. So, 
he stumbled forward while looking ahead. The first thing he saw was 
Anise’s wings. Although her back was obscured by her robe, he could 
imagine that her back and the stigmata were completely soaked and 

drenched in blood. 


Hamel then met Sienna’s gaze. She stood to his side, a little distance 
away. Sienna could only steal worried glances at Hamel as she 
couldn’t voice her concerns. It couldn’t be helped since she was 
currently devoting most of her attention to controlling her magic 
while verbalizing the incantations of her spells. 


“Tm fine,” said Hamel with a grin, shaking his hands for her to see. 


Then he strode forward. Beyond the swirling storm of divine power 
and magic, he could see Molon and Vermouth. 


Molon was directly facing off against Urogos, who was twice his size. 
The moron had thrown away his weapons, and he was pushing against 
Urogos’ shield with both of his hands. The roar of the challenger and 
the defender resonated throughout the hall, and Urogos pushed 
forward with all his might. Each time, Molon’s feet were forced to 
drag backward while his muscles swelled and his veins burst. Even so, 
Molon managed to stand his ground somewhat. 


So what if he was being pushed back slightly? Molon wasn’t alone in 
his fight against Urogos. While he held Urogos in place, Vermouth dug 
into the openings in Urogos’ defense. He swung both the Holy Sword 
and the Moonlight Sword, causing a wave of light to crash over 
Urogos. 


Rumblee! 


Urogos was pushed back further than the ground he had covered. 
There were visible cracks on his solid armor, and black blood gushed 
from inside his helmet. 


“Hamel!” shouted Vermouth. It was an uncharacteristically passionate 
cry. 


Vermouth always shouted for Hamel on the battlefield. Hamel was the 
only one who could keep pace with him in close combat, and the two 
always worked in harmony. Once Vermouth landed a blow, Hamel 
would immediately follow up with an attack of his own, leading the 
way for Vermouth to take over again. The two had always fought the 
same way in the battles against the demonfolks and the Demon Kings. 


Hamel’s lips curved up into a smile when he felt the worry contained 
in Vermouth’s cry. 


While placing a hand on his left chest, Hamel whispered under his 
breath, “I told you that I’m fine.” 


“Hey!” Sienna shouted once again while looking at him anxiously. 


“It’s fine,” whispered Hamel once more as he grabbed at his heart and 
his Core. 


Hamel was once again struck with a realization, and the same truth 
was yet again made clear to him. He could not use divine power like 
Anise, and he could not use magic like Sienna. All he could do was to 
charge forward and fight at the front. 


Hamel was strong, but he wasn’t stronger than Vermouth. He could 
not wield the Moonlight Sword, let alone the Holy Sword. Moreover, 
he wasn’t proficient in everything like Vermouth. 


Hamel was tough, but he wasn’t tougher than Molon. Unlike Hamel, 
who had been almost killed by a single blow from Urogos, Molon was 
still tanking Urogos’ attacks from the front. 


—If someone has to die... 


‘ will,’ Hamel resolved. 


Even if Hamel died, Molon would persist and fight. Even if Hamel 
could no longer fight, Vermouth would fight in his place. 


‘Ignition. ’ 
The dying embers began to burn once more. 


There was a brief moment before sunset when the world was filled 
with light. Fires always burned the brightest before they were 
completely snuffed out. Hamel used what little remained of his life 
and his body as fuel to rekindle his fire. He cared little about what he 
gave to it. 


The flame swelled exponentially as it devoured Hamel’s offerings, and 
his shriveled Core emitted an incredibly dense burst of mana. Hamel 
bent his knees while taking a large gulp of air. 


Boooom! 


His first step was accompanied by an explosion of mana. Hamel used 
the torrent of mana to accelerate his body and took his place beside 
Vermouth in an instant. Vermouth flinched when he saw the huge 
aura of mana surrounding Hamel as well as the latter’s glistening eyes. 


However, Vermouth held his tongue, and the battle resumed. It was 
completely one-sided. Hamel and Vermouth attacked together to 
break Urogos’ spear and armor. Molon robbed Urogos of his shield 
and swung it like a blunt weapon, driving Urogos against the wall. 
Urogos was also bombarded by a barrage of magic and divine power, 
which completely broke his armor and ripped him to shreds. 


Then Vermouth took off Urogos’ head with the Moonlight Sword. 
“Let’s go,” Hamel said. 


Hamel was the first to jump step over Urogos’ body. He calmed his 
rampaging Core and rubbed off the dried blood from his chin. 


“Are you out of your mind!?” shouted Sienna as she rushed forward 
without a care for her own injuries. She reached out and grabbed 
Hamel’s shoulder. “Go where!? Your body is—” 


“Moving just fine,” responded Hamel with a faint smile. 


It was the same as before, during the battle on the Red Plains. Even 
though he had used Ignition, he felt no rebound. 


Hamel was well aware of why he wasn’t experiencing any aftereffects. 
A small spark remained in his Core, which was on the brink of 
collapsing completely. Once the fire was snuffed out, it would be 
impossible for him to fight anymore. No, in fact, his life would be 
extinguished along with the spark. 


Nevertheless, as long as the spark remained, he could still move, and 
he could still fight. He had faced numerous obstacles and difficulties 
throughout his life, and his body was putting up one final fight, a last 
act of defiance. Hamel was determined not to back down and let his 
spirit fade away. He knew that if he could still move and fight, he 
would push forward with all his might and refuse to let his flame go 
out. 


At present, they were only on the lower level of the castle, and they 
still had to face the other subordinates of Incarceration as well as the 
Demon King of Incarceration himself. Hamel was determined to keep 
his spark burning brightly, no matter what challenges lay ahead. 


“We're going up,” Vermouth said. 


Although he couldn't help but second-guess Hamel’s judgment, 
Vermouth pushed those thoughts away. He did not want to think 
about it anymore. Vermouth had seen the... light in Hamel’s eyes, and 
he had been unable to ignore it. He wanted to believe in the light. 


“Since we’ve already infiltrated the castle, we can’t afford to relax. We 
might have bought some time, but I’m not completely sure we’ll be 
able to dispel the curse and the dark power of the entire castle,” said 
Anise. 


She desperately attempted to shake off her anxiety, but she couldn’t 


help but bite her lip worriedly when she looked back at the tightly 
shut gates. 


The Demon King of Incarceration had no intention of allowing any 
intruders to retreat. As soon as they entered the castle, the gates had 
shut tight. In order to open the gates again, they would either have to 
kill the Demon King of Incarceration or negotiate with him. 


However, who among the five of them would ever try to negotiate 
with the Demon King? 


“The Demon King won’t let us rest,” commented Molon while 
tightening the grip of his trembling hands. 


He strode up to Hamel and lifted his friend. Hamel became 
dumbfounded and attempted to escape Molon’s grasp, but Molon 
ignored him and placed Hamel on his shoulder. 


He said, “Let’s go like this, Hamel. Try to rest as much as possible on 
my shoulder.” 


“Well,” Hamel scoffed, but he did not jump off Molon’s shoulder. 
Sienna couldn’t say anything as she anxiously tugged at her robe. 


“T guess there’s no helping it.” She forced a smile onto her face while 
shaking off her uneasy thoughts. “Hamel, you stay back a little so that 
you don’t get caught up in the magic of Archwizard Sienna.” 


It was a joke she often made. Sienna raised Akasha and tapped 
Hamel’s leg, which dropped to the side of Molon’s shoulder. 


‘,..It ll be fine,’ Sienna thought to herself for the hundredth time. 


Hamel looked fine even after using Ignition, and everyone was still in 
decent condition. It wasn’t as if they were strangers to the struggles 
that greeted them whenever they entered the castle of a Demon King. 


The castle of the Demon King of Incarceration would be no different. 
The castles of the other Demon Kings had been impossible to escape as 


well. They had climbed up to the top floor and battled the castle’s 
master without taking any breaks. The five of them had always fought 
such unfavorable and seemingly hopeless battles. 


‘It will be the same.’ 


Sienna imagined the scene that would come after the battle — after 
they had killed the Demon King of Incarceration and conquered the 
castle. Simply thinking such thoughts helped ease the anxiety in her 
heart slightly. Rather than being weighed down by the all- 
encompassing despair and letting it drive her insane, she filled her 
mind with hope. The unreachable was close. 


‘Hope.’ 


Sienna pressed down on her hat while chewing on her lips. 


Belial was the Staff of Incarceration — the lich and the master of 
Vladmir. The party of Heroes overcame numerous terrible traps that 
Belial had set, as well as repeated ambushes. After climbing to the 
middle floors of the castle, they finally encountered him. 


The entire floor was Belial’s dungeon, and he summoned numerous 
familiars to greet the intruders. Belial wielded the power of the 
Demon King that he served, and his magic was dark and menacing. 
Despite this, Sienna and Vermouth's magic was not inferior. Moreover, 
Sienna had a deep-seated hatred for necromancers and their ability to 
raise an unending army of undead. 


The form of the battle wasn’t important. Sienna tried her best. 
Everyone tried their best. 


It was as if time had stopped. Everyone saw the same thing. 


Belial’s life vessel had been smashed. Although liches were close to 
being immortal, their lives were tied together with their life vessels. 
Once it was destroyed, they would be vanquished as well. 


While being swept away by the Moonlight Sword, Belial used his last 
resort — an attack containing the last bit of his power before death. 
This was quite an obvious attempt at an attack. It was aimed at 
Vermouth, but he was more than capable of dodging it. No one 
doubted him. 


It should have been the same for Hamel. Hamel was the last one to 
ever doubt Vermouth. Hamel knew how Vermouth fought, and he 
knew how strong Vermouth was. Such an attack could never hope to 
kill Vermouth. 


“Why?” uttered Sienna with utter shock. 


It had been an unexpected and sudden act, which made it even more 
unbelievable. For a reason unknown to them, Hamel had jumped in 
front of Vermouth. Even before Vermouth could avoid the curse, 
Hamel had used himself as a shield against it. 


“Why?” Sienna couldn’t understand the reason why. 


Hamel wasn’t supposed to be there. There was not much for Hamel 
and Molon, the warriors, to do in a battle of magic against Belial. 
Their role in a battle like this was to protect Sienna and Anise. 


They had carried out their roles with perfection this time as well. 
Despite his struggles, Hamel had fulfilled his duty anyway, and that 
was where it was supposed to have ended. 


“Hamel.” Sienna staggered up to Hamel. 
Vermouth stood dazedly, looking down at Hamel. 
“Please,” uttered Sienna. 

Molon screamed, “Hamel!” 


He lifted Hamel’s body. It was light. Molon’s eyes quivered, and he 
looked around, not knowing what to do. He walked over to a wall 
nearby and sat Hamel down. 


Molon said, “A-Anise. Come over here, quickly. Hamel... Hamel is...” 


Anise’s legs gave out beneath her as she covered her mouth with both 
her hands. 


Her role as a priestess was to ensure the safety of her comrades, but 
she couldn’t fulfill her role right now. 


‘A curse.’ 


This was no ordinary curse. It was a curse conjured by Belial, the 
worst black wizard and lich in history, in exchange for his life. Even 
brushing against it would have caused a fatal curse to permeate one’s 
body. 


“ ..Ha,” Hamel chuckled, tilting his head back, but black blood poured 
out as soon as he opened his mouth. 


Tears fell from Anise’s eyes at the sight. 


Anise knew what would follow. The curse, which utilized the dark 
power of the Demon King of Incarceration, would slowly destroy 
Hamel’s body from the inside out. Even though Anise was the Saintess, 
the Imitation Incarnation of Light, it was impossible for her to purify 
all the dark power of a Demon King. In the end, Eugene’s body would 
completely break down, and he would perish. 


Unfortunately, that would not be his end. A soul inflicted with the 
curse of the Demon King could not go to heaven or hell. At the 
moment of death, it would become the possession of the Demon King. 
This truth devastated Anise. 


Hamel would not be able to go to heaven. 
“Hamel... Hamel, Hamel...!” Sienna howled. 


She attempted to approach Hamel but stumbled over her steps, and 
her legs gave out beneath her. Sienna tried to get back on her feet, but 
she could give no strength to her legs. In the end, she was forced to 
crawl toward Hamel. 


“What are you crying about?” said Hamel with a grin. 


Why was he smiling? Sienna just couldn’t understand why Hamel was 
smiling. She shook her head as tears dripped down her cheeks. She 
gazed at the hazy figure of Hamel through her blurred vision. 


Sienna could see a... hole in the center of his body, but she couldn’t 
see Hamel’s insides through the hole. The hole was filled with the 
curse, and only darkness was visible inside it. As the curse spread, it 
ate away at Hamel’s body. 


“Anise... W-What are you doing? Come quickly. The wound... the 
wound is getting bigger,” Sienna stuttered. 


There wasn’t even any blood coming from the hole. Sienna tucked her 
trembling hand inside her robe. 


Right, she still had the elixir. It was a precious remedy crafted with 
holy water and infused with divine power and magic. The concoction 
served as an all-purpose medicine for emergencies when magic or 
divine magic couldn't be employed. They had several doses left in 
reserve since Anise's presence meant they didn’t really need it. 


“ ..It’s fine,” Sienna muttered to herself once more. 


Everything was fine. It had to be. Sienna repeatedly muttered such 
words while pulling out a bottle. 


She popped the cap of the elixir and poured the concoction over 
Hamel’s wound. Unfortunately, even though she finished pouring an 
entire bottle, the wound showed no signs of healing. 


“It’s fine.” 


There were more bottles, and Anise was here as well. Anise seemed to 
have collapsed from the shock, but she would quickly regain her 
senses and come running over. She would reprimand Hamel for being 
an idiot before healing him and making him whole again. 


“Tt's fine,” Sienna murmured yet again. 


She emptied several bottles. Hamel only coughed up blood in the 
meantime, and the light in his eyes dimmed every time he blinked. 


“Get lost,” said Hamel. 
His voice was weak; it was as if his life was slipping away. 
“Please,” Sienna begged while crying. 


She had a headache, there was a terrible taste in her mouth, and her 
heart was pounding. She was cold, hot, and trembling. 


“That’s... That’s why I told you to go back. Why did you have to be so 
stubborn and—” Sienna said without meaning to. 


Feeling disgusted at herself, she quickly clasped her hand over her 
mouth. 


“Sienna. Put that away first.” Hamel gave a weak smile while staring 
at Sienna. He could see her figure as his vision dimmed. 


“The elixirs are precious. Why are you trying to use such precious 
things here? Don’t waste them,” said Hamel. 


“But—!” Sienna shook her head with tears streaming down her face. 


How could the elixirs be considered precious when they were unable 
to heal Hamel's wounds in the most dire of times? 


At this moment, Anise joined Sienna. She sat down and held her 
rosary as she recited a prayer. Tears flowed down Anise’s cheeks as 
she summoned a glowing light at the tip of her fingers and directed it 
toward Hamel's wound. 


However, the Light failed to illuminate the darkness. 


“That’s enough. I know my body best. I can’t survive. I’m about to 
die,” Hamel stated calmly while vomiting blood. 


Sienna did not want to hear such words. She didn’t want to accept 
them either. She lowered her head, taking ragged breaths. 


“T could have avoided it,” muttered Vermouth, stumbling toward 
Hamel. “There was no need for you to do this.” 


Belial’s curse had been directed at Vermouth, but Hamel had 
intercepted it at will. Sienna could not bring herself to look at 
Vermouth’s face. 


“Get out of here,” Hamel said with a laugh. 


“You should have known...” Vermouth grabbed his pale face. “There’s 
no need for you to die like this.” 


Sienna sobbed silently. She did not want to accept it, and she did not 
want to believe it. However, in the end, she had no choice but to face 
reality. The warmth of Hamel’s hand was fading away, and the light in 
his eyes was dimming. 


“This is enough to be an honorable death,” Hamel said. 


Why did that matter? Sienna raised Hamel’s hand and placed it on her 
cheek. The tears that streamed down her face were so hot. She wanted 
to add warmth to his hand. 


“Tt was obvious that I would only be a burden if we continued, and I 
didn’t want to go back either,” explained Hamel. 


In the end, Hamel proved himself to be a stubborn fool. 


Sienna had known that his physical condition had been abnormal. In 
fact, she knew that she had been fooling herself by her own 
consolations that Hamel was fine. She had seen Hamel’s body become 
slow as they battled their way up the castle, and he had not stood at 
the center of the battles. 


If he accompanied them further, he would only get in their way. Yet, 
now that he was here, he could no longer return. 


“You’re supposed to be so fucking cool, so I shouldn’t need to console 
you,” Hamel’s voice was slowly dying. 


Sienna repeatedly muttered to herself that it was fine as she clasped 
his hands. 


“ ..I’m getting sleepy, so go,” Hamel murmured. 


He said nothing more after that, and the light disappeared from his 
eyes. 


Vermouth lowered his head and knelt down, muttering in a small 
voice, “Thank you.” 


This was the end. Hamel spoke no more, and he did not open his eyes 
again. The hand that Sienna held went limp in her grasp. 


Sienna hated how Hamel had acted. It pained her, and she resented 
him for leaving nothing behind. She had hoped for something more, 
even if it turned out to be a lifelong curse for everyone who survived. 


She had been hoping for something cliché, something like Make sure 
you kill the Demon Kings, Save the world, or Be happy. But Hamel, that 
bastard, had left no such wishes. Was it because he had trusted his 
comrades? Perhaps. Even so... 


“I... I need it,” Sienna muttered. 


Sienna had never imagined a future without Hamel, and even though 
it was happening in front of her eyes, she could not believe it. Hamel 
had always been there in the future that Sienna painted. 


“T need... it,” Sienna repeated. 


Even if his will turned into a curse, she needed a reason to continue. If 
Hamel had asked her to kill the Demon Kings and save the world, 
Sienna would have lived her life to fulfill his wishes. If Hamel had 
asked them to be happy, then... 


“Please...,” Sienna begged. 


The curse would have caused her to be unhappy for the rest of her 
life, but she would have forced herself to be happy for the sake of 
Hamel. 


“God of Light, Almighty, please... Please protect and watch over this 
stupid lamb. The rough journey he will experience... after... rest... 
Sniff... With love and mercy...,” Anise failed to see her prayer through 
to the end. 


She fell sobbing, and Molon broke out screaming. He rampaged like a 
madman, smashing the walls and the floor with his fists. 


Boom! Boom! 


While Anise and Sienna wept and Molon roared and screamed, 
Vermouth remained kneeling on the ground with his head bowed. 


“N-No.” Sienna raised her hand after sobbing for some time. 


The hand she held was becoming too light. The curse that penetrated 
Hamel’s body was eating away at his body, causing him to disappear. 
Sienna shook her head while desperately grabbing hold of his body. 


“No, no, no...! D-Don’t go. Don’t... leave me behind!” Sienna howled 
while putting her cheek against Hamel’s face. 


Anise stared at the two of them with bloodshot eyes. 
“Please... tell me,” Sienna moaned tearfully. 


She could no longer feel Hamel’s body in her embrace. His body was 
gone, vaporized by the Demon King’s curse. 


“Anise. Please. Hamel... Did Hamel go to heaven? Huh? Heaven... He 
had to have gone there, right?” said Sienna while looking back at 
Anise. 


More than anyone else in the world, the five of them deserved to be 
happy. It was a given. And if they could not be happy in this life... 
then at least they deserved to be happy after they died. 


“He... could not...,” Anise said while sobbing. 
Sienna screamed and took Anise by her collar. 


“Why not!? Y-You always said that there is a god, that heaven is 
real...! You said... that everyone would go to heaven after we died! 
You said that!” howled Sienna. 


“Hamel’s soul... naturally... he should have gone to heaven... But 
right now, his soul is... in the hands of the Demon King of 
Incarceration. As long as the Demon King chooses not to let him go, 
Hamel...” 


“Ahhhhh!!!” Sienna screamed as she didn’t want to hear anymore. 


She fell down to the ground and screamed even more while banging 
her forehead against the floor. 


Hamel wouldn’t be able to see the end of the war and live a happy 
life, and he wouldn’t even be able to go to heaven...? After spending 
sixteen years wandering the battlefield and doing nothing but 
fighting... he would have to spend an eternity in the hands of the 
Demon King? 


“’,.Not yet,” Vermouth broke the silence. 


He raised his head, and Sienna finally got a glimpse of his face. 
Vermouth’s face, which had always been calm and emotionless, was 
crumpled, and there were tear marks under his empty eyes. 


“Tt’s not the end yet,” he stated. 
“The end...?” 
“We are still here,” Vermouth said, staggering to his feet. 


Molon stopped short at his words, and Anise looked up at Vermouth 
with blank eyes. 


“That’s... right,” muttered Sienna. 


She saw her hands were bloody, but she couldn’t tell whether the 
blood was hers or Hamel’s. Sienna slowly spread her hands and saw 
the necklace Hamel had left behind. 


“We just have to kill the Demon King of Incarceration,” said 
Vermouth. 


The quivering in Sienna’s eyes subsided. 


“We just have to rescue Hamel’s soul after killing the Demon King of 
Incarceration,” continued Vermouth. 


Vermouth was right. It wasn’t over yet. They were still here. She was 
still here. Sienna took Akasha from the ground and tightened her 


grasp. 


“One day,” Sienna murmured as she placed Hamel’s necklace against 
her cheek. 


It almost felt as if Hamel’s warmth remained on the ornament. Her 
tears continued to flow without stopping, and the terrible taste in her 
mouth still lingered. Sienna chewed the inside of her mouth and 
tasted blood. 


‘T’m... alive.’ 
She put on the necklace while coming to face the terrible reality. 
“Someday... may we meet in the world you wished for,” she said. 


Sienna took her own words as a lifelong curse. She glared at the 
ceiling with eyes completely devoid of any light. 


Vermouth was the first to start walking, stumbling forward as if he 
could fall any moment. Molon followed behind him with drooping 
shoulders. Meanwhile, Anise opened the bottle in her hands. She tried 
to pour holy water — or rather, alcohol — into her mouth, but there 
wasn’t even a single drop remaining. 


Sienna dragged her feet while holding Akasha, looking back several 
times along the way. She gazed at the wall where Hamel died. There 
was no body remaining, but she still saw Hamel leaning against the 
wall. 


“Just wait, Hamel.” She tightly clasped her hand around the necklace. 
“Tl come to save your soul.” 
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Chapter 275 
Ivatar Jahav (1) 


It went just as Noir had promised. 


Eugene wasn’t investigated for his involvement in the fall of the 
Dragon Demon Castle or the eradication of Karabloom, nor was there 
any investigation into the identity of Raimira, someone without any 
apparent relations to the rest of their group. They were able to check 
out of the hotel and leave for Pandemonium without any problems 
whatsoever. 


They needed to go to Pandemonium to use the international warp-gate 
that was located in the capital city in order to leave Helmuth. Because 
they had first entered Helmuth through its border at the Alcarte 
Parish, this would be Eugene’s first time seeing Pandemonium in this 
life. 


Eugene compared Pandemonium, which he had last seen three 
hundred years ago, with the current Pandemonium that he was 
standing in front of now. 


“Tt really has changed a lot,” Eugene observed. 


Even within this concrete jungle, the ninety-nine-storied building 
stood out. A towering Demon King’s Castle that seemed like it could 
even touch the sky, this was Babel. Eugene clicked his tongue as he 
compared the current Babel with the Babel from his previous life. 


There had once been a red plain in front of the castle, which had 
somewhat served as the front courtyard of Babel. The horrors of the 
black fog that had once shrouded this land finally ended only after the 
ground had been layered with the corpses of humans, demonfolks, and 
demonic beasts. 


Now, countless high-rises had been erected here, and at the center of 


it all stood a memorial park dedicated in remembrance to all those 
who had died during the war. 


‘Where did the Centipede Mountains go?’ Eugene wondered. 


Three hundred years ago, the Centipede Mountains had once 
surrounded the borders of this fief, but now those disgusting, hideous, 
and capable-of-crawling mountains were nowhere to be seen. Had 
they really cleared away the entire mountain range while they were 
building the city? 


‘Or perhaps they just stuffed them away somewhere,’ speculated Eugene. 


The notorious Centipede Mountains from his previous life had been 
closer to gigantic demonic beasts than to any normal terrain. Those 
giant centipedes might even still be buried beneath those neatly paved 
roads. 


As his thoughts continued in this direction, Eugene let out a bemused 
snort at his own bewilderment. The changes he had witnessed 
throughout Helmuth were remarkable, but the changes that had 
occurred here in Pandemonium were particularly startling. Why had 
the Demon King’s Castle transformed into a ninety-nine-storied high- 
rise, and what were those things floating through the sky... those 
hundreds of small fish? 


“They’re watching us...,” Mer reported with a worried expression as 
she grabbed onto Eugene’s collar. 


These were the Air Fish, Pandemonium's prided perfect security 
system that had been introduced in the tourist booklet that they were 
provided with before they had entered Helmuth. 


“Look at all those fish up there, Sir Eugene. It’s said that they keep an 
eye over this vast city 24/7, covering every square inch of land. 
Everything they see is then sent to the control office in Babel, the 
Demon King’s Castle,” Mer recalled from the brochure. 


“Hehehe, it seems that you’re well-informed, Mer. As you’ve just said, 
those Air Fish are the perfect security system that Pandemonium is so 
proud of. If anything illegal is spotted inside of the city, Babel’s 


Bureau of Control will immediately dispatch their security forces,” 
Raimira, whose head was covered by an oversized hood, laughed with 
a proud lift of her chin. 


Although her forehead was usually crowned by her winding golden 
antlers, currently, her horns weren’t out on display. This was because 
Eugene had told her to hide them due to the fact that they were far 
too eye-catching. 


Naturally, Raimira had protested this order. Because to her, as the 
daughter of a Duke, the Black Dragon, and as a dragon herself, the red 
jewel and horns on her forehead were part of her identity as a dragon. 


However, after being told that if she didn’t get rid of her horns right 
away, he would slash her red jewel with his sword, Raimira had 
agreed to set aside her dignity as a dragon, at least for a little while. 


“However, Mer and Sir Eugene, this Lady insists that you be more 
tactful in your treatment of this Lady. Should this Lady be subject to 
unjust violence and harassment, I will be sure to raise a high-pitched 
cry that everyone in Pandemonium will hear...” Raimira’s voice 
gradually sank as she kept talking. 


This was because Eugene’s eyes had widened, and he was glaring at 
Raimira. Although her red jewel hadn’t even been struck yet, his 
savage gaze alone was enough to fill Raimira with fear. 


“Of... of course... of course I won’t scream.” Raimira stammered, “Th- 
there’s no way I would do something like that.” 


Squeeze. 


“Why do you have to keep scaring her?” Kristina complained with a 
glance towards Eugene as she wrapped her hands comfortingly around 
Raimira’s own. 


At this sight, Raimira felt deeply moved, and she looked up at 
Kristina. Although Raimira had never known her mother, she 
wondered if this was what it would feel like to have a mother. 


“She’s the one spouting nonsense,” Eugene protested. 


“Even if that is the case, it’s still not right for you to resort to 
violence,” Kristina chided. “Children are sensitive and special care 
needs to be taken when disciplining them.” 


Eugene scoffed, “You’re calling her a child...? Her age should be 
around four times older than yours and mine combined...” 


“Since her personality hasn’t properly developed and she still thinks in 
a childish fashion, that means she is a child,” Kristina insisted. 


Kristina hadn’t denied that Raimira had been spouting nonsense just 
now. She had also admitted in a roundabout way that, even for a 
dragon, Raimira acted in a childish manner that didn’t match her age. 


However, Raimira wasn’t able to see through the meaning behind 
Kristina’s words. Instead, she gently returned Kristina’s grip on her 
hands and pulled them close to her chest with a giggle. 


“I kind of want to call her mother,” Raimira muttered to herself. 
Kristina responded distractedly, “Huh?” 


Raimira’s face reddened as she stammered, “N-no... I... I didn’t say 
anything...” 


In fact, this was all due to conscious guidance on Anise’s part. 


Although she didn’t think it was possible for the Black Dragon 
Raizakia to have any fatherly love for his daughter, even so, the 
Dragon Duchess still had some value as a hostage. Because, setting 
aside any fatherly affection, Anise was sure that Raizakia did feel a 
possessiveness over Raimira, though because of her value as a sacrifice 
first and as his daughter second. 


Apart from that, Anise had also decided that she could use Raimira as 
a counterforce to Mer. It had been a clever move on that chick 
Sienna’s part to leave behind a familiar that closely resembled her 
childhood self. 


It should have been because of her obsession and longing for the 


happy ending that they had talked about during their journey, and 
Sienna herself couldn’t have imagined that her familiar would end up 
getting close to Eugene, but... 


In any case, hadn’t Mer still ended up accompanying Eugene? That 
cunning and cheeky familiar that so resembled her owner, Mer had 
managed to establish her character by acting like a child that had 
been born to both Hamel and Sienna. 


Even now, Mer was stuck to Eugene’s side as if that position naturally 
belonged to her, so what would happen when Sienna was someday 
resurrected? How destructive would the actions of two people acting 
like a mother and a daughter be? 


Kristina hesitated, ‘...No matter what, Sister, pretending to be a mother 
and daughter with a Dragon Duchess who has no relation to us is a little—’ 


Anise snapped at her, [Kristina! There’s no need to go so far as to 
pretend to be mother and daughter. You just need to fake playing 
house enough that we can fight back against Sienna and Mer. You 
should know by now that Hamel has a soft heart, so there’s no way 
he’ll get rid of this Dragon Duchess with such a tragic backstory. ] 


‘That might be the case, but... ’ 


Kristina and Anise had slightly different perspectives when it came to 
the Dragon Duchess. 


While Anise saw her as a valuable hostage and a counterforce to Mer, 
Kristina instead felt only pity for the situation that the Dragon 
Duchess was in. 


Anise continued to persuade her, [Isn’t that more reason why you 
should take care of her? In fact, if at all possible, I want you to have a 
child with Hamel before Sienna returns—] 


“Huh?” Kristina yelped. 


She was so surprised and embarrassed that she unconsciously spoke 
out loud. 


[What are you so surprised about?] Anise asked. [Kristina, don’t you 
secretly want that as well—?] 


‘When did I ever say that?!’ Kristina protested. 


[One of the cute things about you is that you can still panic and try to 
lie to me even though we share the same consciousness. Or perhaps, 
Kristina, how about you play Mer’s role instead?] Anise proposed. 


‘P-p-please don’t say something so ridiculous...!’ 


[Yeah, I thought you would respond like that. Since you don’t want to 
call Hamel your daddy... hmm... I guess it wouldn’t be too bad if I 
tried it out myself... Kristina, I just thought of a really great idea. 
What if I pretend to be you and act like a child to Hamel... then I'll 
make kissing noises and—] 


“Aaargh!” Kristina let out a shriek, unable to keep listening to Anise, 
her face flushed with embarrassment and shame. 


What unbelievable shadiness for someone who was once called a 
Saint! 


“There she goes again,” Eugene sighed. 


He had seen this sight so often that it didn’t surprise him anymore. 
Eugene pondered what in hell Anise was saying inside her head to 
cause Kristina to go into such a seizure, but Eugene held back the urge 
to ask as he didn’t feel confident that he was ready to face the truth. 


“T-if you shout like that, we’ll get caught...!” Mer panicked and 
clutched at Eugene’s arms, but Eugene just clicked his tongue and 
shook his head. 


“We won’t get caught,” Eugene reassured her. 


This was thanks to the black casino coin he had received from Noir. 
Because it came from such a suspicious source, Eugene had done a lot 
of research on the coin. 


There was no magic infused into this coin. Instead, it had been 
embedded with Noir’s immense dark power and fused with her 
authority. Just holding the coin alone was enough to influence any 
outside ability to perceive their group. 


‘The Demoneye of Fantasy,’ Eugene thought silently. 


While it couldn’t cause such a drastic change in perception as when 
Noir herself opened her Demoneye, the coin could still easily fool 
Helmuth’s strict background checks. 


Even now, it was still at work. 


Pandemonium’s Air-fish were designed to continuously examine the 
identities of every target that they observed. 


The fall of the Dragon Demon Castle and the eradication of Karabloom 
were at this very moment being reported on the news being broadcast 
from Pandemonium’s billboards and holograms. 


However, even though the Dragon Duchess, the only survivor of the 
Dragon Demon Castle, was right in front of them, none of the Air-fish 
had been drawn to her. In other words, the black coin that Noir had 
given him was even able to fool the Air-fish’s detection. 


‘The power of her Demoneye is far too strong,’ Eugene observed. ‘If I’m 
going to fight Noir, then I need to prepare some countermeasures for her 
Demoneye... ’ 


Right now, he didn’t have any solutions available to him. Just the 
other day, when Noir came looking for them at their hotel, Eugene 
hadn’t been able to resist when the power of her Demoneye of Fantasy 
was released right in front of his nose. 


[Lalala~ Lalala~]!1] 
[Happy happy happy Giabella~] 


[Everyday~ Giabella~] 


[Welcome to the Giabella Park~ ] 
[Dreams come true~ ~] 


Eugene was struck dumb as he watched the demonfolk idols dance on 
the hologram screens. 


This group was the Dream Girls, who had just debuted under the 
Giabella Entertainment Agency. In front of their five-member girl 
group, who seemed to embody the concept of liveliness, Noir Giabella 
was promoting her Giabella Park while wearing a costume identical to 
the idols... 


“Th-that... that shameless hussy... how could she wear such an 
outrageous outfit...,” as a priest, Kristina stammered violently as she 
experienced a sense of acute culture shock. 


Eugene was also feeling a similar sort of shock. After glaring at the 
perfect choreography being displayed on the holographic screen, in 
the end, he just turned his head away and left. 


“...Let’s go.” 


Thanks to the coin, he didn’t have to worry about being caught by an 
inspection, but even so, he couldn’t afford to let his guard down 
completely. 


This was the Capital City of Pandemonium. As the place where the 
Demon King of Incarceration’s Castle was located, this was also where 
his loyal henchman, Gavid Lindman, could usually be found. 
Especially since Gavid was the Grand Duke and the Chief of Security 
here in Helmuth. 


If they needlessly lurked around in Pandemonium and got caught by 
Gavid or his Black Fog, then it could become a pain in the ass. 
Because no matter how strong Noir Giabella’s authority was, it still 
wouldn’t be enough to fool Gavid’s eyes. 


“You were planning on returning to the Lionheart Estate, right?” 
Kristina asked. 


“Tt won’t take too long. I’m just going to stop by shortly to borrow 
something,” Eugene explained. 


They had headed to the Dragon Demon Castle in such a hurry because 
they needed to investigate the identity of Raizakia’s hatchling. 
Fortunately, things had worked out well, and they had even managed 
to kidnap the Dragon Duchess, and they had also confirmed that 
Raizakia was still connected to the land within the Rainforest. 


Although he had considered just heading to the Samar Rainforest like 
this, Eugene decided to make a few more preparations in order to be 
sure of defeating Raizakia. 


“Tll return by myself, so you should keep an eye on this brat, 
Kristina,” Eugene instructed. 


Kristina nodded, “Yes, understood.” 


They had already discussed this beforehand. In terms of pure combat 
power, Kristina might still be lacking, but Anise could add her own 
strength onto Kristina’s. On top of that, since they had already 
received a Draconic Promise from Raimira, it was impossible for her 
to escape. 


‘Well, in the first place, I don’t think that this hatchling with such a low 
mental age will even think of running away,’ Eugene thought as he 
headed towards the warp-gate. 


Raimira, who was holding on to the hem of Kristina’s robe as they 
walked, pouted her lips. 


“This Lady also wants to see what the Lionheart Estate is like,” 
Raimira demanded. “From what this Lady has heard, the Lionhearts 
are the strongest martial clan on the continent, and their estate is 
quite magnificent. I have also heard that there are a lot of rarely-seen 
elves living there.” 


“You're really well-informed,” Eugene observed. 


“This Lady has perused a lot of information while resting in my villa,” 
Raimira declared proudly. 


By that, she meant that she had usually watched TV all day. Raimira 
was acting smug while puffing out her chest, but Eugene didn’t even 
bother to expose her. 


“The Lionhearts will hate you,” Eugene stated bluntly. “There’s no 
place for you there.” 


Raimira protested, “What are you talking about? What has this Lady 
done for the Lionhearts to hate me so?” 


“Tsn’t it only natural when you consider who your father is?” Eugene 
pointed out. 


“Uh... um... th-this Lady might be the daughter of the Black Dragon, 
but I don’t think that any dislike of my father should really reflect on 
me...,” Raimira said in a tearful voice. 


However, no matter how pitifully she begged, Eugene had no 
intention of taking Raimira home with him for the moment. 


The reason for this was simple. It was because Eugene was trying to be 
tactful. 


Although it had never been his intention to do so, whenever Eugene 
left the main house and traveled somewhere, he had always ended up 
bringing guests with him on his return. 


There was Laman from Nahama, over a hundred elves from Samar, 
and Kristina from the Holy Empire. What if he brought the Dragon 
Duchess home with him this time? Ancilla’s fan might just end up 
flying out of her hands in anger. 


‘,... Though maybe she'll actually be pleased...,’ Eugene considered 
hopefully. 


Now that she was the main lady of the Lionheart house, Ancilla had 
lost much of her poisonous thorns. This meant that her personality 
had become much more flexible. Judging by her attitude towards Mer, 
she seemed to be particularly fond of children. As such, she might find 
Raimira quite cute as well. But for Eugene, that would just make 
things even more stressful. 


Although Eugene didn’t go so far as to think of Raimira as a hostage, 
that didn’t mean he was going to treat her with any sort of affection. 
He still hadn’t come up with an answer of what to do with her once 
they killed Raizakia, but according to common sense, there was no 
way that she would feel comfortable with her father’s killers. 


“Mer, how dare you act so unpleasantly towards this Lady. If you keep 
that up, this Lady shall be forced to discipline you by informing the 
Black Dragon,” Raimira threatened. 


Mer scoffed, “What are you talking about? Sir Eugene is going to kill 
your father.” 


“There is no way that Duke Black Dragon will be slain by humans. If 
you choose to submit to this Lady now, even if that human dies, this 
Lady can spare your life by taking you in as my personal 
maidservant,” Raimira generously offered. 


The back-and-forth conversation between the two was causing Eugene 
to clench his fist in irritation... 


Eugene’s purpose for dropping by the Lionheart Estate was to borrow 
Geddon’s Shield, which was currently in Cyan’s possession. When he 
left for Helmuth, Cyan had yet to return from Ruhr, so he hadn’t been 
able to borrow the shield back then. 


Geddon’s Shield was able to redirect all the attacks that it blocked into 
empty space. This meant that as long as the wielder’s mana held up, it 
could block any attack. 


While its ability was absurdly powerful, the mana consumption was 
just as significant. Anytime the shield was used in defense, the 
stronger the attack that it blocked, the exponentially greater the 
amount of mana that was required. So much so that even someone 
like Vermouth wasn’t able to use Geddon’s Shield repeatedly. 


‘Though his opponents were the Demon Kings,’ Eugene admitted. 


Raizakia, who was trapped within a dimensional rift, couldn’t be in 


his normal condition. However, Eugene still didn’t think it was 
definite that Raizakia would be any weaker than he was in his prime. 


As such, he needed to prepare as thoroughly as he could. If he used 
Geddon’s Shield, he would be able to block Raizakia’s breath attack a 
few times. 


‘The dimensional rift won’t be an advantageous battlefield for me either.’ 


In a place like that, there was no mana or primal spirits. It would be 
an environment similar to the other side of the Lehainjar, where 
Eugene had his fight with Molon. 


‘That means I won’t be able to use Prominence to its full potential.’ 


It would be impossible for Eugene to use it in replacement for Ignition 
like he had in the Dragon Demon Castle. 


‘Any Spatial Leap using the feathers... might also be impossible.’ 


Even if the feathers could still be used as a replacement for the spatial 
coordinates, it was unlikely that a Spatial Leap would work properly 
within a dimensional rift. 


What if he made a mistake and accidentally jumped from one rift to 
another? 


[If that happens, even if it is you, Sir Eugene, you’ll be sure to perish 
if you can’t get any help. Or perhaps you'll get stuck in a rift 
somewhere just like Raizakia,] Mer chipped in. 


‘Hmph,’ Eugene snorted mentally. 


It was too early to make any precise assessments, but there was a high 
possibility of just such a danger. 


Eugene assessed the situation gravely, ‘If Prominence is sealed, the battle 
will be extremely difficult. No matter how much mana I might have, it's 
impossible for me to match a dragon in terms of firepower.’ 


[That dragon has been trapped there for hundreds of years,] Mer 
pointed out. 


‘But Raizakia is an Ancient Dragon,’ Eugene argued back. ‘His 
Dragonheart should be able to emit a near-infinite flow of mana, and if he 
managed to endure those hundreds of years of being trapped by going into 
hibernation, then his mana consumption wouldn’t be too great.’ 


If Eugene couldn’t use Prominence to its fullest, then he could still try 
a head-on challenge by releasing his full firepower. Still, Eugene felt 
that under the current conditions, a head-on confrontation should be 
avoided if at all possible. If he could overcome any unavoidable 
attacks with Geddon’s Shield, then he could use other weapons, such 
as the Moonlight Sword to— 


A voice interrupted his thoughts, “Sir Eugene?” 


While he was in the middle of his contemplation, Eugene had arrived 
at the Lionheart estate. Eugene raised his head in response to the 
startled cry that came from in front of him. The Knights of the White 
Lion, who were standing guard at the front gate, approached him with 
surprised expressions. 


“Are you back from your journey to find yourself?” one of the knights 
inquired. 


Another added, “If you had sent us a message in advance, we could 
have opened the warp-gate within the estate for you... no, more 
importantly, why have you arrived on foot? Without riding a carriage 
or even a horse...” 


After safely leaving Pandemonium, their group had arrived at the 
capital of Kiehl. Leaving Raimira in Kristina’s care for a short while, 
Eugene had headed to the Lionheart’s Estate on foot. This was because 
Eugene could travel much faster on foot than if riding in a carriage. 


While it might be more efficient, traveling like this still lacked in 
noble dignity. Of course, Eugene really didn’t care about something 
like that. 


So he casually came up with the excuse, “I needed some time to 


think.” 


He thought it was just a simple answer, but the knights’ expressions 
grew strange for some reason. 


“Ts that... so,” they slowly replied. 


Was this a sign of delayed puberty? Or perhaps Eugene really did take 
after Carmen Lionheart. 


After recalling Eugene’s nicknames of the Lightning Flash and the 
Blood Lion, the knights felt even more convinced of their suspicions. 


“You can’t imagine how fervently the Patriarch and the Lady of the 
House searched for you, Sir Eugene...,” the knights said, changing the 
subject. “It’s a blessing that you have returned safely.” 


Eugene tilted his head in curiosity at these words. 


“The two of them were looking for me? Didn’t they read the letter I 
left behind for them?” Eugene inquired. 


The knights hesitated, “Ah... they did. However, a guest came looking 
for you a few days ago, Sir Eugene.” 


“A guest?” Eugene repeated. 


Another guest had come looking for him? When he tried to think of 
who it might be, no one immediately came to mind. 


Eugene decided to ask straightforwardly, “Who on earth came looking 
for me?” 


“He says that he is the next chieftain of the Zoran Tribe from the 
Samar Rainforest,” the knights replied. “He gave his name as Ivatar 
Jahav. He came looking for us four days ago on his own, saying that 
Sir Eugene had left him an invitation.” 


Eugene remembered who this was. Two years ago, when he brought 


the elves back with him from the Samar Rainforest, he had received 
protection from the warriors of the Zoran Tribe, who were led by 
Ivatar. 


—I don’t want any material compensation from you. Just someday, if I 
ever come looking for you at the Lionheart Estate, I want you to welcome 
me as your guest. 


—I can at least do that much. 


After they parted ways with that, they hadn’t exchanged any contact 
over the past two years. 


“T told him to at least send me a letter before he came over,” Eugene 
grumbled. 


The knights informed him, “Several letters did come for you, Sir 
Eugene, before Ivatar Jahav himself arrived here.” 


“Seeing how he came looking for me right away without even waiting 
for a reply, there must be something urgent,” Eugene muttered as he 
furrowed his brow. 


‘What could it be?’ he silently asked himself. 


It didn’t seem like a simple coincidence that Ivatar would come 
looking for him just as he was preparing to leave for the Samar 
Rainforest. 


1. Just as a note, this little ditty was apparently sung in English. = 


Chapter 276 
Ivatar Jahav (2) 


“Where have you been—” Gerhard, who had rushed out to meet his 
returning son, unconsciously swallowed the remaining words he was 
about to say. 


He belatedly remembered that the family had held a discussion and 
decided that they would just accept Eugene’s excuse for leaving 
without asking for any details once Eugene returned. 


Eventually, Gerhard just said, “...That’s a good expression on you.” 
“Huh?” Eugene cocked an eyebrow. 


“Eugene,” Gerhard said seriously. “As your father, I am weaker than 
you and am a man of little importance. The only special thing I have 
done with my life is have you as my son.” 


Eugene asked in confusion, “What are you trying to say?” 


“When I first heard that you had run away... I was extremely worried, 
but as your father, I trust you, my son. To think you were going in 
order to find yourself... haha. You might have already had your 
Coming-of-Age Ceremony, but it seems you’ve finally become a true 
adult,” Gerhard said proudly. 


Although he hadn’t planned on saying these words, once he was 
finally done speaking, Gerhard’s heart felt like it was aching with 
pride. Tears welled up in his eyes as he looked into his son's face, who 
was now a full-grown man. 


Glomp! 


Eugene had an embarrassed expression, but he didn’t attempt to avoid 


his father’s sudden embrace. 
Clap, clap, clap. 


Laman and Nina, who had been standing behind Gerhard, started 
clapping as they were carried away by the atmosphere. 


During this brief return to the mansion, Eugene was most concerned 
about running into Carmen Lionheart, but fortunately, it seemed that 
Carmen was currently away. 


Although no one knew for sure if she had been stimulated by the letter 
that Eugene left behind, Carmen had left the mansion with her 
apprentice, Ciel, and her squire, Dezra, to accompany her knights on a 
trip. 


‘That’s fortunate,’ Eugene thought with some relief. 


He might have left the letter behind, trusting that Carmen would 
believe his excuse, but Eugene had no desire to have a long 
conversation with Carmen about his journey and the new self that he 
had supposedly found... 


“In my opinion, Sir Eugene, you are extremely similar to Sir Carmen. 
You are reluctant to associate with Sir Carmen because you feel a 
strong sense of kinship with her. However, you strongly resist 
admitting this fact, so instead, you display such a classic case of self- 
hatred,” Mer contributed with her totally unrequired psycho-analysis. 


“Are you fucking crazy?” Eugene cursed. 


“Tt is said that two negatives make a positive,” Mer responded sagely. 
“The fact that you are actually flinging curses at me and getting angry 
just means that my words have hit the point, Sir Eugene.” 


Eugene growled, “What do you know?” 


“Sir Eugene, I know that you actually give a lot of effort to try and 
think up cool names for your techniques. I also know that whenever 
you create a new technique, you have to think long and hard about 


whether or not to name it. Although you actually really like the 
technique names that you’ve put a lot of thought into, I know that you 
don’t dare to say them out loud because you fear being mocked by 
everyone else.” 


As Mer continued to speak, Eugene’s eyebrows began to tremble in 
rage. 


“However, sometimes, you unconsciously say your technique names 
out loud, Sir Eugene. Whenever that happens, you act surprised, but 
you still take the time to examine the reactions to the name from your 
surroundings. You might dislike Sir Carmen because you think she 
doesn’t act her age, but you still feel good whenever you hear Sir 
Carmen praise your techniques for being cool.” 


Eugene weakly stuttered, “Sh-shut up.” 


“T have a very good understanding of you, Sir Eugene. That means 
only I understand the dilemmas you are going through,” Mer said with 
a shrug of her shoulders and a triumphant smile. 


Although this sight made Eugene’s fists tremble in anger, he still held 
himself back from conking Mer on the head. 


“Your fists are trembling, Sir Eugene. Since you can’t properly refute 
my words, are you considering suppressing me with an unreasonable 
act of violence?” Mer accused with a pout. 


Why was he even trying to hold himself back? Eugene quickly 
changed his mind and bonked Mer on the head. 


“Ow ow! See what I mean! This violence is just proof that my words 
are accurate!” Mer yelped. 


Without saying anything more, Eugene just started walking away. 


Ivatar, who had been informed of Eugene’s return, was already 
waiting for him in the parlor, but Eugene didn’t head to the parlor 
right away. 


Since he had returned a month after an abrupt disappearance, Eugene 
felt it was only right for him to first greet Patriarch Gilead. 


“That’s a good expression on you.” Could they have arranged to say 
the same thing in advance? Gilead said the exact same thing as 
Gerhard and patted Eugene on the shoulder, “Did you return all by 
yourself?” 


“Yes,” Eugene replied. 
“What about Bishop Kristina?” 


“She had something to attend to, so we parted company for a brief 
time.” 


Ancilla stared at Eugene with a half-suspicious and half-wary look in 
her eyes. Since Eugene had brought someone back home with him 
every time he left the estate and returned, it seemed that Ancilla 
thought that it was strange he had come back alone this time. 


“Have you heard the reason why Ivatar Jahav has come looking for 
me?” Eugene asked. 


“We’ve asked him, but he hasn’t given us the answer,” Gilead replied. 
“He said that it’s something that he needs to discuss with you, not the 
Lionheart clan.” 


Gilead’s expression was suspicious, but Eugene wasn’t surprised by 
Ivatar’s words. In the first place, when he was leaving the Samar 
Rainforest, Ivatar had shown a great interest in Eugene personally, not 
the Lionheart clan. 


‘There’s no way that he would have come this far just to have a chat... 
could it be that he needs to ask a favor of me personally?’ Eugene thought 
to himself. 


He had received some help from Ivatar when he had left Samar. 


It might have been a different story if it were just Eugene and Kristina 
on their own. But when they were trying to safely escape from the 


depths of the rainforest with more than a hundred elves in tow, if 
Ivatar and the Zoran tribe hadn’t volunteered to serve as their escorts, 
it would have been a pain in the ass in many ways. 


Eugene arrived at the parlor room of the main house. 


When Eugene opened the door and stepped in, Ivatar Jahav, heir to 
the Zoran tribe, stood up to greet him, “Eugene Lionheart.” 


As Ivatar stood, Eugene’s head and gaze kept climbing upwards to 
follow him. 


“ ..Huh...,” Eugene breathed out in surprise. 


Eugene wasn’t a short man either, but Ivatar’s physique was beyond 
all normal standards. He was even taller than the bulked-up Beast 
King, Aman Ruhr. 


‘He seems similar to Molon... Since he’s a king, that bastard Molon must 
have had several concubines as well,’ Eugene viciously concluded. 


Molon’s bloodline might have somehow spread to Samar and served as 
the root of the Zoran tribe. Eugene seriously considered the possibility 
of this happening as he eyed the giant Ivatar. 


Even so, there was a crucial difference between Ivatar and Molon. 


It seemed that Ivatar still cared about things like common sense and 
manners. He was dressed in the neat formal clothes worn by nobles 
from the cities, not the dress of his tribespeople, but his body was so 
hulkingly muscular that Eugene felt a strong sense of incongruity 
when seeing him in these formal clothes. 


“Tt’s been two years. I’ve heard the news about you even in the 
Rainforest,” Ivatar politely began. 


“Have the rumors really spread so far?” Eugene asked. 


“The Zoran is not a closed tribe,” Ivatar explained. “Instead, we 
actively accept and exchange contact with the outside world.” 


Ivatar’s face had the color of burnt copper, but white teeth glistened 
from between his curved lips as he smiled. 


“T sent a letter in advance, but even though I waited for a while, a 
reply didn’t come. I know this isn’t too polite, but I have my own 
circumstances, so I couldn’t afford to wait any longer for a reply. My 
apologies,” the heir to a great tribe easily bowed his head and 
apologized. 


Seeing this display of common sense and manners, Eugene was forced 
to reconsider his earlier conclusions about Ivatar’s lineage. 


‘It seems like he really isn’t from Molon’s bloodline.’ 


Eugene shook his head slowly as he took a seat on the sofa, “Since I 
was away from the mansion, it couldn’t be helped. There’s no need to 
apologize.” 


“Thank you for saying that,” Ivatar said with another broad smile as 
he sat across from Eugene. 


Eugene got to the point, “So, why on earth are you looking for me? 
Well... I did say that I would welcome you as a guest if you ever came 
to visit. But there should be another reason for you to come looking 
for me after two whole years, right? There’s no way that you would 
come here just because you wanted to be treated as a guest.” 


“Tf it were possible, I really wish that could be the reason why I had 
come here. On my part, I wanted to slowly build up a friendship 
between us so that we could develop a long-term amicable 
relationship.” Ivatar wiped away his smile and stared at Eugene 
seriously as he continued, “Allow me to say this in advance. Strictly 
speaking, what I’m going to tell you from now on, doesn’t have 
anything to do with my request.” 


Eugene nodded, “As I thought, you really have come looking for me 
since you have a request to make of me.” 


“That’s true, but I have no intention of forcefully making you accept 
my request,” Ivatar assured him. “There’s no problem if you reject my 
request after you’ve finished listening to the whole story. Two years 


ago, I did give you some little help, but the weight of that incident 
and what I have to talk to you about now are very different.” 


Seeing how Ivatar would go so far as to say all that, it didn’t seem like 
this was some trivial matter. 


Without saying anything, Eugene just casually raised one hand and 
gestured at Ivatar to continue his story. 


Ivatar acquiesced to the request, “Among the many tribes of the 
Rainforest, there is one tribe known for having the greatest numbers 
and being the most ferocious of all tribes. That tribe is the Kochilla 
Tribe.” 


Eugene was also familiar with that name. Just like Ivatar had said, the 
Kochillas were the largest tribe in all of the Rainforest. At the same 
time, theirs was a tribe that received various forms of support from 
Helmuth. 


The Kochillas were settled in the deepest depths of the Rainforest, and 
they held complete dominion over the surrounding tribes. They were 
also an extremely insular tribe. They didn’t interact with any tribes 
other than those that they controlled. 


“Recently, the Kochilla Tribe’s movements have been strange. They 
invaded and conquered five other tribes in just a few months. The 
Kochillas have conquered other tribes several times before now, but 
this time they’re strangely determined. But that’s not all.” Ivatar’s 
voice lowered as he continued, “The souls of the slain warriors are 
being stolen. None of their souls have returned to the earth.” 


Eugene gave a startled cry, “What?” 


“My father, the chief of the Zoran Tribe, decided that he could not 
stay idle while the Kochilla Tribe was behaving so strangely. And the 
Zoran Tribe wasn’t the only tribe to think that way. Several tribes 
have rallied alongside the Zoran Tribe, and we have already 
confronted Kochilla Tribe’s forces,” Ivatar reported. 


Samar and its people had their own culture and beliefs. Starting from 
the distant past, their religion had been influenced by the elves and 


the World Tree. The tribespeople believed that spirits or souls dwelled 
within everything and that when a person died, their spirit returned to 
the land and then went through a cycle of reincarnation. 


Originating from such a culture and faith came Samar’s unique style of 
magic — shamanism. 


Eugene had also gotten a chance to take a look at it two years ago. 
The warriors of Samar were able to receive the help of the spirits even 
though they weren’t spirit summoners, and some could even use the 
souls of monsters or deceased warriors to strengthen themselves. 


Ivatar continued his tale, “In our first clash with the Kochillas, we 
neither won nor lost. No one was able to advance, so we stood at a 
stalemate.” 


It was then that they had noticed the abnormality. Traditionally, a 
warrior’s burial would be performed by the tribal shaman after a 
battle. 


“But all the corpses were the same,” Ivatar said gravely. “Whether 
they were strong or weak, none of the warriors had their souls 
connected to their corpses.” 


“Couldn’t they have just entered the cycle of reincarnation?” Eugene 
cautiously proposed after a moment. 


Ivatar shook his head, “Even after the Zoran Tribe’s shaman turned to 
necromancy, he wasn’t able to summon back any of their souls. 
Instead, the soul of the shaman who was doing the summoning was 
almost stolen away.” 


Eugene was also a wizard. At first, he hadn’t been listening too 
closely, but as Ivatar continued his story, Eugene’s expression grew 
increasingly serious. 


“This was brought to us by a spy who managed to infiltrate the 
Kochilla Tribe’s territory,” Ivatar said as he pulled out a torn piece of 
paper from a pocket. 


Instead of a picture engraved through a spell, someone had personally 


drawn what they had seen onto this piece of paper. 


Upon being handed the paper, Eugene’s expression twisted into a 
scowl. 


Someone had drawn what looked like a tower made out of human 
bones. 


Ivatar revealed a disturbing fact, “Even amongst the tribes of Samar, 
the Kochillas are unique in being cannibals. They prefer to prey on the 
slaves raised within the tribe, and they also receive sacrifices from the 
subordinate tribes under their control. Then, whenever they hold a 
tribal event, many innocent people are sacrificed to the god of their 
tribe.” 


“Their god?” Eugene repeated. 


“The God of the Land. Most of the tribes in Samar regard the God of 
the Land as their patron deity. However, the form that their faith 
takes is often different. For example, the Zorans don’t do human 
sacrifice, while the Kochillas do.” Perhaps disturbed by something, 
Ivatar’s expression twisted as he continued, “However, I can’t help but 
think that constructing a tower of human bones is going too far. In the 
past as well, we’ve always kept an eye on the Kochilla Tribe’s 
territory, but it’s only recently that they’ve managed to build a human 
bone tower of such size. And it’s not the only one. The spy said that 
new human bone towers are continuously being built within the 
Kochilla Tribe’s domain, requiring a constant offering of prisoners as 
sacrifices.” 


“Hmm,” Eugene nodded slightly and got up from his seat. Then he 
threw the window in the wall next to them wide open, calling out, 
“Lady Melkith?” 


In the garden below stood Melkith El-Hayah, who immediately 
protested, “I wasn’t eavesdropping. This big sis isn’t such a rude 
person.” 


Eugene glared down at Melkith with narrowed eyes, only for Melkith 
to raise her arms wide open with a truly aggrieved expression. 


“T’m telling the truth, you know?” Melkith insisted. “Honestly, I was 
curious, so I did want to eavesdrop, but no matter what, actually 
doing so would be far too rude. As such, I refused to eavesdrop. So all 
I’ve done is just stand here.” 


It wasn’t surprising to find Melkith, the White Tower Master, at the 
Lionheart Estate. Through a constant flow of presents and other such 
exchanges with Ancilla, she had risen from the status of a guest to 
Ancilla’s friend. 


But was that really all there was to it? Melkith had also taken 
advantage of Ancilla’s weak point, the pity that Ancilla felt in her 
heart for the forest elves. 


After recommending that she personally teach the elves how to use 
spirit magic, thus increasing both the elve’s ability to stand on their 
own and the Lionhearts’ combat strength, in the end, Melkith had 
even gotten permission to freely make use of the warp-gate within the 
forest. 


Inside Eugene’s cloak, Wynnyd vibrated. 


[She truly is a vicious woman. To deceive the lady of the house and 
even take advantage of the elves’ circumstances for her own ambitions 
and greed,] Tempest raised his voice out of dislike for Melkith. [One 
day, that vicious and disgraceful spirit summoner will pay the price 
for her sins. ] 


‘Why do you dislike Melkith so much?’ Eugene silently asked. 


[Hamel, why are you asking such an obvious question? Even though 
that woman has already made a contract with a Spirit King, she still 
insists on believing in unfounded superstition. It’s quite ironic. To 
think that a believer in such folktales!1] is the best spirit summoner of 
this era... Right now, her shamefulness may not be widely known to 
the world, but someday, everyone in this world might find out about 
Melkith El-Hayah’s ugly side,] Tempest said, clicking his tongue. 


Her ugly side... Eugene scanned Melkith’s attire with narrowed eyes. 


Melkith was wearing leather boots that came up to her knees and a 


bright red jacket. However, for some reason, perhaps because he had 
just come back from seeing Noir Giabella, Eugene still felt that a 
strong eccentricity like Melkith’s was still within the acceptable range. 


“So why were you standing there?” Eugene eventually asked. 


“What do you mean by why?” Melkith scoffed. “I just wanted to hear 
the story about you leaving to find yourself, and I was also curious 
about the story behind this tribesman who came all the way from far- 
off Samar to meet you... hee hee, doesn’t this just give you the feeling 
that something exciting is going to happen? Just letting you know, 
this big sis has been very free lately, so ’ve been getting the urge to 
get out of the daily rut—” 


Eugene sighed and interrupted, “What are you trying to say...?” 


“In any case, that’s why I’m standing here. I definitely wasn’t going to 
eavesdrop, but by standing here, won’t you come over to talk to me 
anyway?” Melkith laughed as she winked in an exaggerated manner. 
“Then it worked out exactly as I thought it would!” 


“Enough. Just get up here,” Eugene gave in reluctantly. 


“Do you need help from your big sis?” Melkith said teasingly. “Now, 
now... you can’t have forgotten, can you? This big sis is the Tower 
Master of Aroth’s White Tower. You usually can’t even buy a single 
word from me, no matter how much money you're willing to pay.” 


“Then just stay there,” Eugene huffed. 


Melkith instantly backtracked, “However, Eugene, you and I don’t just 
have an ordinary relationship, now do we? If you need my help, I can 
go anywhere you need me to. So, of course, I can climb up a few 
floors.” 


In a single leap, Melkith hopped over the window sill. Clicking his 
tongue in exasperation, Eugene closed the window. 


“Oh my... I did take a glance at him in passing yesterday, but he 
really is huge. I’d believe it if you said he was a cross between a 
human and an ogre,” Melkith commented. 


Eugene complained, “You’re being quite rude.” 


“Tt’s just because you’re from a different cultural background. In 
Aroth, this sort of thing is said very casually... such a joke can even be 
said between people who aren’t all that close to each other. Could it 
be that you really haven’t heard jokes like this in Kiehl or Samar?” 
Melkith asked as she sat across from Ivatar with a smirk. 


Far from being angry, Ivatar chuckled and introduced himself, “From 
the Zoran Tribe, my name is Ivatar Jahav.” 


Could it be that he hadn’t learned how to use honorifics when 
learning the common language? Or perhaps he was trying to play to 
Melkith’s sympathies by appearing unrefined...? 


Sitting down a little further away from Melkith, Eugene explained the 
conversation that he had been having with Ivatar so far. 


“Just as expected,” Melkith nodded with a bright smile after hearing 
the whole story. “Do you know? For Spirit Summoners, the Samar 
Rainforest is treated as a holy site. As you may already know, the land 
there is full of spirits. Do you know what’s one of the most common 
subjects discussed amongst Aroth’s schools of magic? What is the origin 
of magic? Although it’s accepted that the ancient magic that was used 
in the mythical age when the gods still existed was modernized to 
become the magic of today, among all those various different types of 
ancient magic, the origins of spirit summoning are said to be rooted in 
the animism that was practiced by Samar’s primitive religions—” 


Eugene cut her short, “Can’t you just get to the point?” 


Melkith acquiesced, “This means the shamanism used by Samar is a 
kind of primitive spirit summoning. Though whether or not human 
souls can be regarded as just another kind of spirit isn’t a debate that 
I'd really like to get into. To consider humans as a type of spirit — 
isn’t that just an insult to all spirits? Spirits aren’t filthy like humans 
can be.” 


“So what does that mean?” Eugene pressed. 


“Well, regardless of my opinion on that matter, Samar’s shamanism... 


particularly its necromantic side, is a type of magic with its own 
strong foundation of beliefs. Ah, I still think that shamanism is, in the 
end, just another type of magic, not black magic. After all, when it 
comes down to it, necromancy is simply tying another person’s soul to 
someone else's body for some time, right? While necromancy might be 
one of the more advanced arts within shamanism’s array of abilities, 
what I was talking about just now has many differences when it comes 
to how the necromancy of black magic deals with souls.” 


The corners of Melkith’s mouth rose slightly, “I’m aware that there are 
many types of spells within Samar’s shamanism that make use of souls 
and spirits as catalysts or sacrifices. However, when it comes to 
specializing in the control of souls, shamanism isn’t the best type of 
magic for it. Eugene, you know what that means, right?” 


“T’ve got a good guess, but I can’t be certain. After all, I still don’t 
know much about shamanism,” Eugene admitted. 


Melkith chuckled, “Fufu, if that’s the case, then allow this big sis to be 
confident for you. Human-bone towers? Mass human sacrifices? While 
I would like to dismiss those as just being part of their barbaric 
culture, if the souls of those who died during the battle are being 
stolen, then what other kind of magic could be responsible for it other 
than black magic?” 


Ivatar made no response. He quietly folded his arms as he listened to 
Melkith speak, while Eugene also kept his mouth shut, even as his 
expression twisted into a scowl. 


“Although I’m not sure what they’re planning to do with so many 
souls... I can be sure of one thing,” Melkith stated confidently. “Any 
black magic that requires so many souls to be used as a sacrifice must 
be some terrible act of heresy. This might not have been the case 
during the war three hundred years ago, but that kind of black magic 
is not tolerated among the black magic of today. In the first place, 
following that era of war, it has been strictly forbidden for any human 
practitioners to use the human soul when practicing black magic.” 


Eugene frowned, “So you’re saying that Helmuth is behind all of this?” 


“T heard that the Demon King of Incarceration came to the Knight 
March in person? I’ve already heard the story myself, but don’t you 


think that what the Demon King of Incarceration said... was terribly 
ambiguous? The Demon King of Incarceration specifically said that he 
wouldn’t be the one to end this peace first.” Melkith giggled and 
crossed her legs. “I don’t think there’s any reason for the Demon King 
to show up in person just to lie. Because, as something like him, every 
word he says is reinforced by the weight of his own existence. In that 
case, doesn’t that mean the black magic that is about to be cast in 
Samar won’t threaten the peace of the current era? After all, the 
Demon King himself doesn’t seem to be intervening in it...” 


“Are you trying to say that this is all just some trivial matter that will 
only play out within the bounds of the Samar Rainforest?” Eugene 
said doubtfully. 


“T’m not sure what exactly is going to happen, but, hmm, shouldn’t 
that be the case?” Melkith hummed thoughtfully. “From the 
perspective of the Demon Kings of Helmuth, it might just be a small 
affair happening in some forest out in the country.” 


At these words, Ivatar’s clenched fists let out a cracking sound. 


“Well, I think there’s no doubt that someone in the Kochilla tribe is 
preparing to cast some black magic on a huge scale,” Melkith 
conceded. “Ah, Eugene, have you heard about that?” 


“Heard about what?” Eugene replied. 


Melkith turned to Eugene with a smile, “Balzac Ludbeth has 
disappeared from Aroth.” 


1. The word that Tempest actually uses here is the Korean word for 
fake, as in a believer of fake facts or religions. = 
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Aroth’s Black Tower Master, Balzac Ludbeth — this name brought 
forth a memory of black-rimmed glasses, short hair with a neat 
parting, a thin face, and sharp eyes. After having met him so many 
times, Eugene could easily recall Balzac Ludbeth’s face. 


Although they had exchanged several conversations, Eugene still 
didn’t have a clear understanding of what “kind” of a person Balzac 
was. 


Eugene himself knew the reason for this. 


Three hundred years had indeed passed since Hamel died. While it 
was only natural for the world to have changed, it still seemed like 
there had been far too many changes. 


However, Eugene was still the same Hamel as ever. However, from the 
moment he was born, he had known that he was Hamel, and even 
though he had lived up until now as Eugene, he couldn’t completely 
shake off the remnants of the time when he had lived as Hamel. 


Even though the Helmuth he had personally visited had become quite 
comfortable, no, a very comfortable empire for humans to live in; for 
Eugene, Helmuth was still and always would be that same hellish 
Devildom. Likewise, the Demon King of Incarceration might currently 
be viewed as a sage who enacted wise policies for the benefit of the 
continent and all humans, but to Eugene, the Demon King of 
Incarceration was still that same terrible Demon King who swatted 
humans like insects; and the same went for the demonfolk. 


Then there were the black wizards. In this current era, black magic 
had been recognized as just another school of magic, and black 
wizards were now a respected class of wizards. However, to Eugene, 
black wizards were still just the pawns of the Demon King and his 


demonfolk, traitorous bastards who had betrayed their fellow human 
beings. 


The times really had changed completely. Eugene had also tried to 
compromise to some extent with all of these changes. However, 
Eugene could still only view Balzac through the tinted lenses of his 
identity as a black wizard. 


In the end, he didn’t know what kind of person Balzac was because of 
his own prejudice against black wizards. Until now, Balzac had never 
once shown any ill will towards Eugene. Instead, he would always try 
to provide help to Eugene. Balzac would warn Eugene of any dangers 
and had even given Eugene advice on the creation of his Signature 
that Balzac hadn’t even offered to his own disciples. 


Yet even with all that, Eugene still couldn’t accept that there were 
innocent intentions behind Balzac’s assistance. There had to be a 
reason behind all of Balzac’s actions. Having been so kind, wasn’t 
Balzac inevitably planning some kind of betrayal? 


“T knew that bastard would do something like this,” Eugene snarled. 


As expected, all black wizards were sons of bitches that you couldn’t 
show any trust. 


After staring at Eugene, who had immediately burst into rage, Mer 
clutched at her stomach and laughed, “As expected from the disciple 
of just such a master, you also show the same extreme hatred of black 
wizards!” 


Eugene scowled, “From the very beginning, I was suspicious of Balzac 
Ludbeth. After all, he obviously kept trying to get close to me by 
pretending to be friendly; he kept telling me things and providing me 
with help. I was curious as to the reason why he did so, and now I 
know.” 


“What are you saying?” Melkith asked. 


“That bastard was kind to me because he wanted me to take it easy on 
him when I’m eventually forced to beat him up,” Eugene accused. 


This firm response left Melkith flabbergasted. 


For a few moments, Melkith stared at Eugene, her eyes blinking in 
disbelief, then she coughed and nodded as she said, “...Ahem, well, 
that might be the case. However, I have to point out it’s still not 
certain that Balzac is the ringleader behind all this.” 


Eugene argued back, “Aren’t black wizards capable of casting black 
magic on such a scale rare? And you’ve already said that Balzac is 
missing from Aroth, right?” 


“Um... while it was definitely a sudden affair, he did apply for an 
official leave from the Black Tower of Magic,” Melkith corrected while 
trying to ignore the stinging pangs of her conscience. 


Originally, the Tower Masters were the sort of personage who 
wouldn’t lightly leave the Tower of Magic that they governed. 
Although it wasn’t very inconvenient if they had to do so, they were 
still expected to give notice to the Tower of Magic and the royal court 
whenever they needed to go to a place outside of Aroth. 


However, Melkith had never done so. She felt it was a pain to fill out a 
leave request, and she was just going somewhere she wanted to go, so 
why even bother making a report? 


The same went for today as well. Melkith had just arrived at the 
Lionheart estate without giving any word to the White Tower of Magic 
or Aroth’s royal court. 


However, compared to Melkith acting on her own whims, it still gave 
off a very different feeling when Balzac decided to go off on his own. 
During the decades since he had risen to the seat of the Black Tower 
Master, Balzac was someone who had never once seen fit to leave 
Aroth. 


“What did he put down on his leave request?” Eugene inquired. 


Melkith took a moment to recall, “Hm... I think he said that he 
wanted to take leave to go on a short trip. It doesn’t look like he 
specified his destination.” 


“As Lady Melkith may well know, I’ve been suspicious of Balzac 
Ludbeth from the very beginning. He was always pretending to be a 
very kind person, so I couldn’t prove anything even though he is a 
black wizard. Balzac always seemed like an out-of-place existence 
when compared to other black wizards. He even said that he signed a 
contract with the Demon King out of practical interests,” Eugene 
revealed. 


Since ages past, most people who wore a friendly smile and said 
things that sounded nice and seemed to make sense had been 
scammers. 


Ivatar, who had been listening silently, slowly spoke up, “...I haven’t 
heard much about this guy named Balzac, but I do know that among 
the various forms of support that Helmuth has sent to the Kochilla 
Tribe, it has included wizards and demonic beasts. The wizards of 
Helmuth have served in the role of shamans for the Kochilla Tribe and 
have trained the younger generation of the tribe’s shamans. The 
demonic beasts have also provided other services to the Kochilla 
Tribe.” 


“That means there’ll be other black wizards apart from Balzac,” 
Eugene surmised. 


Melkith cocked an eyebrow, “It seems you’re absolutely convinced 
that Balzac is the ringleader behind all this?” 


Eugene shook his head, “Not at all. I can’t be certain of anything yet. 
It’s just that ’'ve been suspicious of that bastard from the very start, so 
I can’t help but think that it’s very likely.” 


In fact, Eugene was more suspicious of Amelia Merwin’s involvement 
in all of this. Yet why would she leave the desert, a battlefield where 
she would possess an overwhelming advantage? With just one word 
from her, she could mobilize Nahama’s entire army and also muster 
up all the wizards whose dungeons were located within her desert. 


‘Still, if at all possible, I’d prefer it if Amelia Merwin was the one behind all 
this,’ Eugene admitted to himself. 


If Amelia had left the desert and was up to something in the Samar 


Rainforest, that would actually be of great benefit to Eugene. He 
wasn’t happy with how their first meeting in the desert had turned 
out, and he’d been waiting for the chance to confront Amelia Merwin 
ever since. If they happened to run into each other in the Samar 
Rainforest, Eugene would definitely tear Amelia limb from limb and 
then slit her throat. 


‘Or else... it might just be Edmond Codreth, but there’s too little 
information when it comes to him,’ Eugene thought regretfully. 


Edmond Codreth was the master of Vladmir and the current Staff of 
Incarceration. 


It might not even be one of the Three Mages, but instead, a completely 
different black wizard... For example, the black wizard or demonfolk 
who had instigated Hector’s rebellion. 


What Eugene knew for sure was that the Demon King of Incarceration 
couldn’t be the instigating force behind all of this. As Melkith had 
said, there was no way that an existence on the level of the Demon 
King of Incarceration would be involved in something as petty as this. 


If it were the Demon King of Incarceration, there would be no need for 
something like a sacrifice when it came to casting black magic. If he 
really did require a sacrifice, then he could just start another war. 


So what was currently happening within the Samar Rainforest was 
something that could be confined solely to the Rainforest. Something 
like a struggle between the native tribes. Such struggles had always 
been commonplace throughout the history of the Samar Rainforest, 
and it wasn’t something for the rest of the kingdoms on the continent 
to get involved in. 


“Tll go with you,” Eugene said with a nod once he finished sorting out 
his thoughts. “I also happen to have business in Samar.” 


Melkith’s ears pricked up, “Business? What kind of business?” 
“Tt’s a secret,” Eugene responded. 


“T want to go with you as well,” Melkith whined as she clung to 


Eugene’s arms. 


Her behavior held none of the dignity that the White Tower Master 
should have. 


“Tam going with you,” Melkith said firmly. “It sounds like it’ll be fun! 
I’m also curious about what’s going on in the Rainforest, and more 
importantly, there’s something that I just can’t forgive.” 


“What is it?” Eugene asked. 


Melkith passionately shouted, “The Samar Rainforest is like a holy site 
for all Spirit Summoners! So how dare some black wizard carry out 
their evil plot within the Rainforest? I, the greatest Spirit Summoner 
of this era, Melkith El-Hayah, have my eyes set on them!” 


“As expected of the Spirit Princess of the White Tower of Magic,” 
Eugene said sarcastically. 


“Kyaaah!” Melkith let out a shriek of fright and threw Eugene’s arm 
away. 


In the face of such a chaotic sight, it was difficult for Ivatar to 
continue maintaining his composure. That said, he couldn’t bring 
himself to make a disgusted expression either. 


Ivatar had come here without even being sure that he would be able 
to get any help from Eugene, but weren’t things working out 
exceptionally well for him? To think that he wouldn’t just get 
Eugene’s help, but he would even end up receiving assistance from 
Melkith El-Hayah. 


“Thank you,” Ivatar said, getting up from his seat and bowing his 
head to Eugene. “When this is all over, I will prepare a reward that 
will be sure to satisfy you. And apart from that, I will also never forget 
your help.” 


“What about me?” Melkith, who had been plugging her ears to try and 
shake off the embarrassing nickname from her childhood, raised her 
head. “I’m going to help you as well, you know?” 


“T will also prepare a reward for you, White Tower Master,” promised 
Ivatar. 


Melkith nodded proudly, “Mhm, as you should. Also, Eugene! Don’t 
you have anything to say to me?” 


“What?” Eugene curtly demanded. 


“You were supposed to bring back a souvenir for me from Lehain!” 
Melkith said with a rarely-seen straight expression. 


After staring at Melkith’s sullen face for a few moments, Eugene slid 
open his cloak and pulled out a large stone. 


“T was going to give it to you anyway, but you sure do have an 
impatient personality,” Eugene grumbled. 


This was a Firestone, a stone infused with flames that could rarely be 
found in Lehain. That alone would be enough to make it a material 
with a high value, but the Firestone that Eugene pulled out was the 
highest grade of Firestone that wasn’t easy to buy even if you had the 
money for it. 


“Kyaaah!” Melkith’s eyes shot wide open as she gazed at the bright 
red colors of the Firestone. 


Rubbing the Firestone she had taken from Eugene’s hands against her 
cheek, she smiled happily. 


“Tt’s hot! Like as if it was just taken out of the fire—!” While shouting 
this, Melkith pulled on her collar and thrust the Firestone into her 
cleavage. 


Eugene’s face twisted into a scowl at this sight as Tempest shouted 
inside his head, [Hamel, ask that lunatic why she’s doing that. ] 


Eugene complied, “Why on earth did you just do that?” 


“Do you really not know? It’s to increase my sensitivity toward the 
catalyst. By transferring its heat to my skin and increasing my own 


body temperature—” 


[Such ridiculous superstitions! Unless Ifrit isn’t in his right mind, 
there’s no way he would sign a contract with someone who still 
believes in such folktales,] Tempest exploded. 


While ignoring Tempest, who kept roaring in outrage inside his head, 
Eugene leaped up from his seat. 


“There’s no need to leave for the Rainforest immediately, right? Let’s 
leave in a few days' time,” Eugene proposed. 


“Yep, I need some time to prepare as well,” Melkith said as she also 
stood up. 


While smiling brightly at the heat coming from between her breasts, 
she wrapped both arms around her chest. 


“Why don’t you send word to Lovellian as well?” Melkith called out to 
Eugene just as they were leaving the parlor. “Your master hates black 
wizards even more than you do. He should fly over right away, 
especially since you’re caught up in this issue as well.” 


Eugene informed her, “I was planning to contact him even if you 
didn’t remind me.” 


Lovellian was also aware that Sienna was currently sealed away due to 
Raizakia’s curse. While Eugene didn’t expect him to be of much help 
in killing Raizakia, Lovellian should be able to provide a lot of help 
when it came to solving the issue in the Samar Rainforest. 


“Well then, I’m going to go and sign a contract with Ifrit!” Melkith 
said cheerfully. 


Eugene kindly reminded her, “You can’t be certain you’ll be able to 
sign a contract with him, right?” 


“Tf it’s me, then I can do it. For some reason, I just have that feeling,” 
Melkith said before leaping out of the window in the hallway with a 
confident smile. 


Eugene really couldn’t tell why she felt the need to jump out of the 
window. 


Cyan was at the training grounds. 


To think that he hadn’t even considered showing his face, even though 
his brother had just returned from a trip... Eugene thought about 
giving Cyan a punch out of anger, but after seeing Cyan focused on 
swinging his sword while sweating profusely, Eugene changed his 
mind. 


‘He’s improved a lot.’ 


There had been a tremendous improvement in Cyan’s skills since the 
last time Eugene had seen him. His body movements were also 
impeccable, and his mana control was particularly impressive. He had 
fully mastered everything that Eugene had taught him a few years 
ago. 


‘In the end, it’s all thanks to my good teaching.’ 


Eugene felt a sense of pride stir within his chest. He felt like he 
understood why people decided to raise disciples as they grew older. 


Feeling a blatant gaze resting on him, Cyan halted his sword and 
demanded, “Why do you keep staring at me?” 


While taking deep breaths, Cyan spun around to face Eugene. 


Seeing Cyan’s cocky appearance, Eugene changed his mind once more. 
Eugene strode over to Cyan and landed a low kick on Cyan’s thigh. 


Cyan let out a cry, “Aaargh!” 


Eugene cursed, “You bastard, how dare you not greet your brother on 
his return!” 


“Tt’s not like it’s been just once or twice that you’ve gone and left the 
mansion on your own!” Cyan argued. 


“No matter what the case might be, if you saw that I’ve returned, you 
should at least say that you’re glad to see me back!” Eugene lectured. 


Cyan felt like he was about to go crazy from frustration. After all, how 
could Eugene still bear to act so proud when he had left behind such 
an embarrassing letter about how he was going to find himself? Cyan 
had thought that Eugene would be too embarrassed to meet his eye, so 
he had acted out of consideration and just greeted Eugene like he 
usually would, but now... 


“Hand over Geddon’s Shield,” Eugene demanded. 
Cyan yelped, “What?” 


Eugene repeated himself, “I said, hand over the shield. In any case, 
you’re not even using it currently.” 


“What the hell are you saying after returning home all of a sudden?!” 
Cyan demanded. 


Bam! 


Eugene kicked Cyan in the thigh once more. Cyan let out a single cry 
as he fell before rolling around on the floor. 


Eugene growled, “If I say hand it over, then just hand it over!” 


Cyan cursed at him, “You crazy bastard, you should at least give me a 
reason before asking me to hand it over!” 


“T need to use it for something,” Eugene explained curtly. 


“That’s why I’m asking you; where are you going to use it?!” Cyan 
screamed. 


Eugene didn’t want to make everyone worry by saying something 


unnecessary, so he had intended to be recklessly forward and rob the 
shield. However, seeing as how it wasn’t just some ordinary item, 
Cyan’s resistance was as strong as expected. 


In the end, Eugene gave Cyan a rough explanation of why he needed 
the shield. Without saying anything about Raizakia, Eugene said he 
needed it to solve a problem that had cropped up in the Samar 
Rainforest. 


“Are you insane?” asked a dumbfounded Cyan. “Why would you get 
involved in a fight between the natives who live in that forest?” 


Eugene shrugged, “A black wizard is up to something, and I’m the 
Hero, after all.” 


After hearing this reply, Cyan was left speechless. 


Seeing Cyan’s expression crumple, Eugene continued talking, “Also, 
it’s not like it doesn't have absolutely anything to do with us.” 


Cyan frowned, “What do you mean?” 


Eugene explained about the black magic that Eward had cast at the 
Black Lion Castle and how Hector’s soul had been retrieved by 
someone. As he listened to the story, Cyan’s face gradually stiffened. 


“So what you’re saying is, the black wizard who Hector was 
contracted to might be reproducing the same black magic that Eward 
used?” Cyan confirmed once Eugene was finished. 


“Tt’s just a suspicion. Nothing is certain as of yet,” warned Eugene. 


Eugene actually thought that this was impossible. Eward was able to 
do something like that because the Remnants of the Demon Kings 
were acting together with him. 


“Even if it’s just a speculation, that means there’s still a possibility,” 
Cyan muttered. “Hector was from a collateral bloodline of the 
Lionhearts, and Eward... was from the main line.” 


This was why Eugene hadn’t wanted to say anything. Eugene clicked 
his tongue and shook his head. 


“That’s why I said it’s not like we aren’t completely uninvolved. I’m 
going to go and check it out, so you don’t have to give it any more 
thought,” Eugene assured him. 


“We need to report this to the Patriarch,” Cyan insisted. 


Eugene immediately refused, “If you do that, things will become way 
too big, you bastard. With the Patriarch’s personality, he will 
definitely feel a sense of responsibility and mobilize the Lionheart 
clan’s full power.” 


Cyan snorted, “And so what if he does? Isn’t it only natural for him to 
do so?” 


“Tt’s still uncertain, and it’s something that I’ve decided on my own,” 
Eugene argued. “Right now, it’s still just my personal problem, so I 
don’t want to go so far as to mobilize the power of the clan.” 


Eugene thought that adding the full power of the clan to their efforts 
might be a bit too much. 


For now, he had already arranged to get the help of two Archwizards 
of the Eighth Circle, and then there was Eugene himself. There was 
also an army of the Samar tribes led by the Zoran Tribe. Since the war 
was something that the tribespeople would be handling in any case, 
Eugene was determined to target the ringleader and thoroughly 
destroy any chance of the black magic being successfully cast. 


However, if the Lionheart clan’s knightly orders were sent as well, 
Eugene would no longer be able to do so. When dealing with black 
magic cast on such a wide range, the knightly orders wouldn’t be able 
to help but suffer some damage. Eugene didn’t want the Lionheart 
clan to shed any of their blood in this war. 


“Are you being considerate of the Patriarch’s feelings?” Cyan, who 
had been silent for a few moments, suddenly spoke up. 


Cyan’s words had hit the mark. 


Eugene admitted the truth, “When that bastard, Eward, went crazy 
and died, the Patriarch suffered greatly.” 


It couldn’t be helped, Eward had still been Gilead’s eldest son. 


Eward may have smeared the clan’s name by conspiring to do 
something that a descendant of the main line should never do and had 
even actually attempted to overthrow the Lionheart clan. However, no 
matter what Eward may have thought of his father, Gilead had loved 
Eward. 


The death of his son had caused Gilead much grief. He blamed himself 
for what Eward had done on the grounds that he had failed to raise 
his son properly. 


The black magic being cast in Samar might or might not have 
something to do with Eward. However, Eugene didn’t want to force 
Gilead to face his own son’s death once more by informing him of 
something that he wasn’t even sure about. 


“Tl lend you Geddon’s Shield,” Cyan said after letting out a long sigh. 
“But in return, let me go with you as well.” 


Eugene cursed, “What did you just say, you bastard?” 


“T said that ’m going with you,” Cyan insisted. “Since I think you 
might be lying, I also want to check things out and see for myself 
what’s going on in Samar... If you’re right, then you’re not the only 
one involved in this matter.” 


Cyan had also been in the forest of the Black Lion Castle at that time. 
After being ambushed by Hector, he was defeated and captured by 
Eward. 


“T am the next Patriarch of the Lionheart clan. If this is an issue that 
the current Patriarch can’t step forward to deal with, then I’ll check it 
out in his stead,” Cyan declared. 


Eugene warned him, “It might be dangerous.” 


Cyan snorted, “So what if it is? Do you not want to take me with you 

because you think I’ll hold you back like last time? Do what you want 
because if you don’t take me with you, then I can just go and check it 
out by myself.” 


Cyan was spouting nonsense without any semblance of logic, just one- 
sided stubbornness. Eugene felt like his own heart was being pricked. 


“That’s right, this is how it must have felt,” Eugene muttered as his 
expression twisted into a scowl. 


To think that Eugene would actually end up sympathizing with the 
feelings that his comrades must have felt back then, three hundred 
years ago... 


He honestly didn’t want to bring Cyan with him. However, he thought 
that Cyan’s words also had some truth to them, but at the same time, 
Eugene also felt that he didn’t want to bring Cyan to such a dangerous 
battlefield. 


‘But that’s just my own selfish desire.’ 


Back in the snowfields, when Cyan and Ciel had been ordered to 
retreat first after they were attacked by Noir Giabella, Anise had said 
this to Eugene, who was feeling sympathy for the twins who were 
suffering from a sense of shame. 


—The times do not flow as we wish. The humans that live through these 
times are weak and light, so they have no choice but to get carried away in 
this huge flow. That goes especially for those twins, who are Vermouth’s 
descendants. As long as they still bear the Lionheart name, they have no 
choice but to stand at the forefront of the upheaval in this era. 


—wWhen that time comes, will they walk into the light of fire? Or perhaps... 
will they eventually decide to abandon everything and run away? Hamel, 
that isn’t something that you can decide for them. A man’s destiny is 
something that he must decide for himself. 


—If you really do care for your siblings, then don’t treat them like 


children. Respect their decisions. 


There was no real need for Cyan to insist on following them. He could 
have just left it up to Eugene. However, Cyan had dared to say 
something like this because he felt a clear sense of responsibility. 


“Alright, I get it,” Eugene sighed, unwilling to break Cyan’s spirit. 


Within Cyan’s stubbornness and pushy attitude, Eugene saw his own 
appearance from three hundred years ago. 


“That’s good,” Cyan said with a laugh as he started getting up. “If you 
weren't willing to bring me with you, I would have reported this 
matter to the Patriarch.” 


“This son of a bitch,” Eugene cursed and landed another low kick on 
Cyan’s thigh just as the latter got to his feet. 


Hamel from three hundred years ago hadn’t been that petty. 


Or at least that’s what Eugene sincerely thought. 


Chapter 278 
Ivatar Jahav (4) 


“So, did you really sign a contract with Ifrit?” Eugene asked. 


“Call him by his full name, the Spirit King of Flames, Ifrit,” Melkith 
demanded. 


Eugene repeated, “I asked if you really managed to sign a contract 
with him?” 


Melkith refused to answer, “It’s a secret.” 


“But it seems to me like you may have failed to sign the contract, no?” 
Eugene said teasingly. “If you really did manage to sign the contract, 
Lady Melkith, with your personality, there’s no way you would stay 
silent about it, right?” 


Melkith’s eyes darkened gloomily at this teasing that Eugene delivered 
with a snicker. 


However, Eugene didn’t stop at that and kept on talking, “Even 
though you said that you had a feeling that you would definitely be 
able to sign a contract, in the end, you didn’t manage to sign a 
contract with Ifrit, did you?” 


Melkith responded coldly, “I said to call him the Spirit King of Flames, 
Tfrit,” 


“Why do I have to say his name like that?” Eugene asked. 


Finally losing patience, Melkith let out a loud roar, “Because he might 
be listening to our conversation right now!” 


She took out the Firestone, which she had carefully tucked between 


her breasts, and placed it on top of the table. 


“Let me just be clear, I didn’t fail to contract him,” Melkith insisted. 
“Failure does not exist for one such as I, Melkith El-Hayah. It was just 
that, ever so slightly, it seems that our opinions of each other aren’t 
quite coordinated? But that’s just how contracts are. We need to keep 
fine-tuning the terms and adjusting to each other until we both finally 
reach a desired point where we then decide, ‘Fine, let’s make a 
contract!” 


“Well, that just means you really did fail,” Eugene said dismissively. 


“Like I said, I didn’t! I’m telling you, we’re just currently reconciling a 
difference of opinions. As such, Eugene, be careful with the way you 
speak. Right now, this conversation is being overheard by the great 
and passionate Spirit King of Flames, Lord Ifrit. Lord Ifrit, this is how 
dearly I adore you,” Melkith said as she held up the Firestone with 
both hands and rubbed it against her cheek. 


Seeing this scene, Tempest loudly ground his teeth inside Eugene’s 
head. 


“Just how long are you going to keep straining your eyes like that?” 
Eugene asked, tilting his chair back and looking to the side. 


From this angle, he could see Cyan, who appeared to be furrowing his 
brow. 


“T’m not doing anything,” Cyan grunted. 
Eugene pointed out, “Even now, you're still glaring daggers.” 


“Those bastards have been glancing at us since earlier,” Cyan finally 
spat out as he suddenly unbuttoned his cuffs and started rolling up his 
sleeves. 


When Cyan clenched his fists, the tight muscles on his forearms 
twitched menacingly. And as if that wasn’t enough, Cyan even 
unfastened the sword from his waist and leaned it against the table so 
that it could easily catch others’ eyes. 


“You're really overdoing it,” Eugene sighed. 


“The natives of Samar are known to kidnap foreigners to either eat 
them or sell them. I’ve heard that trading cities like this one, in 
particular, serve as hunting grounds for the natives,” Cyan muttered 
cautiously. 


It had been two days since they had left the Lionheart mansion. Since 
there were no warp-gates in Samar, they had arrived at the southern 
border of Kiehl before moving directly across the border to the trade 
city located just at the entrance to the Rainforest. 


Cyan’s words weren’t entirely wrong. 


Samar was a lawless zone where none of the laws of the continent 
applied, so there were many criminals who had fled here from other 
kingdoms. Such criminals would often commit crimes in collusion 
with the aggressive and violent natives, and the wealthy and 
thoughtless tourists who would recklessly venture all the way into this 
dangerous place were some of their favorite prey. 


Eugene scoffed, “They wouldn’t target us unless they've lost their 
minds.” 


Eugene and his companions were sitting at an outdoor table at a street 
bar. Although he had made eye contact with a few of those passing 
them on the street, most immediately turned their gazes away from 
him and quickly scurried past. The same went for the guys who were 
watching their party from the shadows. 


People always unconsciously let out a specific type of aura. Although 
he wasn’t wearing the formal clothes of the Lionheart clan, the aura 
emitted from Eugene was aggressive enough that no one else dared to 
make eye contact with him. 


In contrast, the atmosphere at their table was quite cozy. 


‘This is pretty delicious,” Raimira said with a big smile as she indulged 
in the exotic stir-fries that had been ladled onto their plates and 
served to them. 


“You’ve got something on your cheek,” Kristina, sitting across from 
Raimira, chided gently as she wiped Raimira’s cheek with a napkin. 


“Mother...,” Raimira unconsciously muttered. 


She had already been receiving this sort of care for several days now. 
On their first meeting, Raimira had nearly been killed when a flail had 
been mercilessly swung at her, but ever since then, this blonde priest 
had been very kind and gentle to her. Raimira sincerely wished that 
Kristina could be her actual mother. 


‘When I talk to Lord Father, Black Dragon, I can ask him to let me take 
that human as my nanny,’ Raimira seriously thought to herself. 


From what she had overheard, the only one who would be taking on 
the challenge to slay the Black Dragon was Eugene Lionheart. 
Although Raimira couldn’t do anything to stop him from getting 
himself killed like that, she would at least be able to save the priest. 


“Me too, Sir Eugene, something’s on my cheek as well,” Mer, who had 
been eating in the seat next to Raimira, whined for help. 


Without any sign of annoyance, Eugene wiped Mer’s face clean. 
“Ts that really a dragon?” Cyan asked skeptically. 


Raimira demanded, “Call me the Dragon Duchess, you insignificant 
human.” 


“Ts she really a dragon, one of the masters of all magic...?” Melkith 
muttered with an expression of disbelief. 


Now that they had accompanied him to Samar, Eugene had been 
forced to share some of the details of their other mission with Cyan 
and Melkith. 


He didn’t tell them about how they had been involved in the fall of 
the Dragon Demon Castle and the eradication of Karabloom. Instead, 
Eugene just told them that he broke into the Dragon Demon Castle 
during a battle and kidnapped the Dragon Duchess. That was all he 


had to say. 


“All my illusions about the dragons have been shattered,” Cyan 
muttered as he shook his head. 


The reason Cyan was constantly nervous and continuously surveyed 
their surroundings wasn’t just the lawless place that was Samar. 


Cyan had thought that all they were here for was to investigate the 
truth behind the black magic that was being prepared in the Samar 
Rainforest, but now he had discovered that they were here for even 
more important matters. 


They were going to save the Wise Sienna, but Cyan seemed to feel 
burdened by the weight of their purpose. 


“Can’t we interfere with the magic from here?” Cyan asked agitatedly. 
Eugene shook his head, “I feel like we’ll need to go in deeper.” 


As soon as they had arrived at the trade city, Eugene had attempted to 
use the Draconic Spell on Raimira. However, it seemed like they 
couldn’t yet reach the dimensional rift where Raizakia was located 
from here. 


Even after getting trapped within a dimensional rift, Raizakia had 
somehow managed to tie his existence to the land of the Samar 
Rainforest. Seemingly abandoning the dignity of a dragon, he had 
fallen into an existence that was no different from a spirit of the land. 
Thanks to that, Raizakia hadn’t just disappeared over the past two 
hundred years and had managed to survive while within the 
dimensional rift. 


In order to reach the space where Raizakia was located, they needed 
to open the doorway by using Raimira as the key, and the doorway 
was rooted somewhere deep within the Rainforest. 


‘Or else, we would need to erase the entire Rainforest,’ Eugene considered 
thoughtfully. 


This was, of course, impossible. Erasing the entirety of the Samar 
Rainforest would mean wiping away the World Tree in which Sienna 
was sealed and the entire elven territory as well. 


They needed to kill Raizakia, then save Sienna. In order to accomplish 
both these tasks, they had no choice but to first open the dimensional 
doorway hidden deep within the Rainforest. 


‘If only something like this wasn’t going on, it wouldn’t be that difficult to 
infiltrate the Rainforest,’ Eugene thought with a frown as he scanned 
the outside of the bar. 


There had been a huge change in the atmosphere of the trade city 
since the last time they had come here. Eugene was very familiar with 
atmospheres like that. He couldn’t help but get used to them after 
spending so long in them. 


The trade city was either embroiled in a war or preparing for one. The 
goods being traded were mostly war materials such as weapons, and 
tourists were rare. You could also see a few merchants of death and 
other hyenas who had been drawn to the scent of war. Even the 
natives could often be seen hiring mercenaries. 


‘But I’ve heard that the Fury Independence Army has withdrawn,’ Eugene 
recalled. ‘It seems that Iris doesn’t want to get involved in this war.’ 


The Fury Independence Army was a group of dark elves led by Iris. 
The last time Eugene had passed through, those knife-ears were in the 
middle of setting down roots within this trade city. 


But now their leader, Iris, had been defeated in a territorial war 
against Noir Giabella and had fallen into the role of playing pirate. 
That said, this didn’t mean that their ultimate goal had changed. Iris 
still hoped to raise her own races and eventually achieve the 
recognition of being crowned as the next Demon King. 


It seemed that rather than looking for some fun in this war, Iris had 
decided to retreat her forces early in order to avoid any losses to her 
already-paltry numbers and focus on plundering the seas. 


“He’s here,” Melkith said with a smile. 


She had spotted a man dressed in dark-red robes, with his blonde hair 
tied back, coming this way. 


This was the Red Tower Master, Lovellian Sophis. As he had 
immediately departed from Aroth when he got their message, they 
had been waiting to meet him here today. 


“It’s been a long time,” the approaching Lovellian said with a faint 
smile. 


Ivatar had decided to stay outside the city gates, so now that 
Lovellian, the last person they had been waiting for, had arrived, they 
did not need to keep sitting here any longer. 


After exchanging some casual greetings, Eugene and the others began 
walking down the street. 


Eugene cautioned Lovellian, “This is all a secret from the Patriarch.” 


“Yes, I know,” Lovellian responded with a slight nod before glancing 
toward Cyan. 


Seeing them together like this, the contrast between the siblings was 
clear. Both at twenty-one years old, they might be the same age, but 
Eugene had enough composure that he could afford to appear calm. 
However, Cyan had had to calm his racing breaths several times since 
they had started walking. 


“... Though that’s the normal reaction to all this,’ Lovellian thought as, 
unbeknownst to himself, he smiled wryly. 


He had watched over Cyan, Ciel, and Eugene since their childhood. 
The twins from the main family were extraordinary enough to be 
rightfully called geniuses, but they were still nothing compared to 
Eugene. 


Wasn’t that the case even now? In the depths of the Rainforest, an 
unknown plot was being hatched. Countless natives were gathering to 
wage war. And finally... they were about to attempt the rescue of the 
Wise Sienna, who had disappeared for over two hundred years. 


Even Lovellian, who had seen many years, couldn’t help but feel the 
pressure. It was understandable that Melkith, who had only 
accompanied them on a whim, could still appear calm. However, 
Lovellian couldn’t do the same. 


They first had to deal with his hated black magic, and if that was all 
there was to deal with, then Lovellian would have been able to draw 
upon his bloodthirst to keep his cool; but whenever he thought about 
the Wise Sienna, whom he respected as his Grandmaster, Lovellian’s 
heart felt heavy and his mouth felt dry. 


How could Cyan, a twenty-one-year-old young man, do any better? 
Moreover, there was also the fact that Cyan had come along due to his 
sense of duty as the Lionheart clan’s next Patriarch. 


The only one who could be feeling an even greater burden than Cyan 
would be Eugene. 


As the Hero who had been recognized by the Holy Sword and the 
Wise Sienna’s successor, Eugene was also the one who would be 
forced to fight Raizakia within the dimensional rift alone. Lovellian 
wouldn’t even be able to do anything to intervene in their fight. 


Even with all that, Eugene’s face was still calm. 


Although this sense of incongruity was a feeling that Lovellian had 
gotten many times up until now, the sensation this time was 
particularly intense. 


Lovellian asked cautiously, “Are you alright, Sir Eugene?” 
Eugene started, “Huh? Why are you asking me that?” 
“Tt’s just that you don’t seem worried at all...,” Lovellian trailed off. 


“Tt only looks like that. I’m actually extremely nervous,” Eugene 
confessed. 


But it really didn’t look like he was. 


Lovellian got a sudden suspicion, ‘..What if...?’ 


Although it was an absurd idea, Lovellian was a wizard. He believed 
that there wasn’t anything that was truly absurd in this world. 


From the moment that Eugene created his Signature, he had become 
Lovellian’s equal as a wizard. 


It didn’t matter that they had differences in the types of magic they 
were and weren’t able to cast. In a magic battle, as long as they both 
used their Signatures, Lovellian would no longer be able to gain an 
advantage over Eugene. That alone was already impressive enough, 
but what if Eugene used everything in his power to fight? If so, 
Lovellian didn’t have the confidence to beat Eugene. 


Yet this was still just a young twenty-one-year-old man that they were 
talking about. 


...But what if he was...? 


Lovellian considered his previous suspicion once more as he gazed at 
Eugene’s back. The back of the young man walking in front of him 
looked so reliable and experienced that it was hard to believe he was 
only twenty-one. 


‘Perhaps Sir Eugene is—’ 
“Aaagh!” 


Lovellian’s thoughts were suddenly cut off by Cyan’s shrill screech. 
Eugene had suddenly struck Cyan, who was walking right next to him, 
with a low kick. 


Eugene lectured Cyan, “Relax that face of yours, you bastard. Then, 
while you loosen up that expression, stretch out your shoulders as 
well. Why are you acting so stiff when you’re the one who stubbornly 
insisted on following along?” 


Cyan protested, “Why on earth would you hit me...?!” 


“To get you to relax,” Eugene replied with a shrug. 


...Perhaps he was just overthinking things? Lovellian had a puzzled 
expression on his face as he tried to overlap the suspicion that had 
risen in his head with Eugene’s current appearance. 


Deep down, Lovellian suspected that Eugene Lionheart had to be the 
reincarnation of the Great Vermouth. Yet when he saw Eugene like 
this... he felt that that couldn’t be the case. 


The Great Vermouth, whose tales had been passed down through 
legends, just didn’t seem to overlap with this image of Eugene 
Lionheart. Instead, his casual and smirking appearance more closely 
resembled that of Stupid Hamel. 


‘But that would truly be impossible,’ Lovellian thought dismissively. 


For the Great Vermouth to be reincarnated as a descendant of his own 
bloodline would be hard to believe, but it still seemed somewhat 
plausible. 


However, how on earth could the Stupid Hamel have been 
reincarnated as a Lionheart, a family to whom he had no connection 
whatsoever? The souls of the deceased were supposed to flow into the 
afterlife according to the natural laws of the world. 


‘Unless some lunatic were to go against the natural order of things and 
forcibly retrieve the soul of the Stupid Hamel...,’ Lovellian gave it some 
more thought, but it still seemed absolutely ridiculous. 


Lovellian tried hard to ignore the eerie shivers running down his back. 


Eugene turned and asked, “Has there been any further news regarding 
Balzac Ludbeth?” 


Lovellian belatedly responded, “Ah... no, there hasn’t been any news. 
He simply followed procedure and submitted a leave of absence 
fifteen days ago before leaving the Black Tower of Magic.” 


“And you don’t know where he went, right?” Eugene confirmed. 


“We can be sure that he did leave Aroth. But honestly speaking, I 
don’t think it’s Balzac who devised this scheme. While I do agree with 
you that Balzac is a suspicious individual, if he were to come up with 
a scheme like this... he wouldn’t be acting so blatantly as he is,” 
Lovellian surmised. 


“That does make sense. For some reason, I get the image of Balzac 
conducting human experimentation in his secret, undisclosed 
laboratory somewhere,” Melkith said with a chuckle. 


[How frustrating. Kristina, go and give Hamel a pat on the butt, ] 
Anise suddenly instructed. 


Kristina gave a startled, ‘Huh?’ 


[When it was just the two of us traveling with Hamel, I was able to 
come out as I pleased, but since our party has grown, I’m no longer 
able to come out freely,] Anise explained. 


‘Since when did you care about something like that?’ Kristina asked. ‘It’s 
alright for you to come out if you want to, Sister. As long as you’re careful 
to not call Sir Eugene, Hamel, that is.’ 


Anise refused, [No, I won’t come out. If there’s a situation where I 
have to step in, I’ll have no choice but to come out... yet if at all 
possible, I plan to leave it up to you this time. ] 


Anise’s words were sincere. Just like how Eugene had caught the scent 
of war, Anise had also detected the smell of the battlefield. Anise was 
familiar with war. However, Kristina was still a stranger to war. 


[...You’ll have to see a lot of corpses in this forest. You'll be learning 
how brutal war is, what you, as a single cleric, can do on the 
battlefield, and how small of an existence you really are when facing 
the ruthlessness of war,] Anise warned. 


Kristina remained silent. 


[I hope you won’t get broken by the first war you see. Instead, I hope 
it will become an experience that will help you grow. Kristina, my 
immediate advice for you is... get rid of your arrogant desire to save 


everyone. | 


‘Yes, Sister,’ Kristina responded inside her head as she kept staring at 
Eugene’s back. 


Kristina had vowed that she would follow him. She had decided that 
she would always see the same things that Eugene saw. It wasn’t the 
same as a Saint’s duty to follow the Hero. It was Kristina Rogeris who 
had decided to follow Eugene Lionheart. 


When she recalled these memories, Kristina’s face seemed to heat up a 
little. While fanning her hands to cool down her flushed face, Kristina 
hastened her steps. 


“Tf at all possible, I wish I could look a little more human,” Hector 
muttered with a twisted expression. 


It was a valid complaint. Even in the most polite terms, Hector’s 
current appearance couldn’t be described as anything close to human. 


The number of Hector’s arms that should have stopped at two had 
been increased to six, and of those added arms, two seemed to have 
once belonged to some kind of vicious monster. The lower half of his 
body also had monster legs instead of human legs. In order to balance 
his increased number of arms, Hector’s torso had to become larger and 
thicker, and on top of all that, the face was also ugly. 


A voice asked, “Does your body not feel right?” 


“[ve gotten somewhat used to it. I just don’t like the way it looks,” 
Hector complained. 


“Don’t be too dissatisfied. After all, I created it to fit the shape of your 
soul, so it is the ideal body for you,” the voice revealed. 


Hector Lionheart’s body had died and disintegrated. 


Right at that moment, Hector’s soul had been summoned by the black 


wizard he was contracted to, Edmond Codreth. 
It had already been a year since that had happened. 


The shape of his soul, huh? Hector clicked his tongue in 
disappointment as he glared down at his body. He had only recently 
obtained this body after being forced to exist solely as a soul. 


This hideous body may have given up all resemblance to humanity, 
but it was all the stronger for it, and he could also move easily in it. 
At first, it had been awkward and strange to learn how to handle 
having six arms, but now he had gotten completely used to it. Hector 
lightly shook his six arms around as he turned to look at their 
surroundings. 


He was currently within a spacious arena, but there were no 
opponents to be seen. Edmond was the only one sitting in the 
spectator stands. Usually, this was where the Kochilla Tribe’s slaves 
were forced to kill each other in order to survive. Perhaps because this 
was a tribe whose culture was based on a hierarchy of cruelty, there 
were traces of that cruelty everywhere. 


Each grain of soil gave off the smell of blood. A fence made up of 
human bones had been erected in front of the walls of the arena. The 
bodies of those who had died here yesterday were hanging from the 
ends of long skewers that had been erected like decorations. 


Hector didn’t really feel any revulsion to this. His calm reaction to 
everything actually surprised even himself. 


“Ugh,” a raspy voice suddenly broke the silence. A man who had just 
entered the spectator stands scowled down at Hector and said, “You 
really do look awful. It makes me want to kill you.” 


Edmond interjected, “I thought I told you the time beforehand, so just 
where did you go?” 


“Out for a walk,” the man said curtly. 


Though his hands may have been wiped clean, there was a strong 
scent of blood wafting from the man. 


Edmond gave a wry smile and shrugged his shoulders. “If you wanted 
to take a walk, it can’t be helped. Thank you for coming regardless.” 


“So what now? Is it okay if I kill that thing?” the man asked, raising 
one finger and pointing at Hector. 


“No, you can’t kill him,” Edmond denied. “I will still need to test the 
performance and stress limits of that body afterward.” 


“But you wouldn’t go so far as to call me for something like this, 
right? Don’t make such an obvious excuse. You just want to take a 
look at my skills,” the man said with a sneer. 


“Of course, that is one of my reasons for calling you here,” Edmond 
readily admitted. 


“I don’t really want to play along. If it wasn’t for my Master’s request, 
I would kill you too,” the man spat out, his lips twisting into a scowl, 
but Edmond just grinned in response. 


“Please understand my feelings,” Edmond politely requested. “Isn’t it 
only natural that I would want to see the famed skills of the Stupid 
Ham—” 


Before Edmond had even finished speaking, the man — no, Hamel had 
closed the distance in an instant and thrust his sword toward 
Edmond’s throat. 


“Don’t call me that,” the man hissed, his eyes glinting dully. 


The blade was touching his Adam’s apple, but Edmond’s complexion 
was still as calm as ever. 


“T know you’ve provided a lot of help in my creation. However, that 
doesn’t mean you’re my master. Do you get what I’m saying? If not, 
let me spell it out for you. Watch your mouth,” the man growled. 


Edmond shrugged his shoulders slightly and nodded, “Understood, Pll 
be more careful.” 


The man snorted and lowered his sword. He then jumped down in 
front of Hector, who was still standing in the arena and threw the 
sword he was holding behind him. 


“Your sword?” Hector said questioningly. 


“Do you think I’ll need to use a sword to deal with a bastard like 
you?” the man sneered. 


Without making any further response, Hector took up a stance. 


The man chuckled as he scanned Hector, who was now holding a 
sword in each of his six hands, from head to toe, and said, “This 
reminds me of the old days.” 


Chapter 279 
Ivatar Jahav (5) 


One of the great heroes from three hundred years ago — Hamel 
Dynas. 


Among the demonfolk of Helmuth, those high-ranking demons who 
had lived through that era called him Hamel the Exterminator. 
However, instead of the nickname Hamel the Exterminator, Edmond, 
who wasn’t a demonfolk, was more familiar with the nickname the 
Stupid Hamel. 


‘As I’d expected,’ Edmond thought as he stood with his hands behind 
his back and looked down into the arena. 


This wasn’t really the Stupid Hamel himself. 


Hamel’s tomb had been discovered in the desert by Amelia Merwin. 
Excavating that site, she found a corpse that hadn’t rotted even after 
hundreds of years and made it into a Death Knight. 


‘She’s still the same,’ Edmond judged. 


Amelia Merwin had a particular stubborn tendency. Perhaps because 
she herself was just such an existence, Amelia was obsessed with 
aberrant existences. 


The Inquisitor from the Maleficarum she was currently toying with 
was just her latest obsession. Outwardly, the Inquisitor possessed a 
human appearance, but her body was actually a chimera that had 
been cultivated using a vampire as its base. Amelia had also told him 
that the soul hadn’t even originally been born into that body but was 
instead a soul that had been inserted into it during the cultivation 
process. 


Edmond had also heard about this Death Knight from a while back. 


After being lucky enough to dig up the perfect material with which to 
make a Death Knight, Amelia had made several attempts at using it. 
At first, she had even infused it with the soul of a beastfolk, which was 
more aggressive than a human’s and possessed stronger fighting 
instincts. 


But the rejection from using a soul of a completely different race from 
the body had proven too strong, so from then on, she began using a 
lycanthrope’s soul. 


Lycanthropes were a species that had mutated from humans, and 
thanks to that, she was able to get some decent results. Amelia herself 
wasn’t really satisfied with the ultimate outcome, but she had still 
grown attached to it over the years and called it her Pet. 


Yet after all that, it had been ruined. Eugene Lionheart, who had 
suddenly barged into the tomb, destroyed Amelia’s cherished Death 
Knight. During the process, the soul was destroyed, but fortunately, 
Hamel’s corpse remained intact. 


Amelia decided to change her methods. In the process of doing so, 
Edmond, a fellow member of the so-called Three Mages of 
Incarceration, and the current Staff of Incarceration, provided her 
with a lot of help. 


If Amelia could just give up on her stubborn insistence, she could have 
infused the corpse with a human soul that possessed a high level of 
conformity with the body. If she felt like her Death Knight’s skills 
were lacking, she could have just killed one of the most skilled knights 
on the continent and stolen their soul. 


However, Amelia hadn’t wanted to use such a method. She still clung 
to the idea of creating an aberrant, twisted existence, one that the 
world would never accept — a being that should never have been 
born. 


After many experiments and failed attempts, Amelia finally created 
the Death Knight below. She used a demonic beast that could reflect 
and imitate its prey’s appearance, then combined that with the soul of 
a doppelganger. By doing so, the perfectly preserved, decomposing 
brain of Hamel’s corpse was copied onto the doppelganger’s soul. 


So this thing wasn’t really the Stupid Hamel, the great hero from three 
hundred years ago. Strictly speaking, it was just a lunatic that believed 
it was Hamel. 


However, this Death Knight actually deserved to call itself Hamel. 
Possessing Hamel’s body, it was able to copy all of Hamel’s own 
experiences and memories. Of course, for the sake of complete 
obedience, Hamel’s desire for vengeance against all demonfolk had 
been pruned. By inscribing new memories in a way that was no 
different from forceful brainwashing, Amelia even made the Death 
Knight accept her as its Master wholeheartedly. 


That was how this Death Knight had been created. A puppet warrior 
who was loyal to its master, Amelia Merwin, and followed her every 
command, having lost the original’s unrelenting desire to kill all 
demonfolks. 


“Shall I continue?” the Death Knight asked, turning his head to look 
up at Edmond. 


It was only wearing a simple set of armor. Because it had copied its 
body’s former habits, the Death Knight had a dislike of heavy and 
cumbersome armor. As for its weapons, rather than having any special 
set of weapons, it preferred weapons that it didn’t have to worry 
about keeping intact and having a variety of weapons on hand. 


This variety of weapons available to the Death Knight included its 
own bare hands. It had taken less than ten minutes for the Death 
Knight to completely dismantle Hector’s monstrous body. Although 
Hector’s body, which had been endowed with a powerful regenerative 
ability, had continued to regenerate even after pieces were plucked 
off, torn apart, and crushed, each time Hector healed himself, the 
Death Knight would just laugh happily and repeat its previous efforts 
of destroying and dismantling his opponent. 


“You’ve done enough,” Edmond responded with a smile. 


Hector was strewn across the ground, unable to regenerate any longer, 
but that wasn’t anything to worry about. His soul hadn’t been 
damaged; his mind was just slightly frayed from the repeated bouts of 
pain and shock. If the damage was just that much, Edmond could 
easily fix it with just one lift of his finger. 


Still, since Hector was a subordinate he quite valued, he should at 
least say something for form’s sake. 


“T think you may have been a bit excessive,” Edmond added. 


At this, the Death Knight let out a snort and crushed Hector’s head, 
which it had ripped from his body beneath its foot. 


The Death Knight gave a feeble excuse, “I tried to swat him around 
lightly, but before I knew it, my hands grew a bit too heavy. It can’t 
be helped. This bastard, he’s a Lionheart, isn’t he?” 


“That’s right,” Edmond nodded. “Although he’s not from the main 
line.” 


“As long as even one drop of blood from that son of a bitch, Vermouth 
flowed through his veins, then I have a problem with him,” the Death 
Knight sneered. 


You died after being betrayed by your comrades. 


In your last moments, Vermouth’s sword pierced your heart. Your 
colleagues all betrayed you. After three hundred years have passed, you, 
who once fought against the Demon Kings, and your death are now being 
treated as a joke. 


No one knows about your comrades’ ugly betrayal of you or the fact that 
they didn’t even fight the Demon King of Incarceration. Instead, your 
comrades struck a deal with the Demon King of Incarceration for their own 


safety. 


The Demon King of Incarceration took pity on you and preserved your 
body and soul. Then, your new existence was bestowed upon you by 
Amelia Merwin. 


These were the memories that Amelia had implanted. The Death 


Knight, who believed himself to be Hamel, had not the slightest doubt 
about his memories. He was grateful to the Demon King and also to 
his master, Amelia Merwin. He also hated his former comrades and 
held an especially strong grudge against the Lionhearts. 


“Tf it weren’t for the fact that you betrayed your family, I would have 
ended you completely,” the Death Knight whispered to Hector, who 
was writhing on the ground as he slowly regenerated. 


Brushing off his blood-soaked hands, the Death Knight climbed back 
into the stands. 


“Tt’s aggravating to have ones such as you who doubt my skills, but 
since you’re a friend of my Master, I’ve put up with it for now. But 

there is no next time. Don’t bother to call me if there isn’t a battle,” 
the Death Knight warned. 


“Tll be careful to do so,” Edmond promised. 


“The world really has gotten so much more peaceful. To think that a 
petty black wizard like you would dare to snicker to himself in front 
of me,” the Death Knight snorted as he walked past Edmond. 


Edmond also had to swallow his laughter as he watched the Death 
Knight leave. Although that might just have been how it was 
created... honestly speaking, it was hard for Edmond to hold back a 
laugh whenever it said such things. 


With its twisted memories and one-sided hatred, even though it wasn’t 
Hamel himself, it still believed it was Hamel. It talked as if it still held 
a hatred for black wizards and demonfolks, but the Death Knight 
didn't really possess those sorts of feelings. 


Even so, the Death Knight still ranted about his hatred for black 
wizards and demonfolks. The Death Knight was faithfully acting 
according to its own copied memories. 


“Worthy of Amelia’s love,” Edmond mumbled. 


Such an incongruity was exactly the kind of thing that Amelia 
stubbornly insisted on clinging to. Could it be that even a terrifying 


witch like her couldn’t resist her own innate nature? 


Edmond snickered to himself as he shook a finger. Hector’s body, 
which had been torn to pieces and scattered, melted into liquid all at 
once. Then the liquid all gathered together before reforming back into 
an intact figure. 


“How was it?” Edmond asked with a wide smile. 
As Hector stood there stiffly, the light slowly returned to his eyes. 
Eventually, Hector asked, “Can you really control that thing?” 


There wasn’t any pain remaining in his body. However, just recalling 
what had happened was enough to make Hector tremble in fear. 


That thing was demonic. No other words came to mind to describe 
that Death Knight. 


Hector was someone who had confidence in his skills. In the first 
place, he had once been evaluated as the most talented individual in 
all of the Lionheart’s collateral lines. In Ruhr, where he trained as a 
knight, he had been appointed as an honorary knight of the White 
Fangs, who were indispensable whenever it came to discussing the 
strongest knightly orders on the continent. 


That was how his skills had been evaluated in his previous life. 


Yet Hector hadn’t ever revealed his true talent. And now, he had even 
been given a body that was overwhelmingly superior and stronger 
than any human’s, but he was still no match for the Death Knight. No 
matter what methods Hector used to attack, they were blocked with a 
sneer and then ruthlessly trampled upon. 


“Tt’s very well-made, isn’t it?” Edmond said with a laugh. “It has 
perfectly reproduced the fighting ability of the great hero, the Stupid 
Hamel. Now that his dead body has been made into a Death Knight, it 
should even be incomparably stronger than when he was alive. In 
exchange for not being able to use any mana, it now has free use of 
dark power. But is that really it? What makes that Death Knight 
especially exceptional is that it still has a lot of room for growth.” 


“That’s why I’m asking. Are you really able to control that?” Hector 
repeated his doubts. 


Edmond sneered, “Since it’s me you’re asking, the answer to that 
seemed so obvious that I didn’t even bother replying... Haha, I’m now 
certain that you really don’t know anything about magic. You’re 
asking if I can control him? Of course, I can. In the end, that thing is 
just a Death Knight and such a being can never go against the Master 
and Servant Contract.” 


“However, Sir Edmond, the owner of that Death Knight, isn’t you, but 
Amelia Merwin, right?” Hector brought up cautiously. 


The ritual being prepared in the Rainforest was an important ritual 
that had to succeed, not just for Edmond’s sake but for Hector’s as 
well. 


Hector had become fascinated with the current Staff of Incarceration’s 
secret desire. He may have already died as a human, but if it was for 
the sake of Edmond’s ambition, Hector was so determined to 
guarantee its success that he was even prepared to die a few more 
times. 


But, there were too many uncertainties about the success of this ritual. 
For example, the Black Dragon’s sinister intent that had polluted the 
entire land within the Rainforest. Edmond was confident that he 
would actually be able to make use of it and keep it under control, but 
Hector, who was ignorant of magic, had difficulties sympathizing with 
his confidence. 


And was that all? It was also hard to believe that the dubious 
Dungeon Master of the Desert was being transparent in her 
cooperation with Edmond. 


“Amelia and I are not enemies,” Edmon said reassuringly as he stroked 
his beard and laughed. “Instead... we’re actually in a position to 
cooperate with each other for the sake of our respective desires. Listen 
carefully, Hector. For a magician, their secret desire is an ideal that 
must be achieved, even if it means putting their entire life’s work into 
fulfilling it. Still, it doesn’t necessarily have to be something that 
requires them to compete with other wizards for it.” 


“Is that the case?” Hector said with a frown. 


“After all, the direction that our respective desires take us isn’t 
necessarily the same. That’s why Amelia and I are able to cooperate so 
amicably. After fulfilling my secret desire with Amelia’s help, I have 
made a promise to help Amelia with fulfilling hers,” Edmond revealed. 


He and Amelia had known each other for a very long time. The two 
were well aware of how vastly different the aims of their respective 
desires were. There was no reason for either of them to betray the 
other when it came to this matter. 


“T helped her in the creation of that Death Knight,” Edmond added. 
“T’ve only borrowed it temporarily to reinforce our forces here. Once 
everything is over, that Death Knight will be returned to Amelia once 
more. Also, when Amelia wishes for it, I will offer her my help.” 


Eventually, Hector said, “I know what your secret desire is. However, 
I don’t know what Amelia Merwin’s secret desire is.” 


Edmond replied, “Her secret desire is quite complex, but... to put it 
simply, Amelia wants strength.” 


“Strength?” Hector repeated in confusion. 


Even if Edmond was trying to abbreviate his explanation, wasn’t that 
a bit too short? As such, Hector couldn’t understand what Edmond 
meant by those words. In the first place, it was questionable that a 
wizard on the same level as Amelia Merwin would desire even more 
strength. 


“A great amount of strength,” Edmond clarified with a smile as he 
stood up. “As I’m not her, it would be impolite for me to elaborate any 
further on the nature of her secret desire. However, you should also be 
able to see why we are working together. Once everything in this 
forest is completed, I will... haha, I will become a helper who can 
provide the great strength that Amelia requires.” 


“Can you really succeed?” Hector asked with a worried expression. 


Edmond’s smile deepened, and his voice grew more forceful, “Of 


course. All variables have been taken into account.” 


Eward Lionheart had obtained a spell from the Remnants of the 
Demon Kings. It could reconstruct the soul and create a new body. 


Eward had almost succeeded in becoming a being comparable to a 
Demon King by taking in the Remnants of the Demon Kings and 
transcending into a Spirit King of Darkness. 


However, he had failed. Eward himself was the biggest variable. It 
was all because a snot-nosed brat like him had gotten his hands on far 
more power than he could control. 


The evil intent of the Demon Kings that had decayed into those 
Remnants had desired the blood and soul of the Lionheart clan’s main 
line as a sacrifice due to their hatred for the hero, Vermouth. 


Yes, something like that was all that they needed. 


If you thought about it differently, it actually would be surprising if 
Eward could have completed the transformation of the Remnants of 
the Demon Kings and become a new Demon King with just that 
number of sacrifices. To a certain extent, it was because Eward had 
had the Remnants of the Demon Kings working with him. 


However, Edmond had neither a Spirit of Darkness nor any Remnant 
of the Demon Kings. 


Even so, Edmond would not fail. 


He knew the function of the spell. He had repurposed and 
supplemented the entire ritual. The large scale of the spell itself was 
an indication of just how special Edmond’s plans for it were... A large 
number of sacrifices would be required, but even if the last remaining 
seeds of the natives in this forest were to dry up, the eyes of the 
continent wouldn’t be drawn to this place immediately. 


‘What great luck,’ Edmond had celebrated when he copied the spell 
from Hector’s memory. 


While feeling like he had been blessed by the God that he didn’t even 
believe in, Edmond was delighted by the results of that night. This 
was a spell that Edmond himself hadn’t been able to complete even 
after decades of research spent pursuing it. He never thought that he 
would actually be able to receive assistance from the Remnants of the 
Demon Kings who had died three hundred years ago. 


His luck didn’t stop there. Edmond had always wondered where the 
Black Dragon Raizakia, one of the Three Dukes, a powerful existence 
of such caliber, could have disappeared to. He would never have 
thought that all traces of Raizakia’s presence would have been 
embedded into this land. 


‘It was also a huge turn of luck that the grave of that stupid lizard 
happened to be here,’ Edmond thought with satisfaction. 


Raizakia’s evil intent had thoroughly polluted this land. In actuality, it 
seemed that instead of dying, Raizakia was wandering around in a 
dimensional rift somewhere, but happily, that just made it easier for 
Edmond to make use of these circumstances. When the land of the 
Rainforest was used as the base for his spell, it would draw in 
Raizakia’s dark power as well as the power of the leylines below. 


Countless souls would also be offered as sacrifices, and Edmond had 
become the Staff of Incarceration due to being valued for his magical 
power. He could also draw on the dark power stored within Vladmir, 
which had been crafted using a whole Dragonheart. On top of that, he 
would even be drawing on the dark power of Raizakia, an Ancient 
Dragon turned Demon Dragon! 


There was no way he could fail with all these on his side. That said, 
Edmond wasn’t going to rush anything. For the sake of perfect success, 
human bone towers were still being built throughout the Rainforest, 
even now, to serve as catalysts for the ritual. They would create 
streams of blood with the ability to bind souls that would flow 
through the whole forest. 


‘Theoretically, I’ll even be able to absorb the power of the World Tree and 
make it my own,’ Edmond thought greedily. 


If Eward’s ritual had succeeded, he could have become a Demon King, 
but it still would have been pretty close. For Eward to actually become 


a Demon King, it would have required the best-case scenario. 


Once this ritual was successful, Edmond would be reborn as a being 
even greater than a Demon King. He would obtain the power of a true 
greater Demon King, not one of the lower-ranking Demon Kings. 


Edmond would abandon his existence as a weak, mediocre, and 
grossly overpopulated human being and become a greater Demon 
King, one that was completely in tune with its nature. 


He had no regrets about leaving behind his life as a human. Should he 
be reborn as a greater Demon King or remain a human? Was there 
even a need to consider the question? Edmond was confident in his 
success, and he had the ability to make it happen. 


“Tf it’s me, then I can surely do it,” Edmond muttered with a self- 
assured smile. 


This was a declaration of his confidence. Hector quietly followed 
behind Edmond, keeping his head bowed. 


‘This will change everything,’ Hector silently thought to himself. 


He would no longer be forced to live the life of a collateral bloodline 
whose abilities would never receive the full recognition they deserved. 


Hector had never been one to rest on his laurels, but he hadn’t had the 
ability needed to overturn the Lionhearts, an immense and prestigious 
clan of warriors, so he had restrained himself. Even though he was 
praised as the best among all the collateral bloodlines, his heart had 
always felt empty. No matter how much acknowledgment he received, 
Hector felt that, in the end, he was just a member of a collateral 
bloodline. Someone who would never be in a position to learn the 
White Flame Formula that their great ancestor had passed down. 


While he was wandering around with this aching hole in his heart, 
Hector was contacted by Edmond. Edmond had recognized Hector’s 
ability and had shown him a future that he would never be able to 
achieve by himself. 


Edmond told Hector that if he couldn’t receive the recognition he 


craved from his clan, he should just abandon them. Instead of the 
Lionhearts of the continent, Hector could proudly erect a new 
Lionheart clan in Helmuth. The history of the Lionheart clan, which 
was over three hundred years old, would become insignificant tales in 
the era of the new Demon King. 


Even as these two were dreaming up pictures of their future, full of 
confidence, battles were taking place all throughout the forest. 


Warriors of the Kochilla Tribe, who were wearing masks made from 
human skin, were raiding the lesser tribes. Whenever these raiding 
parties had too many hostages to bring back to the tribe, they reduced 
the number of their prisoners with impromptu massacres. These 
warriors followed the practices that Edmond had thoroughly trained 
in them. 


They would cut the hostages’ chests open with black magic daggers 
that they had been given and pull out the hearts while their victims 
were still alive. Then, without needing anyone to draw the blood, the 
dagger would guide the blood from the sacrifices and use the 
harvested blood as another cog of the ritual. 


The blood would seep down into the soil. Gathering deep 
underground, the blood would start flowing like an underground 
water vein. 


After that, the warriors would chop up the corpses whose souls had 
been stripped from them, dig out the bones, and use them to build a 
tower... 


“As I thought,” a man muttered as he crouched down on a site where 
such a massacre had taken place. 


In a village that was overflowing with blood, the man wearing a 
hooded robe stood up. He approached the tall human bone tower that 
had been erected at the center of the village and examined it while 
rubbing his chin. 


“Tve got a good idea of how you reinterpreted the spell. Edmond, as 
your friend, I can’t help but admire your sense of magic,” the man 
distractedly complimented. 


It was Balzac Ludbeth. He knew what the purpose of these human 
bone towers was. These towers weren’t just totems that the natives 
from the Kochilla Tribe had constructed out of cruelty. These human 
bone towers would connect to the rivers of blood flowing 
underground and guide them to flow in the right direction. 


“This is a spell that I would never dare to think of, let alone actually 
attempt,” Balzac admitted to himself with a wry smile. 


Although they might be called by the shared title of the Three Mages 
of Incarceration, it was Edmond Codreth who possessed the greatest 
ability as a wizard. 


That was why Edmond had been named the Staff of Incarceration and 
had been bestowed with Vladmir. 


Balzac was aware that he fell far short of Edmond as a wizard. He had 
managed to reconfirm that just now. In the first place, as a black 
wizard, Balzac Ludbeth didn’t have any particular advantage or 
strength when compared to Amelia and Edmond. 


Nevertheless, the Demon King of Incarceration had still signed a 
contract with Balzac. In other words, Balzac had to have a talent that 
was worthy of catching the great Demon King’s eyes. 


Balzac himself was well aware of what this talent was. He had been 
aware of it for a long time now, from back when he was still a 
member of the Blue Tower of Magic. 


Balzac Ludbeth was good at deception. 


Chapter 280 
Ivatar Jahav (6) 


A few years ago, when Kristina and Eugene crossed the Samar 
Rainforest by themselves, Eugene had many things that he needed to 
be cautious of. 


At that time, their purpose had been to search for Sienna, who had 
gone into seclusion, by investigating the elven territory. Along the 
way, they had even managed to discover a village of wandering elves. 
In order to avoid any unnecessary disputes, they had circled around 
any of the native tribes, and it had also taken them a long time to 
search here and there. 


This time, however, there wasn’t any need for all that caution. The 
one leading the way for them was Ivatar, who was familiar with the 
paths leading through this incredibly vast forest. 


Though rather than being familiar with the paths, it would be more 
accurate to say that the forest itself was opening up a path for Ivatar. 


Ivatar was simply walking forward, but the densely packed trees 
would move their trunks aside as if they were alive and open a new 
path for him. The rough, muddy ground that was hard to walk on 
would also become flat and hard as soon as Ivatar raised his foot 
above it. Not only that, but the ground itself pulled his feet forward, 
and the wind pushed against his back. 


“This is the Blessing of the Forest that is passed down through the 
Chieftains of the Zoran Tribe,” Ivatar explained. 


The natives of Samar were loved by the forest and its primal spirits. 


Yet among all the signs of affection the forest showed to the natives, 
its Blessing was the most blatant and strongest expression of its love. 
It was a power that could be described as the ancestor of all spirit 


magic and had been passed down since time immemorial. Ivatar 
hadn’t yet been ready to inherit this power when they first met a few 
years ago, but as the situation in this forest became increasingly 
unstable, and Ivatar came of age, the Divine Blessing had been passed 
down to him. 


This time, there was no need for their party to circle around the other 
tribes. The natives were extremely sensitive to any violations of their 
tribe’s territories, but Ivatar was able to simply lead them straight 
through the other tribes’ lands without paying any attention to all 
that. 


This was because the Zorans were one of the largest tribes in the 
forest, and Ivatar had already been confirmed as the next Chieftain of 
the tribe after participating in a ceremonial duel. 


Lovellian’s summoned creatures were also of great help. The horses he 
summoned were able to move swiftly without slowing down, even in 
the complex terrain of this forest. Thanks to that, in the mere week 
since they had left the trade city, their party had already been able to 
arrive at the territory of the Zoran Tribe that lay deep within the 
forest. 


Among all the tribes that Eugene had seen in this forest, the Zoran 
Tribe held the largest territory. This was partly thanks to the fact that 
the Rainforest itself was so vast, but this tribe’s territory was indeed 
larger than most noble territories Eugene had seen. 


After entering the outskirts of the tribe’s territory, they walked for 
another day and a half. Even in the outskirts, there were already 
warriors standing guard, and after passing through dozens of villages, 
they were finally close to the capital city of the Zoran Tribe. 


“Sir Eugene,” Mer, who was riding one of the summoned beasts, 
turned to look back at Eugene with a worried expression on her face. 
“She keeps acting weird.” 


Raimira was riding in front of Mer on the same saddle. Even though 
Mer kept blatantly bullying Raimira, perhaps because they had so 
many things in common, they kept getting closer to each other by the 
day. 


While they usually followed a pattern where Raimira would 
arrogantly say something that revealed how ignorant she was of the 
world, only for Mer to poke holes in her pride, they actually got along 
quite well and had even ridden on the same summoned beast the 
whole time that the party traveled through the forest. 


Raimira immediately tried to reply, “This Lady is fine...,” but her 
voice didn’t have its usual strength. 


Eugene stared at Raimira’s face, which had paled drastically. 


Her condition had started to turn strange from the previous night. 
While she was sleeping, Raimira had suddenly woken up with a 
scream, and after that, she wasn’t able to resume her calm rest and 
kept suffering from nightmares! 1], Even after waking up, she couldn’t 
muster the strength needed to take a drink of water properly, let alone 
eat, and her body kept shivering while letting out so much cold sweat 
it was as if she had been caught in the rain. 


That was still the case even now. Raimira was sitting with her head 
resting against Mer’s chest as Mer gently supported her shoulders. 
Raimira’s lips, which she kept chewing, weren’t split open, but the 
teeth marks left on them were deep and swollen red. Her bangs were 
also drenched in sweat and hanging limply down her forehead. 


Raimira tried to make an excuse, “This Lady... ever since this Lady 
was born, I have never left my palace. That means I was like a flower 
that had grown inside a greenhouse. As such, for one such as this Lady 
to have left my villa and trekked across this hot and sticky forest, it is 
like I am being subjected to severe torture..., so it is only natural for 
my body to be in such a poor state.” 


“A dragon like you?” Eugene pointed out skeptically. 


“This Lady doesn’t see this as an issue that has anything to do with 
whether or not I am a dragon,” Raimira sniffed. “This is... this is not a 
physical issue; it is a mental one.” 


She wasn’t entirely wrong. Kristina and Anise were also among the 
members of the party. When Raimira’s condition had turned strange 
last night, the two had immediately checked her status, but Raimira’s 


abnormality seemed to have nothing to do with her body. 


Eugene sighed, “Well, it’s not like I don’t have any idea what is 
causing this.” 


Raimira was startled, “Wh-what is it?” 
“Your father is watching you,” Eugene revealed with a smirk. 


If he had to come up with a reason for Raimira’s condition to suddenly 
turn strange, then that was the only reason he could think of. 


After entering the Rainforest, Euguene kept periodically checking with 
the Draconic spell. As he had initially thought, he concluded that it 
would be impossible to open a doorway to Raizakia from the outskirts 
of the forest. 


From the moment he was banished to an external dimension, even 
someone like Raizakia couldn’t help but become desperate. Out of a 
tenacious desire to save his life and someday return to this world, 
Raizakia had somehow tied his own existence to the Rainforest. 
Eugene had confirmed that the deeper they went into the forest, the 
stronger the connection that was detected, but it seemed that they 
would still have to go all the way to the center of the forest in order to 
open the doorway. 


As they got closer, close enough to check Raiziakia’s current condition 
from this side of the dimensional wall, that tenacious black dragon 
should also be able to extend his senses towards them from the other 
direction. Especially since they had brought Raimira with them; the 
ruby embedded in her forehead was once part of Raizakia’s 
Dragonheart. 


Eugene prodded, “If it’s a psychological factor that is causing these 
abnormalities in your condition, you must have a vague sense of why 
that is, right?” 


Raimira whimpered, “Uwuuuuu...” 


Eugene kept pressing, “When I asked you yesterday, didn’t you say 
you just had a bad dream? But was that really all that it was? Do you 


really not remember what you saw in your dream?” 
Raimira’s eyes shook with anxiety. 


Eugene’s words were correct. Although Raimira had said that she 
didn’t remember, in fact, she could vaguely recall the contents of her 
dream. 


Raimira thought back to that dark gloom. It had been so dark that she 
couldn’t even see her own body, and the darkness she was in had a 
sticky and unpleasant quality to it. She had thought that she was just 
standing there blankly, all by herself, but that wasn’t the case. 


Something had been staring at Raimira from the other side of that 
dark space. She had tried to escape due to instinctive misgiving and 
fear, but in Raimira’s dream, it had been impossible for her to escape. 


Your existence is all to serve me. 


Raimiria heard these words in the voice of the Black Dragon — her 
own father— a voice that had been deeply engraved into her 
memories. The darkness that slowly encroached, no, the darkness that 
had already engulfed Raimira in the first place grew increasingly 
heavier with an added sense of hostility and greed. 


At that moment, the darkness around her seemed to have changed. 
This change wasn’t something that she had ever experienced in her 
life, so Raimira couldn’t really tell what that feeling had been. 
Nevertheless, this had led Raimira to understand what her current 
situation in the dream had been. 


Raimira was actually trapped in the mouth of something. She was still 
alive and in good condition, but she had somehow entered the mouth 
of a gigantic creature... and she was now sitting on its frigid tongue. 


The mouth’s sharp fangs didn’t chew her up, nor did the mouth try to 
swallow her. Yet instead of reassuring her, this filled Raimira with 
even greater fear. 


She was about to be swallowed alive in just a single gulp. 


“Heeeeek...,” Raimira squeaked. 


She really didn’t want to recall that nightmare. After waking up once, 
Raimira had tried to go back to sleep. That nightmare hadn’t repeated 
itself; instead, she had nightmares that left her feeling even worse and 
had worn out her consciousness. 


From a place outside of this world, someone was glaring at Raimira. 
Although he wasn’t able to reach out to her directly, it felt like her 
soul was getting pulled to him from the touch of his gaze alone... 


Mer felt sorry for the trembling and shaking Raimira. As such, she 
gently reached out and patted the crown of Raimira’s head. At some 
point, Kristina had also approached Raimira while mounted on her 
own summoned beast. 


As Kristina gently rubbed the back of Raimira’s hands and Mer patted 
the top of her head, Raimira’s trembling gradually eased. 


“T-I know what’s going on,” Raimira sobbed once she had reopened 
her eyes and started glaring at Eugene. “You wicked human. You’re 
definitely the one who’s invading this Lady’s head.” 


Eugene raised an eyebrow, “What are you talking about now?” 


“There’s no way that the nightmare I saw can be anything but a lie,” 
Raimira insisted. “The only one who would benefit from showing me 
such a dream is you, Eugene Lionheart.” 


Raimira’s words weren’t just spouted at random. 


What reason would the Black Dragon have for swallowing his 
daughter whole? So it must be that this sinister hero had an evil plan 
to create a rift between her and her father, the Black Dragon. 


Seeing Eugene’s fists begin to tremble, Lovellian and Kristina quickly 
chimed in. 


“Sir Eugene, please hold it in.” 


“You have to hold on to your temper.” 


Anise disagreed, [Why should he hold back? Even if she’s right, after 
saying such unpleasant things about you, you should still give her a 
taste of discipline. ] 


Melkith and Cyan also gave their different opinions. 


“After all, isn’t it rare to get the opportunity to smack a dragon on its 
head?” 


“Tf I behaved like that, would you hold back?” 
Bam! 


Before Eugene could even step forward to do so, Mer had struck 
Raimira on top of her head. 


“We've arrived,” Ivatar announced. 


This was the capital of the Zoran Tribe, a city that had been built 
within the forest. 


Even from this distance, the temple constructed from piled-up stones 
could be seen. It was a temple dedicated to the God of the Land, the 
dominant religion in Samar. Their pyramid-shaped temple was the 
largest and tallest structure in their capital. The other buildings were 
all low, square, and monotonous, much like those homes they had 
seen on their way here. 


The capital of the Zoran Tribe was huge. Of course, it couldn’t 
compare to Kiehl’s capital, but it was at least bigger than Eugene’s 
hometown of Gidol. 


Eugene sighed, “I’ve only just now realized, but my hometown really 
is out in the country.” 


“Are you able to admit that now?” Cyan asked as he turned back to 
look at Eugene with an aggrieved expression. “Even though you 
insisted that it wasn’t so when we were young, your body truly did 


smell like cow dung. When even a city like this, that’s located inside 
of a forest, doesn’t give off the smell of cow dung like you did.” 


“Be quiet before I shove your face into a pile of dung,” Eugene 
threatened. 


Cyan was well aware that this wasn’t just a verbal threat on Eugene’s 
part. He quietly kept his mouth shut as he stared at the capital’s walls 
with narrowed eyes. 


“The mood feels strange,” Cyan observed. 


It wasn’t a very welcoming atmosphere. The gates were closed, and 
the vigilance of the guards on the walls was strong. The warriors 
guarding the walls, who had even put on their war paint, were glaring 
down at them with fierce eyes. 


“Are you going to make a move?” Eugene asked as he looked at Ivatar, 
who was standing in front of them. 


Eugene knew why the atmosphere was like this. Before they had even 
started traveling to Samar, he had heard the whole story from Ivatar. 


The air around Ivatar was also unusual. The muscles of his body were 
flexing hard enough to be seen with the naked eye, and his obvious 
display of rage and killing intent was making the space around him 
seem to vibrate. 


“Of course, I have to take action,” Ivatar ground out. 
Climbing off his summoned steed, Ivatar steadily strode forwards. 


“Tvatar Jahav!” shouted a man loudly who was standing on top of the 
wall. 


Although he was slightly shorter than Ivatar, his especially rough- 
looking face made it seem like he could possibly be a crossbreed of a 
human and a gorilla. 


The man continued shouting, “Even if you are the next chieftain, your 


actions cannot be tolerated!” 
“What are you talking about?” Ivatar calmly responded. 


“This is a war that must be decided by the Zorans and our allies alone. 
However, you—! You took advantage of the Patriarch’s infirmity to 
act on your own volition!” the man accused. “Have you abandoned 
your pride as a Zoran!” 


All this shouting was getting annoying. 


It had been Ivatar’s personal decision to come to the Lionhearts 
looking for help. During that first battle, in which both sides had 
retreated without being able to determine a victor or a loser, Ivatar’s 
father, the Chieftain of the Zoran Tribe, had been mortally wounded 
and left on the brink of death. 


Ivatar had also participated in that first battle. They neither won nor 
lost, and no one managed to advance or retreat... At the very least, 
that’s what Ivatar insisted, but — the difference in strength could be 
felt right from the beginning. Kochillas still had enough slack to keep 
forces in reserve. They didn’t use any of the demonic beasts they had 
received as support from Helmuth, nor did they mobilize any of their 
wicked shamans. 


However, the Zorans also had cards that they hadn’t played yet. The 
battle had started all too quickly, so the gathering of their tribal 
alliance hadn’t yet been fully finished. They also hadn’t been able to 
perform their ceremonial prayer for victory to the God of the Land. 
Just like how the Kochillas had yet to mobilize their shamans, the 
Zorans and their allied tribes were also keeping their shamans in 
reserve. 


The Zoran Tribe’s elders and Ivatar’s relatives, all warriors with strong 
senses of pride, as well as the chieftains of the allied tribes, had all 
insisted that they still had a chance of seizing victory. However, Ivatar 
couldn’t agree with their point of view. During that first battle against 
the Kochilla Tribe, Ivatar had foreseen the eventual destruction of the 
Zoran Tribe and the eradication of his fellow tribesmen. 


“T received permission from my father,” Ivatar spat out. 


He had been certain that the Zorans and their allied tribes would not 
be able to defeat the Kochillas alone. With faint hope, Ivatar had 
thought about getting help from Eugene, so after receiving the 
Chieftain’s permission, he had left the forest. 


“You dare speak of the Chieftain! My brother has already passed 
away. While you, his own son, were gallivanting away from the tribe! 
After suffering from the agony of his injuries, he finally entered the 
Land’s embrace! When you weren’t even here to take your place at my 
brother’s deathbed!” 


The man who revealed this tragedy was the same man who had first 
yelled at Ivatar. He was the late Chieftain’s brother, as well as Ivatar’s 
uncle. 


As his face contorted into a scowl, he accusingly pointed his finger at 
his nephew, “You say that you got permission from brother? There is 
no way that my brother, who always prioritized the honor and pride 
of the tribe, would allow these people from the outside to enter our 
sacred battlefield.” 


Eugene, who had been silently listening to all the shouting, suddenly 
spoke up, “This is something that has been on my mind ever since the 
old days, but most bastards who spout on about things being sacred as 
a justification tend to be idiots.” 


“Are you talking about me?” Kristina opened her lidded eyes and 
stared piercingly at Eugene. 


In the face of that, Eugene could only avoid Kristina’s gaze and shut 
his mouth. 


“Tvatar Jahav,” the uncle continued. “You must have taken advantage 
of the Chieftain whose mind was clouded as he lay dying.” 


“What reason would I have to do something like that?” Ivatar 
responded. 


The man scoffed, “There’s no need to know your reason for doing so. 
Just by trying to involve outsiders in our war, you have single- 
handedly abandoned the honor entrusted to you by the Chieftain.” 


“The Kochillas are the ones who first drew in outsiders,” Ivatar 
pointed out. 


“The Kochillas are different than us. They may accept aid from 
Helmuth, but the Zoran Tribe has always rejected any help from 
outside the forest,” the uncle declared self-righteously. 


“What if that leads us to lose the battle?” Ivatar tried to argue. 
“We will not be defeated,” the uncle insisted. 


The arguments he was roaring were specious without a single trace of 
logic. Ivatar just shook his head with a vicious smile on his face. 


“What do you want me to do?” Ivatar demanded. 
“Leave the Zoran Tribe and never return,” his uncle commanded. 


“Did you really hate the fact you lost the position of the next Chieftain 
to your own nephew that much?” Ivatar asked mockingly. 


The uncle sneered, “Do you really think that I am being blinded by 
such ambition? I am doing this for the honor and pride of our tribe.” 


Naturally, Ivatar didn’t believe those words. Eugene and the other 
people standing behind Ivatar didn’t believe them either. Even the 
expressions of the warriors lined up on the walls shook with disbelief. 


However, Ivatar’s uncle, as well as the alliance’s chiefs, who were 
acting as representatives of their tribes, kept up their stern 
expressions. 


This sight caused Eugene to come up with a clear and despicable 
image of what was going on here. It seemed that they were just 
pretending to go to war, and they must have made a secret agreement 
to be sheltered underneath the umbrella of the Kochilla Tribe once 
they admitted their defeat. 


However, Eugene didn’t really care all that much about the power 
struggles between the natives living here. 


The uncle scoffed, “And look at who you have behind you, Ivatar. Are 
those seven people really all the reinforcements you’ve brought with 
you even after abandoning your place at your father’s deathbed?” 


“There are only three men among them, and none of them seem to 
have the courageous demeanor of a warrior,” one of the other tribal 
chiefs observed mockingly. 


‘Are those guys talking about us?’ 


Eugene asked himself as he glanced over at Cyan and Lovellian, who 
were standing at his side. He could understand why they would say so 
after looking at Lovellian, who was a wizard, and Cyan, who didn’t 
seem all that strong based on his appearance... 


“But me?” Eugene muttered in disbelief. 


Did they really just say that he didn’t seem to have the courageous 
demeanor of a warrior? 


“And why on earth did you even bring two women with you? Were 
you hoping to offer them up in exchange for forgiving your filial 
impiety?” 


“Hey, why don’t you become my wife.” 


“And the remaining two are children who aren’t even old enough to 
be cut off from their mother’s apron strings!” 


The chieftains laughed as they pointed at Ivatar and Eugene’s party 
mockingly. 


Melkith, who had just been standing there idly, let out a snort, “Hey, 
about what those guys were just saying, I’m hoping that I just heard 
them wrong, but did one of those old guys up there really look at me 
and ask me to become his wife?” 


Eugene placated her, “They were probably saying that to Kristina, not 
you, Lady Melkith.” 


Melkith reacted defensively, “Hmm? What? Why would you think 
that? I think that they were definitely talking to me just now? After 
all, that old man is still looking at me right now.” 


“As long as they’re normal, they would rather marry Kristina than 
you, Lady Melkith,” Eugene declared. 


Those words settled the irritation and anger that had been bubbling 
inside Kristina’s chest since earlier. 


‘Doesn’t that mean Sir Eugene would also prefer me to be his wife?’ 
Kristina thought giddily. 


[Hamel isn’t a normal person, but Kristina, I think it’s safe to take 
what he said just now as an actual proposal,] Anise also excitedly 
encouraged. 


Melkith glared at Eugene with a blank expression, “No way? Why? 
Both Saint Kristina and I are plenty pretty, no?” 


Eugene calmly responded, “Because your age is three times that of 
Kristina, Lady Melkith.” 


Melkith’s eyelashes fluttered in shock at this blunt reply. 


Yet even as they were having this leisurely conversation, the mockery 
coming from the top of the walls continued. 


Ivatar’s face was contorted into a vicious scowl as he glared up at the 
city walls. Then, after taking a deep breath, Ivatar spun around to face 
everyone. 


“My apologies to all of you,” Ivatar bowed his head deeply as he 
offered his apology. “Although I did say that you might not receive a 
warm welcome, I never imagined that they would actually offer you 
such a lowly insult.” 


“Tvatar Jahav! How dare you, who claims to be the next Chieftain, 
bow your head to someone else!” a man shouted. 


Ivatar simply ignored these words and continued speaking, “It seems 
that I was too short-sighted. I never imagined that warriors like them, 
who are also going on about their honor and pride, would actually 
show such ugly behavior. Since I don’t dare to burden or offend you 
with this matter any longer, if you so desire, I can lead you back out 
of the forest immediately.” 


Eugene waved off the offer, “Haaah, there’s no need for that. Like I’ve 
already said, I also have something that I need to deal with in this 
forest.” 


“Tf that’s the case, then please wait here for just a moment,” Ivatar 
requested as he raised his bowed head. 


There was no need for him to ask for any help. While grinding his 
teeth in anger, Ivatar turned around. 


Although insults continued to pour down from the city walls, Ivatar 
had no intention of responding or even listening to them any longer. 
Without holding any weapons, he simply clenched his bare fists tightly 
and strode over to the walls. 


It happened in an instant. The ground below appeared to bounce 
Ivatar's feet upward like a spring. Having been sent flying, Ivatar rose 
to the top of the walls in a single leap. 


The Zoran Tribe’s Deputy-Chieftain, Ivatar’s uncle, wasn’t alarmed by 
this. Since this was Ivatar they were dealing with, he naturally knew 
that Ivatar was capable of such actions. No, rather than being 
surprised, it had been his intention in the first place to provoke Ivatar 
into attacking in a rage, as he had also been planning to deal with 
Ivatar once and for all by killing him. 


Ivatar wasn’t a warrior who merely relied on an overblown 
reputation. There were few warriors in the entire tribe who were as 
strong as he was. 


Ivatar’s uncle raised the spear he had been hiding behind his back. 
The Deputy-Chieftain then gave a mighty roar and threw the spear 
down at Ivatar. Wrapped in a tremendous amount of mana, the spear 
pierced through the air with a roar. 


Then ever so easily, the fiercely flying spear was caught in Ivatar's 
hand. Ivatar twisted his body in midair and threw the spear straight 
back. 


Spluuuurt! 


Without even consuming any mana, the spear that was thrown using 
body strength alone pierced through the Deputy-Chieftain. 


Booooom! 


Then, without losing any of its power from penetrating into a human 
body, the spear proceeded to collapse the city walls. 


“Haaaah!” the other tribal chiefs who had been standing nearby let 
out roars. 


They leaped off the collapsing wall and threw themselves at the now- 
falling Ivatar. 


It didn’t take long for Ivatar to tear each of their arms off, one by one, 
with his bare hands alone. 


“Gaaaaah...,” the Deputy-Chieftain, who was buried within the rubble 
of the collapsed wall, let out a cry as he was picked up by the spear 
that was still stuck in him. 


While shaking the spear that his uncle was impaled upon, Ivatar 
snarled, “You are no warrior.” 


Ivatar hadn’t spat out these words while expecting any sort of 
coherent response from the man. Ivatar slammed the raised spear 
down into the ground. 


Splat! 


When the body of the Deputy-Chieftain was smashed into the ground, 
it exploded, and his blood splattered in all directions. The other tribal 
chieftains, who had been reduced to being one-handed in mere 

moments, lacked the courage to order their warriors to kill Ivatar and 


could only clutch at their wounds. 


“Order the gates to be opened,” Ivatar commanded without wiping 
away the blood that had spattered onto his face. 


The gates of the city soon swung open. 


1. The original text uses a Korean idiom to describe suffering from a 
nightmare as being crushed by scissors. 
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The Deputy-Chieftain had died, and the chieftains of the other tribes 
who had been conspiring with him had all had their left arms torn off 
in a show of camaraderie. A section of the city walls had also 
collapsed, and some of the warriors who had been lining the walls 
nearby were also caught up in the collapse and had been injured. 


Even with all that, none of the warriors of the tribes thought to rebel 
against Ivatar. Even the elders of the tribe, who had most likely sided 
with the Deputy-Chieftain in his absence, politely greeted Ivatar and 

the rest of the party. 


This was all because Ivatar had crushed the Deputy-Chieftain in a 
head-on duel before killing him, as well as tearing off the arms of the 
other chieftains. 


While this might not have been the case if this were any other country 
on the continent, the tribes of this forest valued strength above all 
else. So once Ivatar, who had earned the right to be the Chieftain’s 
successor, showed his strength by killing the Deputy-Chieftain, who 
possessed a similar level of legitimacy, it was only natural that there 
wouldn’t be any backlash against his rule. 


‘He’s strong,’ Cyan thought as he reconsidered Ivatar. 


Though in the first place, Cyan had never thought of Ivatar as just a 
simple native with only his huge size going for him. Cyan possessed a 
skilled enough eyesight that he could evaluate an opponent’s ability. 
So he had recognized that Ivatar possessed enough skill that, even 
when compared to the Lionheart Knights, he would be able to rank as 
one of the Captains — no, not just an ordinary Captain, but one of the 
strongest among them. 


However, now that Cyan had seen a true display of Ivatar's skills, he 


felt he needed to rate Ivatar even higher than he already had. 


Even among all of the knights of the continent that Cyan had seen 
during the Knight March, how many of them would be able to say that 
they were stronger than Ivatar? Even the tribal chieftains who had 
conspired with the Zoran Tribe’s Deputy-Chieftain would have been 
able to earn a place as the Commander of a country’s knightly order if 
they were to move to the continent... 


‘He might be built like a brick shithousel 1], but he’s actually the same age 
as Eugene and I,’ Cyan recalled. 


When he also took Ivatar's age into consideration, Cyan felt like even 
more of a waste in comparison. 


Yet the reality of this was unavoidable. After all, Eugene was a 
monster who had been evaluated as the most talented individual in all 
of the Lionheart clan’s history, and this Ivatar Jahav was also someone 
who could arguably be counted as one of the strongest tribal warriors, 
not just within the confines the Zoran Tribe, but in all of this vast 
Rainforest. 


“Once again, you’re getting all mopey,” Eugene said with a sigh as he 
saw Cyan’s expression stiffen unnaturally. 


At this comment, Cyan turned to face Eugene while feeling a flare of 
anger, “What did I do?” 


Eugene replied calmly, “It’s obvious. After seeing Ivatar's skills, you 
must have thought, why am I so weak, right?” 


‘Is my expression really that easy to read?’ Cyan thought as he contorted 
his expression and touched his own face. 


Eugene continued, “Do you know just how many people there are in 
the whole wide world? If you were to line up everyone among the 
humans with a talent for fighting, then the ones who would be close 
to the top of the list, well... they would most likely be the famous 
knights you’re already familiar with. From the Lionheart clan, that 
would probably be the Patriarch, Lady Carmen, and myself?” 


Cyan silently waited for him to get to his point. 


“Tvatar has the same level of talent and skill. To put it clinically, while 
you and Ciel can get close to the top, reaching the peak will be 
difficult for you,” Eugene stated bluntly. 


“You don’t say?” Cyan huffed. 


Eugene coughed, “Ah, of course, while this is just the plain and simple 
reality of the situation, reality doesn’t always work out the way it 
seems it should. What I mean is, I... among the great heroes who I 
admire and venerate—” 


“Ahem...” Just as Eugene was about to finish speaking, Mer, who was 
standing beside them, cleared her throat loudly and turned to stare at 
Eugene with narrowed eyes. 


Eugene hesitated before continuing, “...I’m talking about Sir Hamel. 
You know, he seemed surprisingly ordinary at the very beginning, 
right? Compared to the heroic feats that he eventually accomplished, 
that is. He might have made quite an impressive name for himself as a 
mercenary, but in fact, Sir Hamel at that time was far from being a 
great hero—” 


“T already know this story. Sir Hamel, who wasn’t really all that 
strong, quickly became stronger after becoming a member of the Great 
Vermouth’s party,” Cyan said with a snort. “However, Sir Hamel was 
only able to become stronger because Sir Vermouth was at his side. Sir 
Vermouth guided Sir Hamel and—” 


This time, it was Eugene’s turn to interrupt, “Who the fuck said that? 
It wasn’t like that, though? Sir Hamel never received any guidance 
from Sir Vermouth. Sir Hamel got stronger because he worked hard all 
by himself.” 


Raimira, who was standing with Mer, also turned to stare at Eugene 
with narrowed eyes. Similarly, Eugene chose to ignore her gaze. 


“Tt’s also... um... thanks to the fact that he went through so many 
battles. Sir Hamel’s innate talent, ah, at first, it was like... um... like a 
flower that had yet to bloom. After experiencing many battlefields, the 


flower fully bloomed from the repeated battles.” 


Eugene wasn’t just speaking randomly. Even in Eugene’s own 
esteemed opinion, that was just how his past self had been. He might 
have already made quite a name for himself as a mercenary... but 
there was no comparison between the battlefields on the continent 
and the battlefields within the Devildom. 


Yet if he had gone to Helmuth without meeting Vermouth and 
becoming a member of his party... 


“.... would probably have been dead within a few years,’ Eugene silently 
admitted to himself. 


As for whether he had received any guidance from Vermouth... he 
had to admit there had been a few times. However, in Hamel’s 
opinion, rather than the guidance, it was more the fact that there was 
a monster like Vermouth standing right next to him that stimulated 
his growth. 


He hadn’t wanted to lose to Vermouth. He had always wanted to 
become stronger than Vermouth. All along, that was what Hamel had 
been most obsessed with. 


“T think I get what you’re trying to say, but just what on earth do you 
see me as?” Cyan asked, his face still fixed in a frown. 


However, seeing how his slumped shoulders had straightened out at 
some point during their talk, it was clear that Eugene’s encouragement 
had helped him. 


“IT might have been made keenly aware of how strong you and Ivatar 
are, but that doesn’t mean my spirit has died,” Cyan proudly insisted. 
“T’ve already experienced that kind of frustration back in the 
snowfields. It hasn’t had any effect on me.” 


Because of his pride, Cyan couldn’t bear to honestly thank Eugene for 
his encouragement. And as he had just admitted, Cyan had already 
felt how thoroughly weak he actually was back in the snowfields. He 
also knew that continuing to obsess over that fact wouldn’t be of any 
help to his growth. 


Eugene and Ivatar were strong. Cyan was weaker. However, what did 
it matter? Cyan didn’t think his future self would also be weaker than 
them. 


“Really, even though your brother is doing his best to encourage you, 
what’s with the attitude,” Eugene said, feeling a needless sense of 
embarrassment as he kicked Cyan in the leg. 


It was around sunset when Ivatar finally returned from the battle 
planning. 


When he opened the door of the room and walked in, Ivatar's 
appearance had completely changed from how he had looked earlier. 
He was now wearing a helmet made from the whole skull of some 
beast, and he was also wearing an ornate, clinking array of necklaces 
and bracelets. 


Lovellian was the first to greet him, “It looks like you’ve officially 
become the Chieftain. Congratulations.” 


With a wry smile, Ivatar bowed his head as he stepped into the room. 


Among all the changes in his appearance, the most eye-catching was 
the large tattoo that had been newly applied onto his chest. Even 
though it couldn’t have been that long since it had been tattooed, 
Ivatar’s skin looked perfectly healthy instead of red and swollen, but 
there was still a strong smell of blood. 


But the bloody odor wasn’t coming from the tattoo. 


Glancing down at Ivatar’s large hands, Eugene asked, “Did you come 
here after killing someone?” 


“T came here after killing some pathetic, old men,” Ivatar admitted. 


Eugene snorted, “To think you would start with a purge right after 
becoming the Chieftain.” 


Ivatar shook his head, “Even if I didn’t become the Chieftain, I still 
would have had to kill those fools.” 


It was just as Eugene had guessed earlier. 


The young warriors were looking forward to the battle. However, the 
late Deputy-Chieftain, the chieftains of the allied tribes, and even 
some of the elders of the Zoran Tribe had already given up on winning 
this war. 


While they might also have once been warriors who bravely raced 
through the forest and yearned for battle, now that they had grown 
older and had gotten their hands on more than they could hold, rather 
than risking death on the battlefield, they would rather die at a 
comfortable old age. 


“Tt was something they decided on while I was away,” Ivatar 
explained. “They had agreed to lead their forces into repeated defeats, 
sacrificing enough blood and souls until the Kochilla Tribe was 
satisfied. After that, they would surrender and become part of the 
Kochilla Tribe.” 


Naturally, Ivatar didn’t agree with any of this. As a young and 
belligerent man, Ivatar wanted to win this war. Most of the tribal 
warriors felt the same way. 


“T’ve been told that a few more battles took place while I was away. 
Four tribes have already been destroyed, and the Kochillas have 
trampled all the way into the forest to the north of the Zoran Tribe,” 
Ivatar reported as he unfolded the large animal pelt that he had been 
holding in one hand and hung it on the wall. 


Eugene had been wondering what Ivatar was holding, but it turned 
out to be a map of the forest. Ivatar narrowed his eyes as he stared at 
the map. 


“If my memories are still correct, then the location of the World Tree 
and the elven territory should be around here,” Ivatar said as he stuck 
a huge awl into the map. 


It might be called the World Tree, but that didn’t mean the tree itself 


was located in the exact center of the Rainforest. Instead, it was 
actually located quite far west of the approximate center. 


Of course, it wasn’t like the World Tree was truly at that site. To be 
more precise, the World Tree existed within a separate dimension that 
overlapped that location. 


“Then, from this point outwards, this is the territory of the Kochila 
Tribe,” Ivatar explained as he stuck another awl in a place that was far 
away from the World Tree. 


Eugene felt a little relieved by this. While it would be impossible to 
open the barrier that had been placed over the site unless you had the 
leaves from the World Tree with you, Eugene still felt the need to be 
cautious. 


“These are the places that have been conquered,” Ivatar resumed 
speaking as several more awls were stuck into the map. 


Eugene, who watched silently until Ivatar was done sticking awls in 
all of the locations, nodded and said, “This isn’t just a simple war of 
conquest.” 


If the Kochillas had just wanted to expand their territory, they could 
have just swallowed the land of the tribes surrounding them first. In 
fact, several of the awls had indeed been inserted around the Kochilla 
Tribe’s main territory, but many other awls had also been inserted far 
from their tribal grounds. 


“T also agree with that opinion,” Ivatar said, nodding. 


Lovellain and, surprisingly, Melkith both had serious expressions as 
they examined the map together. The two Archwizards were certain 
that this war was simply a precursor to the casting of a huge black 
magic spell. 


“Allow me to put forward a certain assumption,” Lovellian eventually 
spoke up. “As a wizard, you need to be able to distinguish between 
spells that you can control and spells that you can’t. However, all 
wizards will eventually dream of casting greater feats of magic that 
they, no, that no individual would actually be able to control. In those 


cases, the caster needs to look for other means in order to fulfill their 
own shortcomings.” 


“Those means aren’t necessarily limited to providing sacrifices or 
making contracts with higher-ranked beings,” Melkith took over the 
explanation. “There’s this thing known as the Earth Veins. The term 
refers to the circulating flow of the mana within the land itself. 
Wherever the mana in the Earth Veins is particularly abundant, those 
places come to be known as leylines, but such leylines are extremely 
fare..." 


Lovellian resumed speaking, “I believe that most of the lands that the 
Kochillas have conquered are located over branches of the Earth 
Veins. The black wizard behind all this must be planning to use some 
tricks so that they can make use of the mana flowing through the 
Earth Veins.” 


“That son of a bitch, Balzac,” Eugene spat. 


Lovellian blinked in surprise at this sudden curse before hesitantly 
giving his opinion, “...I personally believe that Balzac isn’t the one 
behind this—” 


“We can’t be sure of that yet. So for now, let’s assume that Balzac is 
the one behind all this,” Eugene proposed. 


“Um...,” Lovellian couldn’t quite bear to curse Balzac without any 
justification whatsoever like Eugene had just done. With a cough, 
Lovellian changed the subject, “...Of course... this is all just 
speculation for now. In my opinion, I would like to leave here 
immediately and check what is going on at those sites with my own 
eyes.” 


“We've finished our preparations for the march ahead,” Ivatar 
reported. “As long as I give the order, all assembled warriors will 
march on the Kochilla Tribe.” 


“That’s quite the quick and easy solution. While pushing them back 
from the land that they’ve captured, step by step, it will all be over 
once we strike at the heart of the Kochilla Tribe,” Eugene said 
optimistically. 


“As for the black magic, it might be possible for us to purify it on our 
own once we’re done,” Lovellian agreed. 


As this conversation went on around him, Cyan clenched his fists 
nervously as he felt the reality of the war dawning on him. 


Mer didn’t really have an interest in this talk that had nothing to do 
with her, so she was engrossed in playing rock-paper-scissors with 
Raimira in a corner of the room. 


Someone suddenly knocked on the door. 


“One moment, please,” Ivatar said, begging everyone’s pardon, as he 
turned towards the door. 


After exiting the room for a few moments, Ivatar returned with a 
puzzled expression. 


Ivatar then declared, “Balzac Ludbeth has turned himself in.” 
“What did you just say?” Eugene demanded. 
Ivatar repeated himself, “Balzac Ludbeth has turned himself in.” 


Everyone assumed the same confused expression that Ivatar already 
sported. 


Even after hearing the news directly, they still couldn’t believe it. 
However, once they saw him with their own eyes, they were left with 
no choice but to accept the truth. 


This was one of the Three Mages of Incarceration, Aroth’s Black Tower 
Master, a black wizard whose intentions were unknown and whose 
very behavior was suspicious, as well as the prime suspect for being 
the black wizard behind all of this. 


Yet having been tied up, Balzac Ludbeth was led into the room by a 
few warriors. Even the robe Balzac had initially been wearing upon 
his surrender had been taken off, and all his weapons had also been 
confiscated. 


A longsword with a black blade, four daggers, a pocket artifact that 
was enchanted with spatial magic, and his magic staff. Even the 
glasses that Balzac was always wearing had been taken from him, and 
his shoes were also stripped, leaving him barefoot. Both hands had 
been bound so they couldn’t move, and his mouth had also been 
gagged to prevent him from casting any incantations. 


It was quite a pathetic appearance. 


Upon being led into the room, Balzac’s first action was to bow his 
head to everyone. 


Thanks to the gag between his lips, he couldn’t say anything to greet 
them. 


Still flustered by this surprise, Eugene pointed at Balzac and 
demanded, “What the hell are you up to?” 


Unable to reply, Balzac could only smile wryly. 


After sending the warriors who had led Balzac here back out of the 
room, Ivatar turned to look back at Eugene and hesitantly asked, “... 
Do we need to torture him?” 


Balzac shook his head at this. 


Eugene’s brow furrowed, and he raised a finger. A sharp blade of wind 
tore out the gag between Balzac’s lips. 


“Long time no see,” Balzac said in greeting as soon as his mouth was 
freed. 


Eugene’s brow furrowed once more. For a moment, he considered 
whether he should slice apart the restraints binding Balzac’s hand or if 
he should just aim for Balzac’s throat. 


“Why have you come here?” Lovellian asked after he had recovered 
from his surprise. 


To think that Balzac would suddenly turn himself in. Since Balzac was 


someone whose true intentions were difficult to scry, even this action 
might be part of a scheme leading up to something else. Melkith had 
already made preparations to summon one of her Spirit Kings, and 
Kristina had also grabbed the handle of her flail. 


“The one manipulating the Kochilla Tribe is Edmond Codreth,” Balzac 
confessed. 


That didn’t answer why he was here. Even though Lovellian had been 

prepared to cast a spell that would incinerate Balzac’s body as soon as 

he said something that wasn’t an answer to Lovellian’s question, in the 
end, Lovellian couldn’t cast the spell that he had prepared and was left 
gaping open-mouthed. 


“Edmond has dispatched his elite forces to occupy Samar’s Earth 
Veins, and the goal of this war is to interfere with the flow of mana 
below,” Balzac continued to reveal. 


“Hold on...,” Lovellian tried to pause for thought. 


Balzac hastily continued, “Edmond has already made quite a lot of 
progress towards his goal. Once the spell is complete, Edmond will 
become a Demon King.” 


This news left everyone speechless. Kristina also unconsciously leaped 
to her feet, and Eugene’s eyes darkened coldly. 


A Demon King. 


They had had their suspicions. However, deep down, they had thought 
that it was impossible. Eward was just a special case. The Remnants of 
the Demon Kings lingering within the Demonic Spear and the 
Annihilation Hammer were only able to prepare such a ritual by 
focusing their attentions on whispering into Eward’s ear and 
corrupting him. 


On that day, the Remnants of the Demon Kings that had appeared at 
the Black Lion Castle had been completely annihilated. Even if the 
spell had been leaked by the now-deceased Hector, it should still be 
impossible to become a Demon King by casting that spell unless there 
were still some remaining Remnants of the Demon Kings. 


Eugene expressed his doubts, “That should be impossible.” 


“It would be impossible for someone like myself,” Balzac corrected. “It 
would be impossible even for Amelia Merwin. However, if it’s 
Edmond, then it’s very much possible. Because he possesses the 
Vladmir and is making use of the many advantages that he has 
prepared within this forest.” 


Lovellian composed himself, “For now, Black Tower Master, please 
answer the question. Why have you come here? Why did you 
surrender yourself?” 


“In regards to my surrender, it’s just as you can see. I gave myself up 
in order to cooperate with Sir Eugene and the rest of you,” Balzac 
stopped speaking for a few moments to examine everyone’s 
expressions. “...This might offend you all, but I was personally 
keeping an eye on you as you approached the capital of the Zoran 
Tribe. That was due to the fact that I was keeping an eye on the 
Zorans because of their war with the Kochillas.” 


Balzac had familiars assigned to perform surveillance duties hidden all 
over the Zoran Tribe. He had also witnessed the commotion that had 
occurred earlier at the city walls. 


“Cooperation?” Eugene repeated as he glared into Balzac’s face with 
narrowed eyes. “I don’t think I can trust that offer. After all, how do I 
know that anything you’ve said is the truth?” 


“Tf that’s the case, then how about just listening to me for now? Then 
you can go and check out the truth for yourself once I’m done telling 
you everything. If it’s the Red Tower Master and the White Tower 
Master, they should be able to tell whether I am telling the truth just 
by examining the Earth Veins that have been occupied by the Kochilla 
Tribe,” Balzac counter-offered. 


Eugene frowned, “What reason would you have for betraying 
Edmond?” 


“Hah... Sir Eugene, that accusation is mistaken,” Balzac shook his 
head with a sigh. “Edmond and I aren’t in a relationship close enough 
for there to be any betrayal. After all, I have never been all that 


supportive of Edmond’s goals from the very beginning. In the first 
place, Edmond doesn’t even know I’ve come to this forest.” 


Balzac stopped speaking for a few moments as he was lost in thought. 


He eventually continued, “However, he should have found out by 
now. After coming to this forest, I’ve been making sure to move 
extremely carefully, but I probably exposed my presence when I 
surrendered to the Zoran Tribe.” 


“Are you saying that the Kochillas have eyes within the tribe?” Ivatar 
growled. 


Without showing any signs of shrinking back as Ivatar’s massive frame 
stomped over to his side and glared down at him, Balzac calmly 
replied, “It would be strange if there weren’t any. Please don’t worry 
too much. After this conversation is over, I can reveal all of the eyes 
that Edmond has stationed within your capital.” 


“Tf it’s a problem for you to have been seen by those eyes, you should 
have approached us secretly. So why did you choose to surrender 
yourself publicly?” Eugene questioned. 


“T thought that if I tried to approach you secretly, there would be a 
high probability of getting killed by a blind stroke of Sir Eugene’s 
sword,” Balzac honestly confessed. “Also, I believe that it would be 
much better for me to surrender myself and cooperate with you, Sir 
Eugene, than it would be for me to stay undercover.” 


“Better for who exactly?” Eugene demanded. 


“Of course, it’s for all of us. Once he knows that you are here, Sir 
Eugene, and he finds out that I’ve joined you as well... then even 
Edmond, who’s known for always being cool and composed, will start 
to get nervous. Especially since that guy... ah... despite how I’m 
describing him, we really aren’t that close. It’s just that I don’t really 
have anything else to say, so I was just speaking as I normally do,” 
Balzac quickly excused himself. 


“That’s enough, so why would Edmond become nervous because of 
this?” Eugene prompted. 


“Tt’s because the two of us have both signed a contract with the 
Demon King of Incarceration,” Balzac said in a serious tone. “Edmond 
will be sure that I am up to something. He has to be wary about the 
possibility that the spell he has worked so hard to prepare might be 
usurped by me, so he will try to complete the ritual in a hurry even if 
his preparations don’t quite measure up yet.” 


Eugene frowned, “You say that like it would be a misunderstanding on 
Edmond’s part, but that might just be your true intention.” 


“If that was really the case, then why would I have come here?” 
Balzac pointed out. 


Eugene felt that Balzac was telling the truth. If he truly did intend to 
usurp control of Edmond’s black magic, there would be no reason for 
him to come here. Instead, it would make more sense for him to stay 
hidden the whole time, only revealing himself at the moment that 
Eugene clashed with Edmond, stealing control of the spell for himself. 


“T can swear on my very being and my soul,” Balzac’s voice resonated 
with the heavy tones of a magical oath. “I have no intention of 
becoming a Demon King. I would rather remain as the existence 
known as Balzac Ludbeth, a human being. I long to live as a human 
and die as a human.” 


Eugene fell silent. 


“As to the reason I’ve come here, it’s for the sake of stopping Edmond 
from becoming a Demon King,” Balzac said with a smile as he faced 
Eugene. “And to do that, I intend to help the Hero, Sir Eugene.” 


These didn’t feel like the words that a black wizard should say. 


1. The original Korean text uses an old-fashioned slang term to 
describe someone that’s very large and muscular, the literal 
translation of which is a rice-cake stand. @) 
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With a wary look still in his eyes, Eugene stared at Balzac. 


Although the words that Balzac had said just now didn’t seem like 
something a black wizard should say, Balzac was still ultimately a 
black wizard. There was no way that Eugene could trust a black 
wizard such as Balzac, especially in a situation like this. 


However, Balzac had sworn a magical oath. While you couldn’t say it 
never happened, it was still extremely rare for a wizard to make such 
an oath. This was because from the moment such an oath left their 
lips, strong restrictions would be placed on any actions that they took 
from then on. There was no way that a black Archwizard like Balzac 
wouldn’t be aware of this. 


Nevertheless, Balzac had still spat out such an oath casually and 
without any second thoughts. 


Was he that certain that all his future behavior wouldn’t go against 
this oath? While this might be the case, with how suspicious of Balzac 
he was, Eugene couldn’t help but think that it had to be something 
else. 


For example, the oath was fake. As a black wizard, Balzac might just 
have some secret plan that would allow him to ignore the 
consequences of a magical oath... 


“You look like you don’t believe me,” Balzac said with a wry smile. 


Eugene snorted and replied, “I’ve already said this to you many times, 
but I believe that the only good black wizard in the world is a dead 
black wizard.” 


Balzac cocked an eyebrow, “Could it be that meeting me here like this 


is so unpleasant that you’re abandoning all pleasantries?” 


“What’s the point of being careful with my words when speaking to a 
bastard who might stab me in the back?” Eugene retorted. “I’m only 
being so polite with you because you haven’t stabbed me in the back 
yet. If you had, I’d probably be calling you a son of a bitch.” 


“T would prefer it if you didn’t,” Balzac requested. “I hold great pride 
in myself as a human being.” 


Eugene recalled the conversation that he had had with Balzac in 
Aroth. At that time, Balzac had been curious about the ritual that had 
taken place at the Black Lion Castle, but Eugene hadn’t revealed 
anything about the spell itself. Instead, he had only informed Balzac 
about the purpose of the ritual. 


—Reconstructing the soul and creating a new body... Something like that 
might be regarded as taboo in the field of magic, but it is a research 
direction that has been pursued by many black wizards. 


—It’s not a topic that interests me all that much. Reconstruction of the soul 
eventually leads to transforming your soul into something else, and the 
creation of a new body would also require me to change the vessel I have 
been living in ever since I was born... In other words, wouldn’t that be 
changing the very essence of who I am? I have no interest in that type of 


magic. 


Eugene wasn’t quite ready to say that he had believed Balzac, but at 
the very least, Balzac had seemed sincere at that moment. 


That said, could Eugene really bring himself to trust Balzac 
unconditionally? Should he trust Balzac’s information and keep the 
surrendered Balzac at his side? When he might still betray them at the 
crucial moment? On top of that, in the end, wasn’t the Demon King of 
Incarceration Balzac’s master? 


“What does the Demon King of Incarceration think about this matter?” 


Eugene eventually asked. 


“He doesn’t care at all,” Balzac replied with an expression that read, 
Isn’t it only natural? “This whole incident is being orchestrated by 
Edmond alone. Edmond is the Kochilla Tribe’s greatest protector — 
no, in fact, he’s closer to being the Lord of the Kochillas.” 


“Are you saying that you consider the tribal territories of Samar as 
part of the Devildom of Helmuth?” Ivatar said with an expression of 
disbelief. 


Balzac nodded and continued, “I’m aware that the tribes have shared a 
long history with the Rainforest itself. However, honestly speaking, if 
the countries of the continent had been allowed to exert a stronger 
influence on the Rainforest, the history of the tribes in this Rainforest 
would have been cut short long ago.” 


Reluctantly, Ivatar nodded, “I hate to admit it, but you are correct. 
The powerhouses of the continent have always held ambitions for our 
vast forest. If the Demon King of Helmuth hadn’t spoken out about 
preserving the forest and our freedom, this forest would have already 
been converted into cities hundreds of years ago.” 


Eugene had also heard this story before. At some point in the past, 
Helmuth had begun to support the independence of the Rainforest’s 
tribes. This was in order to prevent the countries of the continent from 
conquering the forest and exploiting its natives. 


The biggest beneficiary of this support had been the Kochilla Tribe, a 
great tribe that lived in the depths of the forest. The savage, cruel, and 
isolationist Kochilla Tribe had grown even larger with Helmuth’s 
support. 


Eugene was silent for a few moments as he recalled something. 


Although he didn’t really want to admit it, it was true that because the 
Demon King of Incarceration had taken such a position that the 
Rainforest hadn’t gone through any drastic changes for the past three 
hundred years. Even though three hundred years had passed, the 
forest still retained its original form, and the natives continued to 
occupy the forest. 


Eugene recalled how Raizakia had managed to tie his existence to the 
land of the Rainforest. If the forest were to disappear, that connection 
would be lost. However, even if that did happen, it wouldn’t mean 
that Raizakia would somehow disappear from the dimensional rift he 
was in. 


But it would mean that Raizakia wouldn’t be able to return to this 
world so easily. Conversely, it would also make it hard for anyone in 
this world to find a way to reach Raizakia. 


‘This is all just speculation for now,’ Eugene reminded himself. 


Because the forest had remained in its untouched state, its connection 
with Raizakia had been maintained. As long as someone found the 
right method, they would be able to reach Raizakia through that 
connection. Eugene looked down at Akasha with narrowed eyes. 


Eugene would be able to find Raizakia relatively easily due to the 
Draconic Spell that Ariartelle had given him. However, even without 
that Draconic Spell, Eugene was sure he would have been able to find 
a way to reach Raizakia somehow. 


After all, hadn’t Sienna already said as much? Sienna had told him 
that once he reached a place that had a connection with the 
dimensional rift, Akasha would show a reaction. 


In other words, as long as the forest had remained intact and the 
condition of getting his hands on Akasha was met, Eugene would have 
been able to find Raizakia somehow. Yet if the forest had no longer 
existed, even if he had gotten his hands on Akasha, Eugene wouldn’t 
have been able to find Raizakia. 


That would mean he couldn’t save Sienna. 


“Just what does the Demon King of Incarceration want?” Eugene 
muttered as he rubbed his stiff cheeks in confusion. 


This wasn’t the first time something so suspiciously helpful had 
occurred to him. Yet the Demon King of Incarceration was a Demon 
King. This was an undeniable fact. Eugene knew all too well what 
kind of terrible things the Demon King of Incarceration had gotten up 


to three hundred years ago. 


The Demon King of Incarceration had slaughtered the dragons 
alongside the Demon King of Destruction, and together with the other 
Demon Kings, he had started the war. Black wizards following the 
orders of the Demon King had overthrown nations, and his armies of 
demonfolks and demonic beasts had flooded the continent. While the 
Demon Kings themselves didn’t move from Helmuth, the power of the 
Demon Kings had steadily eaten away at the continent. 


But what about the current era? 


The Demon King of Incarceration had the opportunity to achieve a 
complete victory in the war. He had defeated all the heroes who had 
come to challenge him and had been on the brink of extinguishing the 
world’s hope. 


Yet he hadn’t done so. Was it really because of the Oath? Had a 
promise whose contents weren’t even publicly known really opened 
up an era of peace? 


The Devildom had simply become just another empire, and the Demon 
King its emperor. 


And that wasn’t all. The Demon King of Incarceration was aware that 
Eugene was Hamel. He also knew that Kristina was Anise. He had 
even seen Molon personally. Yet when meeting with the enemies who 
had come the closest to defeating him in the past, the Demon King 
had shown them kindness instead of hostility. 


“T can’t go so far as to say that I know what my lord, the Demon King, 
desires,” Balzac added. “However, I do know this much. Because of 
the existence of the Demon King of Incarceration, all those countries 
apart from Helmuth... are nothing more than pieces of land that can 
be conquered at any time. In fact, the Demon King of Incarceration 
most likely doesn’t have much interest in protecting the peace of the 
continent. Apart from Helmuth, which he directly rules over, that is.” 


“So you're saying that’s why he’s ignoring this situation?” Eugene 
raised an eyebrow. “Well, for now, let’s assume that what you’re 
saying is the truth, that Edmond really is the black wizard behind this 


scheme, and he wants to become a Demon King. If he were to succeed, 
that would mean that the Demon King of Incarceration would obtain a 
Demon King who was bound to serve him. In the end, Helmuth’s 
strength will grow even—” 


Balzac interrupted to correct Eugene, “There’s a slight difference in 
the situation. If Edmond manages to complete the ritual, his body and 
soul — his entire being, will cease to be Edmond Codreth. A Demon 
King... no, if you look at the scale of the ritual, the value of his 
sacrifices, and the power used to fuel it, he will become a Greater 
Demon King.” 


“.,.S0 the Demon King of Incarceration...,” Eugene trailed off in 
hesitation. 


Balzac shrugged, “Well, who knows...? While I do think your 
suspicions raise a good point, Sir Eugene, I still have to ask, does the 
Demon King of Incarceration really need to do anything? I have a 
hunch that, regarding the Demon King of Incarceration, he just... he 
doesn’t really care whether or not Edmond Codreth succeeds in 
becoming a Demon King.” 


Eugene found it extremely hard to believe those words. Similarly, he 
also found it impossible to trust Balzac. 


Lovellian, aware of Eugene’s suspicion, took a step forward and 
addressed Balzac, “...Black Tower Master, if you really are innocent, 
would you be willing to accept restraints?” 


“If they’re within reason,” Balzac confirmed with a nod. 
Lovellian uttered a short incantation and raised his hand. 
Fwooosh! 


A small dagger formed out of mana manifested above Lovellian’s 
palm. 


“T will implant this dagger into your heart,” Lovellian explained. “You 
won’t feel any discomfort when this magic dagger goes in, but the 
moment you feel any hostility towards us or try to harm us, your heart 


will be ripped to shreds.” 
“How vicious,” Balzac muttered. 


Lovellian continued, “I hope you understand the need to do so. Once 
Edmond’s ritual has failed, the dagger will be pulled out. Though now 
that I think about it, I think that the condition of feeling any hostility 
might be a bit ambiguous. There is a possibility that you could betray 
us without harming us directly and without even feeling the slightest 
trace of hostility. Because of that, let’s add another insurance.” 


The dagger floating above Lovellian’s palm split into two. 


“T will give these twin daggers to Sir Eugene instead of myself,” 
Lovellian explained. “So even if you don’t feel any hostility towards 
us, the moment that Sir Eugene infuses any mana into the dagger, 
your heart—” 


“Go ahead and implant it,” Balzac insisted without showing any signs 
of distress. 


Lovellian also found it difficult to understand how Balzac could show 
such calmness and confidence. 


“T feel like I have never once been able to see through to your true 
intentions,” Lovellian said, shaking his head as he approached Balzac. 


When the magic dagger was embedded in Balzac’s heart, there was no 
blood, let alone any pain. Lovellian then handed the dagger’s twin to 
Eugene. 


“T could tear your heart into pieces right now,” Eugene stated calmly. 


“Tf that’s what you wish, Sir Eugene, then by all means, go ahead,” 
Balzac invited. 


Eugene frowned, “How can you say such a thing?” 


Balzac stated confidently, “Because I know that even if I die here, Sir 
Eugene, you will stop Edmond.” 


“T really don’t know why you have such faith in me,” Eugene sighed. 


Balzac just smiled, “As the Hero, aren’t you the only one who can stop 
Edmond from becoming a Demon King?” 


You could hear the unconditional trust within these words. 


Eugene clicked his tongue and put away the dagger. A blade of wind 
then cut apart the restraints binding Balzac’s limbs. 


“T forgot to ask you an important question,” Eugene suddenly recalled. 
“What is your secret desire?” 


“Although it’s not really a big deal, I hope you can wait until we’ve 
succeeded in our mission. Please allow me to tell you then,” Balzac 
sincerely requested. 


Eugene grumbled, “The fact that you don’t want to tell me right now 
only makes me more curious about what it is.” 


Instead of responding, Balzac just put on his glasses with a wry smile. 


The next day, ahead of the huge advancing army, Eugene’s party left 
the capital of the Zoran Tribe early in the day. They were leaving in 
order to inspect the Zoran Tribe’s northern frontier, which had been 
encroached on by the Kochillas while Ivatar was away from the tribe. 


Balzac was the one to propose this plan. Even though he had sworn an 
oath and had a dagger embedded into his heart, the party still didn’t 
fully trust Balzac. As such, they needed to see the Earth Vein that had 
been encroached on by the Kochillas with their own eyes in order to 
confirm the truth of Edmond’s ritual. 


“As I told you yesterday, they’re taking advantage of the Earth Veins 
that flow throughout this forest. By twisting and redirecting the mana 
flowing through the Earth Veins, Edmond is collecting the souls of 
those who have died in this war as sacrifices. The blood and souls that 
sink into the land are being led to Edmond by the twisted flow of the 


Earth Veins,” Balzac explained on the way there. 


The previous day, Balzac had fully described the contents of the ritual 
to them. 


Balzac continued, “During their conquests, the Kochillas have been 
erecting bone towers made up of human bones. These human bone 
towers are devices that fuel the ritual. However, now that things have 
come to this point, it would be pointless to destroy the human bone 
towers. From the moment the human bone towers were built, the flow 
of the Earth Veins was already twisted.” 


“Tf that’s the case, can’t we just correct the flow by destroying them?” 
Eugene asked. 


“Even if we managed to destroy a few of the devices, that will only 
stop the blood and souls of a few dozen of the deceased from being 
used as sacrifices. Moreover, the Demon King of Incarceration’s dark 
power is being used to fuel this part of the spell, so no matter what we 
do, we cannot reverse the flow of the Earth Veins.” With a glance at 
Eugene, Balzac slowly continued speaking, “Of course, I do have 
access to the same channels as Edmond. If I were to do the same as 
Edmond, as long as I used dozens... no, considering the difference in 
our capabilities, as long as I offered twice as many sacrifices as 
Edmond is offering, then yes, I should be able to shut down the flow.” 


Eugene asked sarcastically, “You’re not saying that because you really 
think I’ll give you permission to do so, are you?” 


“Of course not,” Balzac denied. “I believe there is no way you would 
permit such a thing, Sir Eugene, and I would also prefer not to use live 
sacrifices. Haven’t I said as much to you before? Not all black wizards 
are focused on necromancy and willing to use human sacrifices.” 


However, it was important to note that Balzac had said he could do it. 


For this entire morning, Balzac had searched for the eyes that Edmond 
had hidden within the capital. Balzac had pointed out those 
individuals who had obtained strength or affluence by using their 
souls as collateral, following which, Ivatar had executed them without 
showing even a shadow of a doubt. 


In addition to those, they had also found the familiars hiding on the 
outskirts of the capital. There were no longer any of Edmond’s eyes 
remaining in the capital. 


But that alone wouldn’t have any influence on the outcome of their 
mission. Edmond had already found out that Eugene’s party had come 
to the aid of the Zoran Tribe and that Balzac Ludbeth, his fellow Mage 
of Incarceration, was cooperating with them. 


This meant that Edmond would be left with no choice but to make 
haste. As the Hero, Eugene might still be able to foil his ritual. Or 
perhaps Balzac might try to seize control of the ritual by offering up 
his own sacrifices. 


“To destroy the ritual, we will need to destroy the central location 
where the twisted Earth Veins are sending their flow of mana, but... at 
that site, Edmond, along with Vladmir, will be the one maintaining 
the ritual,” Balzac warned. 


A black wizard who had signed a contract with a Demon King and a 
magic staff that, just like Akasha, had been created using a whole 
Dragonheart. 


“In other words, we won’t be able to disrupt the ritual unless we can 
completely destroy either Edmond or Vladmir, one of the two. Since 
he can no longer afford to continue making slow and steady 
preparations for the ritual, Edmond should also be hurrying to 
complete the ritual,” Balzac surmised. 


“That means we’ll need to confront them head-on,” Eugene grunted. 


“Yes,” Balzac nodded. “Since they’ve already secured enough Earth 
Veins, losing a few won’t hurt them, but what they really need are the 
blood and souls. If we confront them head-on, Edmond should also 
come out to meet us.” 


Edmond no longer had any reason to stay in the background. After 
dispersing the rest of Kochilla Tribe’s grand army to secure the 
remaining Earth Veins, Edmond himself would be able to take part in 
the war. He could appear in person, quickly clear an entire battlefield, 
and obtain some of the necessary blood and souls. 


“What about destroying the Earth Veins first, then advancing on the 
central location?” 


Cyan, who had been silently listening, proposed this suggestion, only 
for Eugene to shake his head and explain. 


“Tf this ritual simply relied on draining the land, that might work, but 
with Edmond now taking action himself, seizing control of the Earth 
Veins is no longer that important. The more that they have secured, 
the better, but if it comes down to it, they can still proceed with the 
ritual without any of that.” 


Cyan complained. “Like I thought, shouldn't we have brought the 
knights from the Lionheart clan with us? In the end, it turned out just 
as we had initially guessed. Hector, that traitorous bastard, was also in 
cahoots with Edmond Codreth. The mess Eward left was leaked, and 
now Edmond is making use of a modified version.” 


Eugene sighed, “Really now. At that time, how could I know that 
things would turn out like this? Also, now that things have gotten to 
this point, can’t you consider how long it would take to go and bring 
back the Knights of the Lionheart clan?” 


Cyan put on a puzzled expression after hearing Eugene’s response. 


He might be saying this and that as an excuse, but in the end, didn’t 
this mean he just didn’t want to get the clan involved? Cyan could 
also understand why Eugene might have that opinion. Cyan himself 
didn’t want to see the sight of someone from their clan shedding their 
blood and collapsing... 


“...-However, the Lionhearts are a martial clan,’ Cyan thought. 


They were a clan of knights. So when the time came for it, none of 
them should hesitate to go to war. If their blood must be shed to do 
what is right, the Lionhearts should be the first to bleed before anyone 
else could. 


That was the sort of chivalry that had been instilled into Cyan by 
Ancilla and Gilead ever since he was a child, and it was also part of 
the Family Commandments that had been passed down from their 


ancestor, the Great Vermouth. 


“...But still...,’? Cyan glanced at Eugene, who was riding on the back of 
a summoned beast. 


This might be stating the obvious, but the spilled blood that Cyan 
didn’t want to see included the blood from his siblings. Whether it was 
Ciel, who wasn’t here with them, or Eugene, who was right next to 
him, he didn’t want to see either of them bleeding out in front of him. 


Instead of the two losing any blood, he would rather it be... 
‘...Hold on,’ Cyan suddenly had a thought. 


He didn’t know about Ciel, but Cyan found it impossible to imagine 
the sight of Eugene losing any blood. 


‘Also, the next Patriarch isn’t Eugene. It’s me,’ Cyan reminded himself. 


If Eugene was the one who had been selected as the next Patriarch, 
Cyan would certainly have been prepared to shed his blood for 
Eugene. 


However, wasn’t Cyan the next Patriarch rather than Eugene? Even 
though he had suggested to Eugene that he become the Patriarch 
several times before now, hadn’t he just been met with refusals that 
were accompanied by acts of violence? 


Cyan thought with some relief, ‘Although I might be willing to shed blood 
for you, as the one who will become the next Patriarch, I can’t allow 
myself to bleed so easily.’ 


In his opinion, this was only natural. 


Without Ivatar there, the trees of the forest weren’t opening a path for 
them, but thanks to Lovellian’s summoned mounts and Melkith calling 
upon the spirits of the land, they were able to travel plenty fast. 


They soon reached the northern frontier of the Zoran Tribe, where the 
battle had taken place. All the corpses had been retrieved right after 
the battle, so there wasn’t any remaining scent of blood. The human 
bone towers, which had been built after the battle was over, had also 
been knocked over by the Zorans in the process of collecting the 
bodies. 


However, just like Balzac had said, it was pointless to collapse the 
human bone towers after they were erected. The blood and souls of 
the retrieved corpses had already sunk into the ground and been sent 
to Edmond by the twisted flow of the Earth Veins. 


“T really hate black magic,” Melkith grumbled. 


Even in this jungle, she was still wearing high heels and tight denim 
jeans that were also fashionably ripped. 


“The ground here doesn’t have any remaining spirits of the land. The 
moment that the Earth Veins were twisted, the spirits all left this 
place. Janos is also feeling extremely enraged by all this,” Melkith said 
as she stroked the ground with a stern expression. 


“So you can’t correct the flow of the Earth Veins, even with a Spirit 
King’s power?” Eugene asked. 


Melkith shook her head, “It’s impossible. Just like Balzac said, the 
Earth Veins have already been irreversibly twisted, with its flow 
leading to an entirely different direction. Do you know what that 
means? Unless we can destroy the ritual, the land here will die.” 


In fact, they could already sense that the trees and grasses here were 
dry enough for there to be a noticeable difference compared to other 
areas of the forest, and the soil here was so parched it was as if there 
had been a drought. 


“Although they’re all currently trying to hold on with the remains of 
their original vitality... it won’t be long before everything here dries 
up. The grass will wither! 1] the leaves will leave, and this forest will 
slowly die... Hold on, the leaves will leave? My amazing sense for 
puns surprises even me,” Melkith declared proudly. 


Eugene tightly gritted his teeth in anger. 
Since when did Melkith become such an airhead? 
Damn it! 


Eugene had suddenly been reminded of a similar conversation he had 
had with Ciel a few years ago. Even thinking about it now, Eugene 
couldn’t help but feel embarrassed and ashamed. He had spouted such 
a pun at that time only because he had felt the urge to say something. 


What was even more embarrassing for Eugene was that the moment 
Melkith had said those words, Eugene actually had the same pun 
running through his head. So when Melkith finally said that pun out 
loud, he had almost burst out laughing unconsciously... 


“The techniques that were used here are no different from what Balzac 
described,” Lovellian, who had been carefully examining the ground, 
reported after he was finished with his inspection. 


Melkith also agreed with his opinion. 
Kristina silently thought, ‘What do you think, Sister?’ 


Anise also shared her conclusions, [There are still traces of black 
magic and dark powers here. Although it’s possible to purify what’s 
here, it would be futile to try and correct the twisting of the Earth 
Veins with divine magic. ] 


Having confirmed these facts personally, they couldn’t help but feel 
their suspicions towards Balzac lessening. 


Eugene started to say, “In that case, let’s head ba—” 


Only for the ground to shake lightly, but the vibrations weren’t strong 
enough to be called an earthquake. Eugene was surprised as he looked 
over to the site where the shaking had begun. 


The soil was rising up and clumping together. In mere moments, a 
pillar of soil the same size as a human body had been created. Before 


the party could even react to this sudden strange phenomenon, the 
pillar of soil split apart. 


From within this newly-opened gap, a pair of glaring eyes met with 
Eugene’s. 


1. The original line is the grass will die, the trees will die, and even 
the forest will slowly die... The line has been adapted because the 
original pun in Korean is actually meant to be in the first past where 
‘the grass will die.’ In Korean, the grass dying is actually an expression 
of being depressed, which matches the situation in a sense. The ‘trees 
will die’ has been changed to ‘the leaves will leave’ so that a pun 
remains in English. = 
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The pair of eyes gazing out from between the gap shifted. After having 
stopped on Eugene for a few seconds, the eyes turned to look at the 
rest of the people there. Then the eyes stopped once more on Kristina. 


Eugene’s instinctive response to this unexpected appearance was to 
think, ‘What the hell is this?’ 


He had only met those eyes for a few moments, but Eugene could still 
feel a chill running down his spine. 


Unconsciously, Eugene took a step forward. Even though that was all 
he had done, the prickling sensation coming from his skin in response 
to that movement was the first sign of the threat lying in front of him. 


He sensed a terrifyingly sinister dark power coming from those eyes. 
So he was sure that this person was involved with black magic, but 
there was something else familiar about it. 


Right at that moment, the pillar of soil that had risen up from the 
ground suddenly shattered apart as something leaped out from inside. 


The explosion threw Eugene off guard for a few moments. No, rather 
than throwing him off guard — Eugene had actually been 
overwhelmed by the pressure, even if it was only for a few seconds. 


Was it due to the figure’s strength? No, it wasn’t anything like that. 
Instead, what had overwhelmed Eugene was the figure’s terrible 
hatred and killing intent. This hatred and killing intent were so 
intense it felt like it wouldn’t stop even after killing everyone in this 
world, and it shot past Eugene before rushing at Kristina. 


Kristina was neither a knight nor a warrior. Having been personally 
instructed by Raphael, she did possess a certain level of combat 


capability, but her role as a cleric meant she was someone who 
assisted the knights and the warriors from the rear. However, the 
truth was, even if she had been an exceptional knight or a warrior, she 
still wouldn’t have been able to react in time to this situation she was 
faced with. 


Struck by a tide of bewilderment and distress, Kristina’s body was 
frozen stiff. 


It wasn’t just Kristina. Even Anise, who also shared her body, was 
astonished and at a loss when she saw the same thing as Kristina. 


The rage and killing intent of the figure were directed at Kristina’s 
neck. Its hand, which was swung like a blade, was about to tear out 
Kristina’s throat, but just then, Eugene barely managed to intervene. 


Clang! 


The collision took place right in front of Kristina. Instead of pulling 
Kristina away in order to protect her, Eugene had hastily pushed her 
backward. 


“Ah ! ”? 


As she staggered backward, Kristina let out a slightly belated scream. 
Had Eugene been even the slightest bit late with his intervention, that 
hand would have torn apart Kristina’s throat. 


Eugene glared at the hand that he had just barely managed to catch. 
The hand he was holding was so cold it didn’t seem human. Eugene 
felt like he was holding onto a block of ice. 


...So that was why the figure had seemed familiar. 


This hand had calluses from the rough work it had been put to. The 
fingers were thick and knotted. And the back of the hand was 
crisscrossed with all kinds of scars. 


“TI had heard that she looked similar,” the owner of the hand said 
without looking at Eugene, who was blocking his way forward. His 


piercing eyes, in a face that had been twisted into a grimace, were 
fixed on Kristina, who was standing behind Eugene with her hands 
clasped over her mouth. “But they look so much alike that I couldn’t 
help throwing myself at her. You’re Kristina Rogeris, aren’t you? 
Could you truly be her?” 


Eugene looked at the twisted grimace on the figure’s face. 


He noted the ferocious eyes, the scar that ran diagonally across the 
face, and another one that cut across the bridge of his nose. There 
were also several other minor scars. Then came those eyes that were 
filled with the man’s murderous intent and hatred, his twisted smile, 
his shaggy bangs, and his hair at the back that had been casually tied 
up into a ponytail because it was too annoying to take care of. 


“But that... would make no sense. No matter how you think about it, 
it shouldn’t be possible. It’s been three hundred years. That’s a whole 
three hundred years, after all. But now, after three hundred years have 
passed, how could you, Kristina Rogeris, the Saint of this era, have 
that face...? Why does your face so resemble Anise, that bitch who 
deserves to be torn to pieces over and over again?” the man said with 
a snark. 


Eugene and Anise were very familiar with this man’s face. Kristina, 
who had seen Anise’s memories, also recognized his face. 


The appearances of Sienna’s former comrades had been recorded in 
Aroth’s Royal Library of Akron, on the top floor, within Sienna’s Hall. 
Mer, who had been stationed there as Sienna’s familiar, and Lovellian, 
Melkith, and Balzac, who were all Tower Masters, also recognized 
who that face belonged to. Even Cyan, who had seen the statue of the 
man now erected at the Lionheart main estate, recognized who this 
man was. 


“Could you actually be Anise?” the Death Knight that had been raised 
from Hamel’s corpse asked with a laugh. 


Having realized who this was, Anise screamed from within Kristina’s 
head, [The Death Knight...!] 


She had heard the story from Eugene some time ago. However, now 


that Anise saw him in person, she couldn’t help but let out such a cry. 
This Death Knight that had been raised from a corpse; three hundred 
years ago, Anise had seen countless such undead. 


The wars of that era had been so terrible because even death could not 
guarantee one’s eternal rest. Many knights and warriors who had lost 
all hope of victory and had feared death had sold their dignity and 
souls to the black wizards and demonfolks. Those with poorer skills 
had become lowly undead once they had died, while those who had 
been publicly renowned as strong individuals became Death Knights 
after they died. 


Death Knights were made by resurrecting a deceased body using black 
magic and tying the soul, which was being called to leave this world, 
back into the body. 


Anise had heard that a Death Knight had been created from Hamel’s 
corpse. However, since Hamel’s soul had already been reincarnated 
and was here in a different body, just who on earth was the soul that 
had been implanted into the body of this Death Knight? 


“',.You...,” Eugene squeezed out as he tried to swallow back his 
nausea. He had already seen a Death Knight that had been made from 
his own corpse a few years back, so it was easier to regain his 
composure this time, “Who the hell are you?” 


The Death Knight Eugene had met at that time had claimed himself to 
be the Stupid Hamel, but it was actually an imperfect imitation that 
had been made after settling on the soul of an unknown lycanthrope. 
Although it had been able to at least partially imitate the muscle 
memories that had been left in Hamel’s body, it had actually been a 
completely different being with none of Hamel’s personality from his 
previous life. 


“Hamel Dynas,” the Death Knight replied. 


It seemed that the Death Knight this time wouldn’t introduce himself 
as the Stupid Hamel. He finally turned his glare away from Kristina to 
stare at Eugene, who was standing in front of him. 


“...That gray hair, those golden eyes, you look like that son of a bitch 


Vermouth,” the Death Knight muttered. “I have to say, it’s quite 
amazing to still see such a sight, even after three hundred years. That 
bastard really did give birth to litters of pups like an actual bitch, but 
how did all of the many brats that he spawned manage to inherit his 
gray hair and golden eyes?” 


Eugene’s nausea deepened. Although he really didn’t want to admit 
this fact, unlike the Death Knight from last time, the Death Knight that 
was in front of him now — he really did manage to imitate Hamel 
extremely well. 


“So then, your name is... Eugene Lionheart, correct? The one who, 
like Vermouth, was acknowledged by the Holy Sword. Although this is 
my first time seeing you, I’ve heard a bit about you from my Master,” 
the Death Knight revealed. 


His Master? 


“[ve heard that you’re pretty strong?” the Death Knight continued. 
“The world has even been calling you the Second Coming of 
Vermouth. Do you know what my first thought was after I came back 
to life like this?” 


Clench. 


The Death Knight’s hand flexed. His hand, which was as hard and as 
cold as a block of ice, began to exert heavy pressure on Eugene’s own 
hand. 


“T decided that I needed to wipe out all the seeds that were left behind 
by that bastard, Vermouth,” the Death Knight hissed. “Then comes 
Molon, who, surprisingly for him, went ahead and founded his own 
kingdom. Ill eradicate that fool’s royal family as well.” 


The increasing pressure began to push Eugene’s hand backward. With 
each sinister curse that the Death Knight spat, the expression on 
Eugene’s face slowly disappeared. 


One by one, with each word that it uttered, the Death Knight’s rage 
and killing intent seemed to continuously grow as it attempted to 
swallow Eugene. 


“What’s slightly unfortunate is that Anise and Sienna didn’t give birth 
to any brats,” the Death Knight sighed. “I didn’t know about Anise, 
but I thought for sure that Sienna would leave something behind.” 


Eugene wasn’t consumed by the pressure; even in the face of the 
Death Knight’s rage and killing intent, he managed to persist. By now, 
his face didn’t have any trace of emotion or the slightest expression 
left on it. 


The Death Knight suddenly recalled something, “Come to think of it, 
I’ve heard that you’re Sienna’s heir, right? Would you happen to know 
something about her? Sienna, that yappy bitch, secretly took 
advantage of me EH 


“Hey,” Eugene’s lips finally parted. 


The hand that was blocking the Death Knight’s own was no longer 
getting pushed back. As all emotion seemed to disappear from them, 
an eerie light began to shine in Eugene’s eyes. 


“Don’t you dare say another word,” Eugene hissed. 


Eugene didn’t spout any curses back at the Death Knight. He felt like 

his breath was getting caught in his chest, and it was painful to even 

try and say anything. It felt like a knife had been lodged in his throat. 
His head was burning as if it had been dipped in hellfire, and a high- 

pitched squeal was ringing in his ears. 


As for his chest and heart — Eugene refused to give it any more 
thought. Letting out a gasp of air, Eugene lowered the hand he had 
raised up in a block in front of him. 


Claaaang! 


The moment Eugene lowered his hand, his other fist was sent flying 
forward. The Death Knight reacted immediately and blocked Eugene’s 
fist with his own hands, but his whole body was still blown backward 
by the blow. 


Eugene’s outstretched fist tingled. While shaking his wrist lightly, 
Eugene marched forwards. 


But Eugene wasn’t the only one who was furious after hearing what 
the Death Knight had to say. 


Kristina grabbed onto her rosary as she cried out, “Sir Eugene!” 


At some point, Lovellian, who had been forced to listen to such insults 
being leveled against his Grandmaster, had also pulled out his staff 
and was holding it in his hands. Melkith and Balzac were also 
finishing up their own preparations to attack the Death Knight, and 
even Cyan had drawn his sword. 


“Please stay out of this,” Eugene snarled out without even turning 
back to look at them. 


Eugene didn’t want to try and understand what the Death Knight 
meant by those words he had just said, nor did he have any intention 
of replying to them. This fight — no, executing this son of a bitch — 
was something that Eugene needed to do on his own. After all, that 
body had once belonged to Eugene in the past. 


He didn’t know whose soul now dwelled in his corpse that had been 
raised as a Death Knight, but that guy — he was actually talking about 
himself as if he were Hamel. Yet although he was referring to himself 
as Hamel, he was saying things that the real Hamel would never say. 


But why? Looking at its personality, the Death Knight’s persona 
seemed to be a projection of the body’s memories, so why was it 
saying such things? 


Eugene didn’t bother to ask any questions. His own rage and killing 
intent were stronger than any desire to look into these questions. 
Eugene was no longer expressionless or emotionless. His eyes had lit 
up like those of a mad beast, and indiscriminate killing intent was 
surging forth from his body. 


“Hoh,” the Death Knight, who had been pushed back quite a distance, 
muttered in surprise as he shook his hand. 


Even though he hadn’t had much room for acceleration, Eugene’s fist 
had been quite heavy. And now look at what Eugene was doing. Could 
a child born in a peaceful era like this truly be as vicious as Eugene 


currently seemed? 


“You’re nothing like the rest of the brats born these days,” the Death 
Knight said with a chuckle as he clenched and unclenched his fist. 


‘Since the Lionhearts and the Tower Masters from Aroth have interfered, 
please intercept them.’ 


That had been the request the Death Knight received from Edmond. 
The capital of the Kochilla Tribe, which was where the Death Knight 
and Edmond had been located at that time, was far from here, but as 
this was a site where the Earth Veins had been twisted, the Kochillas 
had kept a record of these coordinates. As long as he had the 
coordinates, Edmond was able to send the Death Knight here, as it 
could be considered a type of undead summons. 


The Death Knight, who was burning with an artificially induced 
hatred and desire for vengeance, hadn’t refused Edmond’s request. As 
he believed that he himself was Hamel, the Death Knight held a desire 
to get his revenge on all those who had betrayed him. 


And that included Vermouth’s descendants, the Lionheart clan. Their 
presence here alone would have been enough to arouse the Death 
Knight’s thirst for blood, but then he had seen the Saint of this era, 
who closely resembled that disgusting serpent Anise. 


The Death Knight licked his lower lip as he grabbed the hilt of the 
sword at his waist. 


This brat from the Lionheart clan... might have only recently become 
an adult, but he was already being called the Second Coming of 
Vermouth. 


The Death Knight could still clearly recall the memories from when he 
was alive. Although Vermouth had also just come of age when the two 
of them had first met, the hero had already possessed such strength 
that it was hard to believe his apparent age. 


The Death Knight hated Vermouth for having betrayed him and 
stabbed him through the back with his sword. However, that aside, he 
still couldn’t help but recognize Vermouth’s strength. 


So, for this Eugene Lionheart, the Death Knight wanted to check for 
himself whether this guy deserved to be called the Second Coming of 
Vermouth. And he also desired to take the life of the person who was 
being showered with such praise with his own hands. 


The Death Knight drew his sword. 


When Eugene had told the others not to interfere, the emotions that 
were contained in those words were so bloodthirsty and dire that 
everyone remained standing where they were, staring at Eugene’s 
back. Of course, none of them allowed themselves to relax completely. 
Everyone was ready to provide Eugene with support in case of an 
emergency. 


Eugene didn’t look back. He kept to a walk rather than a run. As he 
slowly approached the Death Knight, Eugene also slipped a hand into 
his cloak. Eugene’s fingertips brushed over the handles of the 
countless weapons within. 


They skimmed over the Demon Spear Luentos. They slid over the 
Annihilation Hammer Jigollath. They brushed over the Devouring 
Sword Azphel, the Thunderbolt Pernoa, and the Dragon Spear 
Kharbos. 


Eugene’s hand hovered over the Holy Sword Altair for a few moments, 
but eventually, it was drawn to another weapon. As Eugene’s 
fingertips were about to wrap around the hilt of the Moonlight Sword, 
right at that moment, Wynnyd moved of its own volition and shoved 
itself into Eugene’s hand. 


[Hamel...!] A cry rang out inside Eugene’s head. 


In the face of Tempest’s expression of his pure and heartfelt rage, 
Eugene’s lips arced into a smile. 


“Fine then,” Eugene agreed. 


His fingers wrapped around Wynnyd’s hilt. The moment its silverish 
blue blade was drawn from his cloak, the gust of wind summoned by 
the sword of its own volition sent Eugene’s hair and the hem of his 
cloak fluttering. 


Eugene quietly muttered, “If it’s you, then you should have a pretty 
good idea of what I’m feeling right now.” 


A huge gust of wind proceeded to wash over Eugene’s back. Through 
this violent storm, Tempest was letting out his own roar of rage. 
Eugene lifted Wynnyd high and glared at the Death Knight. 


“Wynnyd...! Tempest, you’re also on the list of people I want to kill!” 
the Death Knight let out his own roar as he returned Eugene’s grin. 


Screeeech! 


As the Death Knight’s sword was drawn from its scabbard, black 
flames wrapped around the blade. As this flame-like aura around the 
sword proceeded to swell up to a huge size, it was dark power, not 
mana, that fueled this growth. While continuing to expand his 
ominous and dark-colored sword-force, the Death Knight charged at 
Eugene. 


Purple flames engulfed Eugene’s body. The sparks that flew out from 
him looked like a lion’s mane. 


Claaang! 


Dark power collided against these flames. A storm of wind swept 
forward over Eugene’s back. The Death Knight swung his sword at this 
storm that he shouldn’t even be able to cut, and the chopping slash 
tore straight through the storm of wind. 


[Hamel!] Tempest shouted. [This thing doesn’t have the soul of a 
human! It’s just a monster made by mixing together the souls of 
demonic beasts! ] 


“That sounds about right,” Eugene muttered to himself from within 
the torn-apart storm. 


Eugene was convinced of Tempest’s words by the swordplay that the 
Death Knight had displayed just now. The Death Knight that had been 
created using a lycanthrope’s soul hadn’t been able to reproduce 
Hamel’s swordsmanship. However, the current Death Knight was able 
to perfectly reproduce his swordsmanship. 


Among the countless varieties of demonic beasts, the Doppelgangers 
were the only ones that could perfectly reproduce their opponent’s 
movements. However, in the end, their copying skills were just at the 
level of imitating what could be seen. They weren’t able to copy what 
lay below the surface. Yet this Death Knight was even able to perfectly 
recreate his Asura Rampage. 


‘It seems they managed to perfectly reproduce the memories left within my 
corpse by amplifying a doppelganger’s mimicry. ’ 


But who was the one who had made this version of Death Knight? 
Was it Amelia Merwin? Had that fucking bitch left her desert and 
come to this Rainforest? 


The Death Knight had said something about his Master. So he was 
probably talking about Amelia... But after having completely 
reproduced his memories, had this Death Knight really decided to take 
a black wizard as their master? 


“This son of a bitch dares,” Eugen growled as he spun Wynnyd in his 
hand. 


Bammmm! 


Eugene blocked the sword-force that had slashed at his body. Then, 
without being pushed back, Eugene drove his sword forward instead. 


The instant their two slashes collided, Eugene’s sword wove around 
the Death Knight’s blade and slipped past. While appearing to follow 
the flow of force, Wynnyd was thrust into an opening. 


Yet the Death Knight also refused to be pushed back. While parrying 
each probing slash that came at him, he carefully watched Eugene’s 
movements. 


He noticed that the position of Eugene’s feet was constantly changing. 
It seemed that his opponent was also good at shifting his weight. 
Being able to fire off a slash from a posture where you usually 
wouldn’t be able to swing a sword allowed Eugene to create numerous 
opportunities to attack. 


‘What’s with this bastard?’ the Death Knight thought with a twitch of 
his brow. 


He admitted that Eugene deserved to be called the Second Coming of 
Vermouth. However... he could feel a strong sense of incongruity 
coming from Eugene’s sword techniques. They weren’t just at the level 
of being excellent. They seemed to have already reached perfection. A 
perfection that was even comparable to the Death Knight’s own skills, 
which he had inherited from Hamel. 


‘But how?’ 


He had heard all about the Lionheart clan from the traitor of their 
family, Hector Lionheart. He had been told that among the Knights of 
the Black Lion, the knightly order that Vermouth had created, there 
was someone who had inherited Hamel’s secret techniques. 


Eugene Lionheart had also managed to discover Hamel’s grave and 
claimed to have inherited Hamel’s secret techniques from there. 


But that only made the Death Knight want to kill Eugene even more. 
How dare the detestable Vermouth steal what he himself had failed to 
leave behind and even dare to teach it to his descendants. 


‘No matter what the case may be... to think that he can actually use my 
skills at this level? Without even having learned from me personally... No, 
could it just be because Vermouth managed to pass them down well?’ 


Even though the Death Knight had already guessed the plausible 
reason for Eugene’s swordsmanship, the sense of incongruity refused 
to disappear. Eugene’s swordsmanship wasn’t just at the level of 
having accepted his inheritance. It was like looking into a mirror. 


‘A mirror?’ 


Such a thought only made the Death Knight’s hatred grow even 
stronger. 


To think that Eugene would still dare to imitate someone when 
standing right in front of them. Even though the Death Knight had 
already gone so far as to admit that he was Hamel. For Eugene to still 


insist on using Hamel’s swordsmanship even with that— 
Grrrrk. 


“There should be a limit as to how much you can insult someone,” the 
Death Knight spat out through gritted teeth, a twisted scowl on his 
face. 


‘Let’s just see if he can continue copying me,’ the Death Knight thought. 


The Death Knight’s sword shook. His overflowing dark power began to 
condense and cling to his sword. 


Hamel’s swordsmanship didn’t possess a clear form. While there was a 
guiding flow to it, in order to use his sword style, you needed to know 
how to make alterations when needed. 


The Death Knight was currently making just such a change to his 
swordplay. The sword in his hand had become a killing sword 
designed solely for the sake of executing Eugene. 


All of his power was being condensed into a single slash. Just as 
Eugene had borrowed the strength of the storm, the Death Knight was 
amplifying the strength of his slash with his own dark power. Yet if it 
was simply dark power alone, his efforts might just add up to a 
forceful push, but the Death Knight wasn’t using just any ordinary 
dark power. 


The Death Knight was making use of the dark power that reinforced 
his own dead body. By concentrating that dark power into one place, 
the Death Knight could generate an explosive force. 


Crackle. 


Lightning began to mix in with the flames surrounding Eugene. The 
moment the Death Knight’s concentrated slash was about to be 
released at Eugene, Eugene’s sword, which was accelerated by the 
lightning, pierced through the center of the Dark Knight’s slash. 


“’,.What on earth?” the Death Knight gasped. 


He had had no choice but to retreat. If the Death Knight had insisted 
on taking the blow, one side of his chest would have been pierced 
through. 


As a raised corpse, his body wouldn’t die even if his chest was pierced, 
but the Death Knight, having retained all the memories from his 
previous life, couldn’t allow himself to be pierced by that sword. He 
had no intention of allowing himself to be injured by Vermouth’s 
descendants. 


The Death Knight felt forced to ask, “Are you truly a descendant of 
Vermouth?” 


Eugene’s sword and how he had perfectly grasped where the Death 
Knight was swinging his sword, what he was aiming at, and how he 
intended to attack — the Death Knight couldn’t understand how 
Eugene could know all these, so he couldn’t help but ask. 


Eugene didn’t respond to the question. 


Instead, his sword and the storm danced together once more. 


1. Just in case this doesn’t seem clear, the fake Hamel is referring to 
the false confession in the fairy tale. = 
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Balzac Ludbeth (4) 


Whenever the Death Knight tried to swing his sword, it felt like 
something kept getting tangled up in his movements. As a result, he 
wasn’t able to wield his sword the way he wanted to. 


It was as if this kid, Vermouth’s descendant, was reading his mind and 
preemptively blocking the trajectory of his sword. 


‘He must be good at prediction,’ the Death Knight guessed. ‘Just how... 
far ahead is he looking?’ 


This couldn’t be just an innate sense he had been born with. Instead, 
Eugene’s prediction was based on experience that had been 
accumulated and tested over time. 


The Death Knight had never expected that, in this era of peace, there 
would be someone as adept at fighting as he himself was. He had 
heard from his Master that barely any wars had been fought during 
these past three hundred years. 


‘This isn’t good,’ the Death Knight assessed soberly. 


It wouldn’t matter if the only opponent he had to deal with was just 
Eugene Lionheart, but there were still the three Tower Masters of 
Aroth standing behind him. The Saint of this current era, who so 
closely resembled Anise, wasn’t an existence that could be ignored 
either. 


The Death Knight carefully considered his options, ‘If I use Ignition... 
will I be able to kill them all?’ 


His corpse, which had been made into a Death Knight, no longer 
possessed a beating heart. However, there was still a Core in his chest. 
Although this Core was composed of dark power instead of mana, it 


was still possible to amplify his own strength by deliberately 
overclocking his Core. 


If he used Ignition, he would be able to generate so much dark power 
that even an undead body like his wouldn’t be able to withstand it. So 
he would still have to deal with the recoil. However, it wouldn’t just 
be the kind of recoil that would leave him unable to move his body 
after using Ignition like it had been while he was alive, nor would it 
reduce his lifespan. Instead, the more dark power he explosively 
generated, the more this undead body of his would deteriorate. 


“Tch,” the Death Knight clicked his tongue and furrowed his brow. 


The sword he was using to combat Tempest’s windstorm was 
crumbling right before him. The Death Knight threw away the sword 
that was no longer usable and covered his hands with dark power. He 
then condensed this dark power between his palms to create a black 
ball of explosive force. 


Boooom! 


The explosion managed to briefly blow away the windstorm. In that 
short opening, the Death Knight’s right hand had been covered by his 
sword-force. 


Unlike Eugene, the Death Knight didn’t have any friends to guard his 
back. Things were different from his previous life. He didn’t have any 
comrades who could fight at his side, shield him from the front, 
support him from behind, or take care of his wounds. 


Yet he didn’t feel disappointed by this realization. On the contrary, 
this undead body of his, which had been revived after already dying 
once, was capable of performing much bolder feats than what he 
could have dared to attempt while he was still alive. 


The Death Knight first protected his whole body with a shield of dark 
power, then plunged straight through the slash now flying at him. He 
might have been able to block the windstorm with the previous 
explosion, but that hadn’t done anything to block Eugene’s sword. 
Purple flames danced along with the movement of Eugene’s hands, 
tracing the trajectory of his slash in a fiery blaze. 


Rooooar! 


The armor of dark power covering the Death Knight was shredded by 
the flames. A line was also drawn across its undead body. 


At that moment, the Death Knight’s hand disappeared as a blade of 
dark power struck Eugene from outside his field of view. 


Eugene wasn’t surprised by this. Attacking from outside the 
opponent’s field of view while sticking close to the body was a tricky 
technique that Eugene had made good use of during his previous life. 


So Wynnyd easily blocked the blade that was flying out of his blind 
spot. At the same time, his other hand reached out in a different 
direction. 


“Tsk,” the Death Knight clicked his tongue in disappointment as he 
stepped backward. 


Eugene’s other hand had caught the dagger that the Death Knight had 
thrown when he thought that Eugene was distracted. The target of the 
dagger had been Kristina. The Death Knight had wanted to take the 
chance to kill the owner of that disgusting appearance. 


“This bastard, you really are seeing right through me,” the Death 
Knight complained. 


Since his attacks kept getting blocked before they could reach their 
target, the Death Knight couldn’t help but feel annoyed. Was it 
because his body was still a bit stiff? After all, he had just opened his 
eyes after three hundred years of lying dead, and it had been a long 
time since he had experienced a battle of this level. The difference in 
the quality of their weapons couldn’t be denied either. 


‘If he wasn’t a Lionheart, I might have even praised him with a pat on the 
head,’ the Death Knight thought regretfully. 


To be honest, this fight left him with very complicated feelings. 


The Death Knight had left no heirs during his lifetime. He had never 


taught anyone how to use the sword. Even though he had died before 
he could pass them down personally, after three hundred years had 
passed, he had still managed to meet a successor to his techniques. 


The problem was that his successor... was Vermouth’s descendant, 
and the things that had been passed down to this kid were the skills 
that Vermouth had stolen without his permission. 


Because of how Vermouth had betrayed his trust when he was alive, 
this whole situation caused the Death Knight to feel even more furious 
and enraged. These emotions led his steps, which had been drifting 
backward, to advance once more. 


The Death Knight felt regret that he had only brought one blade to 
this battle. If this were the battlefield, he would have been able to find 
usable weapons from his surroundings, but all that was present here 
were dirt, gravel, and trees. 


The fortunate thing was that this body, which had been revived as an 
undead, was extremely tough. The Death Knight spread both his hands 
in a loose stance and lowered his body. 


There was no sound from the Death Knight’s feet when he started 
charging forward. His fully lowered stance seemed to slide across the 
ground effortlessly. Then his loosely spread hands swung forward like 
whips. 


Eugene hadn’t moved a step. He was standing in the same spot as 
before, with Wynnyd being the only thing showing slight movement 
as it rose in defense. 


The Death Knight didn’t choose to clash with Eugene directly. The 
moment he reached the defense Eugene had erected with Wynnyd, the 
Death Knight twisted his body to the side. His swinging hands avoided 
the blade and struck at Eugene’s neck. 


Even now, Eugene still didn’t move. Instead, the ground that the 
Death Knight was stepping on began to churn. 


In mere moments, the distance between them abruptly expanded. Yet 
instead of pulling back his swinging arms, the Death Knight spun his 


entire body around. During this spin, his nails, which had been 
lengthened with dark power, swiped at Eugene. 


In response to this attack, Eugene finally took a step forward, even 
though the distance between them wasn’t all that large in the first 
place. Yet this current arm’s length between them wasn’t a gap that 
either Eugene or the Death Knight were uncomfortable with fighting 
in. 


Cyan watched the battle between Eugene and the Death Knight with 
an expression of undisguisable astonishment. 


Both kept firing off attacks without showing any signs of retreating. 
Without being able to touch each other, the two of them launched 
continuous waves of assaults. There was no way to tell just how many 
moves either of them were predicting in advance. The moment that 
one of them was forced to be distracted by an attack coming at them 
would be when the other seized the flow of battle. Both Eugene and 
the Death Knight kept pressing forth with their attacks to seize an 
advantageous flow in their battle. 


Before too long, the gap between them began to emerge. 


Eugene’s sword was lighter than the Death Knight’s fists. As a result, 
he was ever so slightly faster than the Death Knight. 


So, at some point, the flow of the battle began leaning towards 
Eugene. 


There was no way that the Death Knight wouldn’t be able to sense this 
happening, but his head was throbbing in frustration. The battle 
techniques he recalled weren’t working as well as he expected. 


‘It feels like my body isn’t moving as well as it should,’ the Death Knight 
thought in distress. 


But that had to be an illusion. His body, which had been raised as an 
undead, was actually moving better than it had when he was alive. 
After all, that body had been damaged by the frequent battles and 
extreme overuse of Ignition to the point of self-abuse. 


His body may have once disintegrated, but it had been restored out of 
nothing through the authority of the Demon King of Incarceration. 
Although it had been perfectly restored in its final damaged state, 
Amelia Merwin had remodeled the broken body to have higher 
specifications than Hamel had once had in his prime. 


“...My head...,’ the Death Knight thought with a wince. 


Could it be because of an incompatibility between his body and soul? 
No, that couldn’t be it. Edmond himself had lent his own expertise to 
fine-tuning the Death Knight. While his existence as a whole might not 
be natural, that didn’t mean that the rate of compatibility between the 
body and the soul was low. 


But if they fought in the exact same way, there was no way that the 
Death Knight, who was relying on memories from three hundred years 
ago, could win against Eugene. 


After all, Eugene was all too aware of how the Death Knight would 
move and how he would launch his attacks. Yet, at the same time, 
Eugene no longer thought and fought the same way he had three 
hundred years ago. 


It had been twenty-one years since he had been reincarnated as 
Eugene Lionheart. He had first set his sights on reaching the heights of 
his previous life, which had seemed far into the distance at that time. 
Now, those heights were no longer so high nor so distant. So the 
movements of the Death Knight couldn’t escape Eugene’s eyes. 


It was only the Death Knight himself who refused to admit to this fact. 


His head kept throbbing in pain as he tried to think of a way to win, 
but the memories being drawn from his body were already flowing 
into its head all too perfectly. There was no way to improve his 
absorption of Hamel’s skills. Rather than that, the memories 
associated with those skills were practically forcing themselves onto 
him. 


So there was no shortage of techniques at his disposal. As for his 
former strength and speed from when he was alive? That was just a 
matter of replacing his usage of mana with dark power. 


In the end, this still meant that he was lacking something decisive 
needed to win this battle, and whenever it came down to situations 
like this, “Hamel” would always... 


The Death Knight’s right hand, which had just been blown back from 
a parried strike, twisted back downwards. The bent fingers of the 
Death Knight’s hand headed straight for his chest. 


He had to use Ignition. If he was the slightest bit careless, his undead 
body would break down, but things such as the recoil seemed 
insignificant for the Death Knight at this moment. 


The Death Knight was filled with hatred for the Lionheart name. 
Eugene’s fiery mane reminded him strongly of Vermouth, and he also 
claimed to be Sienna’s successor. Then there was the Saint who looked 
exactly like Anise. The Death Knight didn’t want to admit to their 
strength. Instead, he wanted to squash them in a head-on conflict. 
Only by killing all of them would he be able to resolve this suffocating 
and terrible hatred in his heart. 


His dead fingers dug into his unbeating chest. The Death Knight’s own 
rage was injected into the dark power of the Core that lay there. 


Eugene naturally recognized what this gesture signified. He just never 
thought that the Death Knight would still be able to use Ignition with 
its undead body. If Eugene had his way, he wanted to defeat the Death 
Knight while using the same technique of Ignition. But it seemed like 
there wasn’t any need for that. 


Fwooosh! 
Purple flames began to gather behind Eugene’s back. 
Cracracrack! 


Then came the sound of something shattering. Kristina, who was 
standing behind Eugene, covered her mouth with one hand, but she 
couldn’t seal it off completely, and blood soon flowed out from 
between her fingers. 


Melkith turned to look at Kristina in alarm. Lovellian immediately 


made a gesture with his hands and started casting a spell. Balzac also 
flattened his body and placed one palm on the ground. 


But it was useless. They couldn’t do anything to stop the intrusion of 
Edmond, who was drawing on the mana from the Earth Veins, 
Vladimir, and even the dark power granted to him by the Demon 
King. Through sheer force, Edmond broke through the barrier of 
divine power that had been erected around this location, and he also 
immediately tore through the barrier spell that Lovellian had just cast. 


‘Balzac Ludbeth,’ Edmond thought with a twitch of his brow. 


To think that his fellow Black Mage would actually interfere in his 
plans like this. Balzac’s clever penetration of his own defenses was 
more irritating than the solid barrier of divine power he had just 
destroyed. 


However, it seemed that he wasn’t too late. 


“...What is this?” the Death Knight spat out as it suddenly fell from 
mid-air. 


Tearing his eyes away from his hand that had been set on fire by his 
own enflamed dark power, the Death Knight looked around at his new 
surroundings. 


Whether it was the descendants of Vermouth, the Saintess who so 
resembled Anise or the Archwizards who followed Sienna’s tradition, 
none of them could be seen. He had been on the battlefield just 
moments ago — but in an instant, he had returned to the capital of 
the Kochilla Tribe. 


“That wasn’t something you could overcome with force,” Edmond 
lectured. 


When Eugene had just been about to cast his Signature and the Death 
Knight was on the verge of activating Ignition, Edmond had used the 
summoning spell he had obtained from Amelia to pull the Death 
Knight back here. 


“But doesn't that just give you a little more motivation to grow 


stronger?” Edmond said as he turned to face the Death Knight, his 
furrowed brow relaxing. 


He had been surprised to see a Saint whose magic was lethal to the 
undead. There had also been Three Tower Masters from Aroth. 


Then there was Eugene Lionheart. He had known that Eugene was 
strong, but... to think that it was to such an extent. Edmond clicked 
his tongue and shook his head. 


Claaaang! 


The attack that came flying at him was blocked by Edmond’s 
defensive spells. As he gazed through the hazy barrier, Edmond 
narrowed his eyes. 


“Motivation?” the Death Knight growled, his expression twisted into a 
demonic grimace. As his body shook with rage, the Death Knight spat 
out, “So what? Are you saying you sent me there to motivate me?” 


“Tt wasn’t just that,” Edmond replied. “If at all possible, I hoped that 
you would be able to kill everyone there. But, regretfully, it seems 
that was impossible.” 


“Impossible? Don’t spout such bullshit. If you hadn’t summoned me, I 
would have been able to kill them all!” the Death Knight insisted. 


“Would that really have been the case?” Edmond questioned in a calm 
voice. 


The Death Knight immediately opened its mouth to give a response, 
but, unsure of what to say, he remained silent. Instead, the Death 
Knight eventually restrained his current surge of rage and closed his 
mouth. 


“.... can’t say that for sure,” the Death Knight admitted once he had 
finished calming his raging emotions. 


When it came to combat, the Death Knight knew that one needed to 
be rational. He shouldn’t allow his emotions to take precedence. Even 


though this was already something that he should know all too well... 
this time, he hadn’t been able to put it into practice. 


After considering the matter, he felt that it couldn’t be helped. Eugene 
Lionheart was Vermouth’s descendant, a successor to Hamel and 
Sienna’s legacy, and the Hero. 


While chewing on that list of eye-catching titles running through his 
mind, the Death Knight shook his head. 


“Tf I had kept on fighting, I might have been able to kill a few of them. 
However, killing them all would have been impossible,” the Death 
Knight conceded. 


“That wasn’t a situation wherein I felt I could afford to lose you.” 
Edmond continued speaking, “After all, you don’t want to be defeated 
without getting your revenge on all those who wronged you, do you? 
It’s just that the battlefield this time wasn’t advantageous for you. 
Now, your motivation has been strengthened, and I’ve also confirmed 
who our opponents are... Next time, I will also be able to provide you 
with my assistance.” 


The Death Knight just listened silently. 
“How do you feel now?” Edmond asked. 


The Death Knight was no longer planning to attack Edmond. He stood 
there, completely still, while reliving the battle that had just taken 
place. 


“Ts the current me truly in the right condition?” the Death Knight 
asked. “I know that my body is healthier than it was before. 
Probably... if it’s with my current undead body, I’d likely be able to 
keep up in a slugfest with that fool, Molon. However, I still couldn’t 
manage to gain the slightest advantage over that brat.” 


“Hm...” Instead of replying immediately, Edmond was lost in thought 
for a few moments. 


He knew the reason why the Death Knight felt that way. 


The Death Knight firmly believed that he was Hamel. He didn’t have 
the slightest hesitation or doubt about calling himself Hamel. 
However, even with that, this didn’t mean that the Death Knight was 
the true Stupid Hamel. 


He was just a doppelganger who was perfectly mimicking Hamel after 
being implanted with Hamel’s memories from when he was alive. 


Amelia Merwin believed that once the doppelganger could fully adjust 
to these memories, it would be able to recreate everything about 
Hamel, including his personality. To do so, the doppelganger needed 
to go beyond simply relying on those memories and instead needed to 
digest them. Amelia predicted that only then would an independent 
sense of self be born, and a new soul would come to dwell within the 
Death Knight’s body. 


Amelia had loaned the Death Knight to Edmond, partly because she 
expected a favor in return later... but also because she hoped that 
experiencing the battlefield might allow the Death Knight to go 
beyond being a simple mass of memories and sublimate a true self. 


‘But such a possibility... while there might still be some hope for it, it 
doesn’t seem too likely. I’m skeptical as to whether it can truly go beyond 
the limited nature of its existence,’ Edmond thought doubtfully. 


Unlike Amelia, Edmond didn’t really trust such uncertain possibilities. 
The only thing Edmond believed in was the things he had perfectly 
designed. From that perspective, the Death Knight had plenty of room 
for growth. 


However, truthfully speaking, Edmond was skeptical about whether a 
doppelganger, who was just a mass of copied memories, could truly be 
reborn as a higher class of being like Amelia hoped it would. 


Of course, it was impossible for him to confess such thoughts to the 
Death Knight. Once Edmond had finished his contemplations, he 
spoke up. 


“Tt seems that you are being overly influenced by your memories from 
your past life.” He decided to give the Death Knight a bit of 
encouragement while keeping his words moderate, “It’s something 


that cannot be helped. You were once a human and died as one three 
hundred years ago. Now you have returned to life, but you were not 
resurrected as a human being.” 


The Death Knight silently processed this. 


Edmond reassured him, “Since you have been dead for hundreds of 
years, your soul and memories may be incomplete. However, there’s 
no need to be too concerned about it. To my best knowledge, Amelia 
Merwin, the one who resurrected you, stands at the peak of all 
necromancers. She is also an existence incomparable to the 
necromancers you may have encountered three hundred years ago.” 


“Your words leave me with a complicated feeling,” the Death Knight 
complained. 


Edmond laughed, “Haha... Your instinctive disgust towards black 
magic may also be contributing to your current discomfort. You asked 
if you were in the right condition. Well, if I had to be honest, you’re 
not.” 


The Death Knight glared at Edmond without responding to his 
revelation. 


Without averting his gaze, Edmond smiled and continued, “You could 
describe it as a characteristic that all ancient undead experience. They 
are repulsed by their current form of existence and become obsessed 
with the memories left from their former lives... Ah, but that said, 
that doesn’t mean you need to give up on all of your past attachments. 
Because for the undead, their obsessions can be said to be the 
foundation of their very existence.” 


The more Edmond talked, the calmer the Death Knight’s expression 
grew. 


“However, you should focus on the motions instead of your 
memories,” Edmond advised. “Instead of relying on the countless 
battles you went through during your life, you might find the answer 
to your current distress by coming up with new ideas.” 


“Hmm,” the Death Knight slowly nodded his head. “That’s certainly 


true. Perhaps it’s because I’ve been revived after dying once that my 
head doesn’t seem to be working too well. Now that I think about it... 
I... I was fighting the way that I always did during my previous life. 
My past experiences... take over... whenever it comes to fighting for 
my life. However, the battles I face now are different. I can’t allow 
myself to be swayed by my memories.” 


It seemed that the Death Knight’s pounding head was gradually 
clearing up. 


“T should have been thinking... about how I should fight... instead of 
letting habit take over. The fact that none of my tricks worked on 
Eugene Lionheart... means that he must know me all too well. So my 
defeat is because I couldn’t go beyond his expectations...,” the Death 
Knight continued to mutter as he turned around. 


In the end, wouldn’t that also just be acting according to the habits 
from his past? That was what Edmond thought as he looked at the 
Death Knight’s receding back. 


But it was clear that his conflict with Eugene Lionheart, who was 
much stronger than either of them had suspected, had managed to 
motivate the Death Knight. Although the Death Knight couldn’t gain 
the upper hand on Eugene in this battle... if the Death Knight had 
been able to use Ignition like he had said, the results might have been 
different. 


‘However, this still isn’t a good turn of events,’ Edmond thought as his 
expression reverted back into a frown. 


He had been planning to finish his preparations at a leisurely pace, 
but he could never have imagined that the Lionhearts and the Tower 
Masters of Aroth would actually arrive to interfere with his plans. 
Though the truth was, more than anything else, it was Balzac 
Ludbeth’s presence that caused Edmond the most aggravation. 


‘What does he want? Could it be... he plans on stealing control of my 
ritual?’ There was also one other thing, ‘They also had Raizakia’s 
hatchling with them... Did she manage to escape when the Dragon Demon 
Castle fell? Was Eugene Lionheart involved in that fall?’ 


Edmond kept thinking about what the hatchling’s presence could 
mean. He knew that the Rainforest retained a connection to the 
dimensional rift Raizakia was trapped in. 


... The Wise Sienna must truly be secreted away in the elven territory 
hidden somewhere within the Rainforest. Eugene bringing the 
hatchling here must have something to do with that. 


The fact that the Wise Sienna hadn’t been seen in over two hundred 
years meant that she had to be in a state where she had no choice but 
to stay unseen. Edmond had dared to use the Rainforest as the stage 
for his ritual because he was confident that Sienna had been sealed 
away. While he had failed to find the World Tree himself, he was 
hopeful that once the ritual was successfully completed, he would be 
able to devour both the World Tree and Sienna’s power for himself. 


That was why he had wanted to make as complete preparations for 
the ritual as he could, but... having confirmed the presence of the 
hatchling, Eugene, and Balzac, Edmond could no longer afford to be 
so relaxed. 


Edmond was afraid of two possibilities. One was that he would lose 
control of the ritual to Balzac. The other was for the Wise Sienna to be 
resurrected before he was finished. 


Whichever way things went, Edmond would only end up with the 
worst possible outcomes. 


“It seems that I can’t afford to relax,” Edmond breathed out with a 
groan. 


Chapter 285 
Balzac Ludbeth (5) 


The mana Eugene gathered to activate Prominence dispersed. Eugene 
glared at the sky for a moment, then cleared his expression and 
regained his composure before turning around. 


He noticed Kristina wiping blood from her mouth with the back of her 
hand and asked, "Are you okay?" The barrier she formed using divine 
power had not been weak by any means, but it had been no match for 
the sheer power of Edmund's attack. Kristina had endured the brunt of 
the destruction, her barrier shattered by the force of the onslaught. 


“Tam... fine,” Kristina said while catching her breath and calling on 
the Light. The throbbing pain she felt was washed away by her divine 
power. But even though she was relieved of the physical pain, she 
could not find peace. “I apologize, Sir Eugene. I was lacking...” 


“Don’t say that.” Eugene interrupted her with a nonchalant 
expression. He didn’t want to betray his true emotions to Kristina, 
especially when she had such clear blood stains around her face. 
However, his answer only caused Kristina more distress. 


Kristina lowered her head while chewing on her lips. Eugene clicked 
his tongue at the sight and pulled out a handkerchief before 
approaching her. “He’s called the current generation’s Staff of 
Incarceration. In addition, he was drawing power from all sorts of 
sources. Even if you are the Saint, you couldn’t possibly maintain the 
barrier under those conditions.” 


« Right.” 


[Hamel is correct, Kristina. Even for me, it was impossible to suppress 
the Staff of Incarceration by myself three hundred years ago. ] 


It felt as if the curses and hatred they felt from the Death Knight were 


haunting them. However, Anise could pull herself together, knowing 
that the Death Knight wasn’t really Hamel. 


[How dare they,] spat Anise. 


But it did not mean she had dispelled her anger. On the contrary, her 
anger simmered beneath the surface, sharpening into a fine edge. 
Anise could not bring herself to forgive the Death Knight and the 
black wizard who had created it. The mere thought of their actions 
made her blood boil. They had taken Hamel's body and turned it into 
a twisted puppet, a mockery of the man he had once been. But that 
was not enough for them. They had gone a step further, imbuing the 
Death Knight with false memories and forcing him to pretend to be 
Hamel. The insult was unbearable, not only to Anise but to everyone 
who had known Hamel three centuries ago. 


“Hmm...” Lovellian raised his head, revealing his pale expression. The 
Red Tower was known to be specialized in summoning magic, and as 
the Master of the Red Tower, he could claim to be the greatest 
summoner of the era. 


And yet, he had failed. Lovellian had attempted to cancel the Death 
Knight’s reverse summoning, but he had failed to interfere with the 
enormous power Edmund utilized. 


“Please take a look at this.” However, it wasn’t as if he had failed to 

produce any results. Although Lovellian had been lacking in mana to 
directly interfere with the summoning, he had succeeded in tracking 
the flow of the mana in the brief moment. 


Lovellian raised his staff, causing the fabric of space to distort and 
ripple around him. Then, with a wave of his hand, he projected a 
scene before him. It was not a powerful familiar he had summoned 
but an "eye" that would allow him to observe Edmund's actions from 
afar. Though the distance made it impossible to conjure a more 
powerful entity, observation was possible. 


All eyes were drawn to the projection as it flickered to life before 
them. The image displayed the capital city of the Kochilla Tribe, a 
place that lay far beyond their current location. Despite the distance, 
the view was clear, offering a panoramic vista of the city from high 
above. The sight that greeted them was brutal and cruel. 


Before them stood a massive pyramid-shaped altar, its size looming 
over the countless prisoners that climbed its sides. At the pinnacle of 
the altar, a group of sorcerers stood, their masks and clothing made 
from human skin. In their hands were long, winding knives, which 
they plunged mercilessly into the chests of those who reached the 
summit. It was a brutal ceremony, one that involved the live 
extraction of the prisoners’ beating hearts. 


The prisoners stumbled and rolled down the pyramid after being 
robbed of their hearts into a large pit located below. Within the pit 
were piles of bodies easily numbering in the thousands. 


Even after the hearts were removed from the bodies of the prisoners, 
they continued beating. Nearby, warriors stood at the ready, adjacent 
to the sorcerers, poised to receive the still-beating hearts. They 
carefully carried the organs to the back of the pyramid, where a large 
cauldron waited. The cauldron was woven from the bones of the dead 
and contained a boiling, sticky, crimson liquid. When the beating 
hearts were thrown into the pot, they instantly dissolved, the crimson 
liquid turning even darker as it mixed with the organs. 


“How terrible...,” Melkith muttered with horror at the sight. Cyan 
chewed on his lips to stop himself from throwing up. He wasn’t too 
accustomed to seeing so many dead bodies. 


But there wasn’t just one altar in which such a ritual was taking place. 
In fact, there were five such altars in the capital of the Kochilla Tribe, 
and the shape they formed was clearly visible looking down from a 
great height above the capital. It was an inverted pentagram, a symbol 
favored in black magic since ancient times. 


“Don’t you think it’s rude to peek?” A voice came from the scene. 
Lovellian moved his magical eye with a stiff expression. A man was 
flying towards them, dressed in a fedora and a short cloak that seemed 
entirely out of place in the hellish landscape below. Edmund Codreth 
smiled while caressing his beard. 


“Tt’s not Balzac’s Dark Power. The Head Wizard of the Red Tower... 
Lovellian Sophis? It must be. I saw the Head of the White Tower, 
Melkith El-Hayah, as well, but she’s not proficient in this kind of 
magic,” continued Edmund. 


“And what do you know about me?” Melkith grumbled, but it was 
true. Melkith was proficient in many different types of magic as an 
Archwizard, but as Edmund said, she wasn’t a master of summoning 
magic, which required one to be both spontaneous and delicate. 


“First of all, as someone who walks the same path of magic... I would 
like to offer you my compliment. It’s amazing that you managed to 
detect the flow of magic in that short moment and even summon a 
familiar despite the difference in our powers,” said Edmund. 


“T don’t want to hear your compliments,” retorted Lovellian. 


“Ts it because I am a black wizard? I know your childhood was ruined 
by a black wizard, but... Well, let’s stop talking about this. You all will 
never see eye to eye with me anyways.” Edmund paused, then turned 
his gaze away from Lovellian. “However, I think we are more than 
capable of understanding each other. What do you think, Balzac 
Ludbeth?” 


Naturally, Edmund’s gaze was directed at Balzac. Although the two 
locations were separated by a great distance, the cold anger contained 
in Edmund’s eyes was thick enough to protrude through the projecting 
images. 


“T don’t know if you feel the same way, but I always thought of us as 
friends. We’ve known each other for a long time, and we’ve talked 
about many things,” said Edmund. 


“Think it over, Edmund. We’ve certainly talked a lot, but... wasn’t it 
mostly useless chatter? I think most of it was perfunctory,” retorted 
Balzac. 


“That’s upsetting to hear. So, are you betraying me since most of our 
exchanges were useless?” asked Edmund. 


“T think you have the wrong choice of words. It’s not betrayal since I 
was never on your side, to begin with. Just as you move only for your 
own benefit, I also move for my own benefit,” Balzac responded softly. 
His nonchalance caused Edmund’s eyebrows to wriggle with 
discontent. 


“Are you planning to rob me of my ritual?” asked Edmund. 
“Perhaps,” answered Balzac. 


“T know you well, Balzac Ludbeth. You don’t have the capacity,” 
retorted Edmund. 


“Do you really think so?” Balzac asked, a smile playing at the corners 
of his lips. Edmund did not respond. He couldn’t find anything to say. 
In truth, he barely knew Balzac at all. Edmund couldn’t describe the 
type of wizard Balzac was. He was confident in describing Amelia 
Merwin, but he couldn’t say the same for Balzac. 


Before signing a contract with the Demon King of Incarceration, 
Balzac had been an excellent wizard, hailed as a possible successor to 
the position of the Blue Tower Master. Then one day, he suddenly left 
the Blue Tower and headed to Helmuth. 


Countless wizards had attempted to gain an audience with the Demon 
King of Incarceration, but few had succeeded in even entering the 
imposing tower of Babel, let alone laying eyes on the Demon King 
himself. However, Balzac was different. His reputation as a talented 
and respected wizard had preceded him, and it was this that had 
granted him access to the Demon King's inner sanctum. 


However, it would have been difficult for him to obtain a contract 
with the Demon King with nothing more than his abilities as a wizard. 
Rather, it would have been impossible if only his capabilities had been 
taken into consideration. At that time, the Demon King of 
Incarceration already had Amelia Merwin and Edmund Codreth. 


Even so, Balzac succeeded in signing a contract with the Demon King. 
What he desired through the contract had caught the interest of the 
Demon King of Incarceration, but Edmund did not know what it was. 


That’s how the Three Mages of Incarceration came to be. There 
were... exchanges. However, their interactions had been limited to 
surface-level talks, with little insight into each other's thoughts and 
intentions. Balzac's magical abilities appeared unremarkable on the 
surface, but it was clear that he had hidden depths. To truly 
understand each other, they would have to engage in magical 


competition. However, they had never taken this step. 


“How utterly unpleasant,” spat Edmund, all traces of a smile 
disappearing from his face. “Since you’re saying so, let me make it 
absolutely clear for you, Balzac. The ritual I preside over is perfect 
and not pathetic enough to be taken away by the likes of you.” 


Balzac did not give an answer but shrugged instead. Edmund’s 
glistening eyes headed to Eugene. “It will not break, and I will not fail. 
Eugene Lionheart, I know that you are the Hero and have caught the 
attention of His Majesty the Demon King of Incarceration. However, if 
you think I won’t kill you just because of that, you’re sorely 
mistaken.” 


“And you think you can kill me?” asked Eugene as his lips curled into 
a twisted smile. “The blade you sent was dull and old. Do you really 
think you can kill me with such a weapon?” 


“Your anger and disgust are blatant. Is it because you’re not just a 
Lionheart but also Stupid Hamel’s successor? Let me correct you first. 
It does not matter to me whether the sword is blunt or sharp. I am not 
so weak as a black wizard to be desperate for a blade,” retorted 
Edmund. Should he induce them to march all the way to the capital of 
the Kochilla Tribe? Edmund could not be defeated if he set this place 
as the battlefield. The large and cruel city had long been Edmund’s 
territory, and it currently contained a great concentration of power as 
the epicenter of the ritual. 


But his opponent would surely be aware of this fact as well. Edmund 
wasn’t in a position to relax since he was ignorant of Balzac’s true 
purpose. 


Edmund would have plenty of time to make preparations while he 
waited for his enemies to march. Likewise, his opponents would also 
have time to prepare. He didn’t know what kinds of tricks Balzac had 
hidden up his sleeves, and the two Tower Masters bothered him as 
well. To make matters worse, the two in question were wizards who 
specialized in war among the Archwizards of Aroth. The Red Tower 
Master could fight a war of numbers with his summons, while the 
White Tower Master could make use of numerous spirits with her 
contracts to two spirit kings. 


‘Even if I make this the battlefield... If the Wise Sienna also joins the 
fray...’ 


However, what worried Edmund the most was the possible 
resurrection of Sienna. Although he never had the chance to compare 
himself to Sienna as a wizard, Sienna Merdein was an Archwizard who 
even threatened the Demon Kings. He was confident in beating her in 
a one-on-one battle of magic on an advantageous battlefield, but if the 
Wise Sienna joined the group of his powerful enemies... he judged 
that his odds were slim. 


“’,.So I will kill you all with my own hands.” Finally, he came to a 
decision. He would leave the capital and march, raising a decisive 
battle to supplement the remaining offering required for the ritual. 


He did not know how much time the opponents would need, but one 
major war would be enough to satisfy the requirements for the ritual. 


“T will march the barbarians to the Footprint of the God of the Land 
right away. If you want to run away, feel free to do so. I’m willing to 
show that much mercy,” said Edmund. 


The group had pinpointed the location of the Footprint of the God of 
the Land by studying the map the previous day. The valley was 
situated between the Kochilla Tribe and Zoran Tribe and was the only 
place in the dense forest that lacked trees. According to the beliefs of 
the native Samar people, the hollow valley was a footprint left by the 
God of the Land and was considered a site for the great tribes to 
engage in large-scale battles. In fact, it had been the site of a fierce 
battle a few months ago when the Kochillas and Zorans first clashed. 


Edmund’s words were a blatant inducement. A pagoda of bones had 
also been erected in the Footprint of the Earth God, and the Earth 
Veins were also twisted. Even so, facing him in the Footprint of the 
God of the Land was still better than marching all the way to the 
Kochilla Tribe’s capital to face him there. 


Crack. 


The images became blurred, a consequence of the magical eye being 
destroyed. Lovellian clicked his tongue while shaking his head. “...It’s 


as you said, Black Tower Master. Edmund’s hurrying to finish his 
ritual.” 


He had declared his intention to march even though there was no 
need. Edmund's eagerness to provoke his enemies into marching to the 
Footprint of the God of the Land was a clear indication of his 
desperation to complete the ritual at any cost. He seemed unwilling to 
tolerate any hindrances or unforeseen circumstances, and the group 
sensed this from his bold declaration to march toward them. 


Balzac observed Eugene's expression closely while muttering to 
himself, "He's trying to hurry it more than I expected, but I can guess 
why. He's wary of Sir Eugene's existence... as well as Lady Sienna's 
resurrection." Although Balzac had not heard directly about Sienna's 
resurrection, he could deduce from their current situation that it was 
related to her whereabouts. 


‘If Lady Sienna is free, there is no reason for her not to have joined us... It 
seems that other conditions need to be met for her resurrection.’ 


Balzac turned his attention to Raimira. Although he was never told 
her identity, it was blatantly clear that the little girl was a hatchling. 


“ ,.That Death Knight from before. Was it really Sir Hamel?” Cyan 
asked while massaging his pale face with his hands. “I don’t 
understand why he would have said any of those things. He wants to 
wipe out the Lionheart clan? Why would Sir Hamel say such—” 


“No.” Eugene spat out. “That Death Knight... The body belonged to... 
Sir Hamel, but the person wasn’t Sir Hamel.” 


“And how would you know that?” asked Cyan. 


I would because I’m Hamel, you punk. Eugene barely stopped himself 
from retorting. Well, now that he had come this far, it wouldn’t be 
problematic for him to reveal his true identity. However, on a separate 
note, Eugene thought he might kill himself out of shame. He had 
always spoken of “Sir” Hamel’s greatness to Cyan, but if Cyan ever 
found out that Eugene was Hamel... 


“Well... Spirits can see the souls of humans. Tempest told me that the 


Death Knight wasn’t Sir Hamel,” Eugene hurriedly explained. 
“Are you sure? He kept saying that he was Sir Hamel,” said Cyan. 


“Why would I lie to you about this? And I’m sure you wouldn’t know, 
but Sir Hamel’s not an idiot like that Death Knight. And, like you said, 
why would Sir Hamel want to massacre the Lionheart clan? What 
reason would he have to curse Sir... Molon, Lady Sienna, and Lady 
Anise?” continued Eugene. 


“Maybe he got angry after discovering the contents of the fairy tale?” 
Melkith whispered under her breath while listening to their 
conversation. Kristina’s shoulders suddenly trembled — a result of 
Anise suddenly clearing her throat. 


“That’s a valid argument.” Even Eugene had to acknowledge it. Sienna 
and Anise were co-authors of the fairy tale, and they had never 
imagined that Hamel would reincarnate when they wrote the story. In 
fact, when Eugene first read the fairy tale after reincarnating, he had 
ground his teeth. 


However, he would never curse Sienna and Anise over a fairy tale. 
How could he? Now that he had the opportunity to mull over it, with 
the luxury of hindsight, he had to admit that his death in the Castle of 
the Demon King of Incarnation had been... a selfish suicide. He had 
chosen his own death after realizing his body was broken, and he 
could no longer fight. In truth, it was a way to preserve his pride 
while going out on his own terms. He had hoped that his comrades 
would become furious at his death and topple the Demon King of 
Incarceration. 


Despite whatever excuses he could come up with, in the end, his death 
had been ugly and selfish, and Eugene had to admit it as a fact. What 
Sienna and Anise did with the fairy tale could be considered trivial 
compared to what he had done to them. 


‘,.. Though I wish they had seasoned it a bit less with their own self- 
interest.’ 


Eugene shook his head, recalling the way in which the fairy tale 
ended. 


“ ..Hmm, Sir Hamel isn’t so shallow as to curse his comrades for the 
contents of a fairy tale,” said Eugene. 


“How would you know?” asked Melkith. 


“How would I know? I-I just know it. After all, I am the heir of Sir 
Hamel, successor of Lady Sienna, and uh, I met Sir Molon as well... 
Uh... I heard from them exactly how heroic Sir Hamel was,” explained 
Eugene. 


[Kristina. How can Hamel say such embarrassing things with his own 
mouth? ] 


‘T... think that Sir Eugene is... great at self-objectification.’ 


[My goodness...! Kristina, you’re clearly blinded by something here! ] 
Anise screamed, causing Kristina to blush slightly. 


“Honestly, that Death Knight isn’t worth worrying about. I can handle 
it just fine on my own. Rather, I find it more annoying that Amelia 
Merwin, the master of the Death Knight, is colluding with Edmund...,” 
Eugene said. 


“Edmund only borrowed the Death Knight. Amelia will not be coming 
to the forest,” replied Balzac. 


“How can you be sure?” asked Eugene. 


“Just as Edmund is wary of me, he will also be wary of Amelia. In the 
first place, Edmund is using the warriors and sorcerers of the Kochilla 
Tribe as a tool without receiving any help from other black wizards or 
demons. Pulling off such a large ritual without receiving any help is a 
great feat, but he’s not doing so to show off his abilities, but rather... 
to eliminate all possible variables,” Balzak said with a bitter smile. “If 
Amelia had cooperated with Edmund, this ritual would have been 
completed already. If Edmund is a well-balanced black wizard, Amelia 
is a necromancer who stands at the pinnacle. An army of undead 
would not have needed any supplies or rest.” 


“T hate black wizards, but I hate necromancers the most among them.” 
Eugene spat out, recalling the face of the Death Knight. 


Chapter 286 
Balzac Ludbeth (6) 


News of the declaration of an all-out war at the Footprint of the God 
of the Land was relayed back to the Zoran Tribe. The elders of the 
tribe took on stiffened expressions at the news, but the young warriors 
seemed rather welcoming. It was because the location held significant 
meaning for them. 


“Tt seems that the Kochillas know honor,” said Ivatar with a grin. The 
Footprint of the God of the Land had long been used as a stage for 
wars to decide the fates of the great tribes. Although it was true that 
the God of the Land would guide the spirit of the warriors, regardless 
of where they perished, it was also true that a warrior who died in the 
Footprint of the God of the Land would lie in the Cradle of the 
Warrior in their death, in the arms of the God of the Land. 


Ivatar's father, the former chief of Zoran, had fallen in battle against 
the Kochillas, succumbing to injuries sustained during their conflict. 
The battleground for their fateful encounter was the Footprint of the 
God of the Land, a sacred place that held great significance to the 
natives of Samar. Ivatar, fueled by his warrior spirit and driven by a 
desire to avenge his father's death and reclaim the souls of their fallen 
warriors, was determined to emerge victorious in this upcoming 
battle. 


At the dawn of departure, the warriors of the Zoran Tribe and their 
allies gathered together for a solemn ceremony. At the heart of the 
capital, a temple was set ablaze, its flames reaching for the sky and 
spreading heat upon all those gathered. As the warriors readied 
themselves to depart, they each cast their personal belongings into the 
fiery inferno, accompanied by the sorcerers who added a mixture of 
potent herbs to the flames. 


As the herbs incinerated, they produced smoke. The warriors who 
inhaled the smoke screamed or danced. Although the hallucinogenic 
herbs used were treated as a drug in many parts of the continent, for 


the natives of the Rainforest it was a common and accepted practice, a 
vital part of their preparation for battle. 


The preparation for the upcoming battle wasn't limited to just burning 
herbs. The warriors were also provided with alcohol, although the 
taste was unpleasant. The liquor had been infused with psychedelic 
substances, which would allow the warriors to forget their pain and 
fear. 


Eugene’s group did not participate in the raucous ceremony. Each of 
them was busy with preparations of their own. Kristina was at the 
water reservoir of the city, unleashing her divine power. 


It wasn’t anything new or special for Eugene. He had seen Anise do 
the same thing many times, three hundred years ago. She was making 
holy water on the spot. If the psychedelic plants would rob the 
warriors of their pain and promote madness, the holy water would 
treat their wounds and clear their minds to bolster their courage. 
Eugene himself had relied on the holy water many times in his past 
life. 


“Tf I knew this was going to happen, we should have brought some 
priests from Yuras,” grumbled Anise. Mass-producing holy water was 
her specialty, and she was sharing Kristina’s body while providing 
guidance. 


In Yuras, there was a group of priests known as the Luminous 
Covenant, a group of battle clerics. After the Knight March, the pope 
had formed a special force within the Luminous Covenant with 
Kristina as their leader. 


The special forces group, known as the Graceful Radiance, was formed 
from priests personally selected by Anise and Kristina. Although the 
group wasn’t yet officially established, the battle priests of the 
Graceful Radiance had begun their training under Raphael Martinez. 


“Although I had my standards, they are still brats who don’t know 
anything about war. Even so, they could have lent me their divine 
power, so if we brought them here, it would have saved me a lot of 
trouble,” said Anise. She knew that even with her vast array of 
miracles, there was a limit to what she could do for her allies. The 
Saint's divine power was powerful but not limitless. If she could 


borrow power from other priests, however, the possibilities for 
miracles were endless. 


Anise had earned the moniker of hell among the demons, for the mere 
presence of her on the battlefield made it almost impossible to slay 
humans. Her divine powers were unparalleled, allowing her to 
perform miracles beyond the capabilities of other priests. The radiance 
of her Light was all-encompassing, and wherever it reached, the 
wounds of her allies would miraculously heal, and they would become 
invincible. It was ironic, in a sense, that she could transform humans 
into living undead with her powers. 


However, this time around, she would not play as big of a role. The 
natives here did not believe in the God of Light. As a result, Anise 
looked pale and exhausted. It was because she had poured out her 
divine power by repeating her prayers with minimum rest. 


“T won’t care about the death of the natives,” Anise said while taking a 
large swig of alcohol. But contrary to her words, Eugene knew Anise 
wasn’t one to let anyone die. 


“Yeah, yeah. Why bother saving them? It’ll only be burdensome for 
you. Just let them die,” responded Eugene. 


Anise glanced at Eugene after hearing his response, slowly massaging 
her stiff temple. 


“.,.What a horrible thing to say, Hamel. I guess that’s the kind of 
person you thought of me as?” said Anise. 


“On the contrary, I know you too well, and I trust you too much. 
Anise, we both know it’ll be the same this time as well. I can’t even 
imagine you being indifferent to someone’s... anyone’s death,” 
responded Eugene. His words were evidenced by her actions. Even 
though she was complaining and grumbling, Anise continued to make 
holy water. She was doing so on behalf of Kristina, who was 
exhausted. 


Anise Slywood hoped to save all humans. She sympathized with those 
who died in the terrible times of the past. 


“The dead will become a sacrifice for the ritual in this war. If too 
many of them die, it might complete the ritual, so I should make sure 
that doesn’t happen.” Anise whispered under her breath while 
standing up. She felt slightly dizzy, possibly from exerting too much 
divine power in a short period. 


But she wasn’t tired to the point of collapsing. Her legs felt slightly 
weak, and she was a bit light-headed, but that was it. She could 
maintain her balance, but she chose not to. 


“Are you okay?” asked Eugene after immediately coming to her aid. 
Instead of giving an answer, Anise allowed Eugene to help her. 
However, she didn’t feel that it was sufficient. 


Anise wasn’t the only one who thought so, either. She felt Kristina’s 
emotions, then, with a wry smile, slightly retreated back, allowing 
Kristina to take over. 


“Ehem...” 


“Anise” leaned her head against Eugene's chest, wordlessly seeking 
comfort in his embrace. Eugene felt his cheeks flush with 
embarrassment, knowing full well that Anise enjoyed this kind of 
physical contact. Though she had not acted like this in their previous 
lives, her current mischievous and greedy behavior was likely 
influenced by the fact that she had already experienced death once 
before. 


Eugene knew why she acted like this. 
“ ,.1 think this much is fine,” muttered “Anise.” 


...Was it really Anise? For a moment, Eugene couldn’t be sure. It had 
never been difficult for him to differentiate between Anise and 
Kristina. Even if they shared the same face and the same voice, there 
were minor differences. 


But it was hard to tell right now. 


“When this war is over, you will go to rescue Lady Sienna. I believe 
you will be able to save her, Sir Eugene.” 


It was Kristina. 


“T am grateful that Sienna is not dead. I would like to see Sienna. 
However... I can’t help but think that I can be by your side Hamel, 
right here, right now, because Sienna is not here.” 


It was Anise. 


“...I know it’s not right for me to think this way. I know I should not 
be having such thoughts. However, I can’t help myself, and I get 
absorbed in it. Then I end up feeling guilty and miserable.” 


“Hamel, I know you were more conscious of Sienna than me. From a 
long time ago, I was nothing but a piteous comrade.” 


“You saved me, Sir Eugene. I wanted to believe that I would have 
been special to you. It was... The reality made me miserable. I knew 
the truth but didn’t want to admit it. Even so, I was happy because it 
felt like I was chosen by you, Sir Eugene. I tried not to become greedy 
as I stayed by your side... No, I tried to settle by following behind 
you.” 


Kristina’s and Anise’s voices quivered. 


“T could not be satisfied. Hamel, I do not know what you saw me as, 
but I am a selfish woman. I cannot be satisfied by simply looking at 
you by your side.” 


“T am afraid. I am frightened. When Lady Sienna is resurrected and 
returns to your side, Sir Eugene. At that time... c-could I still stay by 
your side like now? Can I still look at you as I do now?” 


“T did not want to leave behind any regrets. At first, I tried to settle for 
a first kiss. I thought I was used to holding myself back. But I wasn’t. 
My heart and greed only grew bigger, and it’s slipping out of my 
hands.” 


0 


“When Lady Sienna returns... I... 


The quivering voice trailed off. Kristina felt disgusted and ashamed. 


Anise could not bring herself to look up, thinking that her sincerity 
was simply ingratitude. 


“’..There’s no way that anything will change with you two just 
because Sienna comes back.” 


Eugene felt pity at her trembling shoulders. At the same time, he also 
felt confused. Anise’s heart? He knew about it since she could not 
have made it more obvious. He had also guessed the same about 
Kristina. However, he had never imagined that the two of them were 
conscious of Sienna in this way. 


“To be honest, I don’t know what Sienna will be like. However, there’s 
no way I would look at you differently just because Sienna returns,” 
said Eugene. 


“That means...” She raised her head. It was clearly Anise. Although he 
did not doubt the tears that brimmed in her eyes, Eugene could also 
feel a crafty snake behind her eyes. 


“Sir Eugene, can I take that as a sign that you have me in your heart 
as well?” But before Eugene could respond, Kristina added her tearful 
plea, making the weight of her words heavier than even Molon’s fists. 
Eugene felt overwhelmed and tried to take a step back unconsciously, 
but a hand firmly held onto the hem of his clothing, preventing him 
from moving away. He couldn't tell whether it was Kristina or Anise 
who held him in place. 


“Even if Sienna comes back, I can keep doing this, right?” 


“If Lady Sienna treats me like a thief and tries to harm me, will you 
stand in the way and protect me?” 


“Wait... wait. Anise, even if Sienna returns, you... uh, you’re free to 
do as you please. Well, actually, I don’t think you would change just 
because Sienna returns...,” Eugene scuttled on. “And... Kristina... I... 
don’t think Sienna would... treat you like a thief... and she probably 
won’t try to harm you either... Well, if she does try, then, of course, I 
will protect you, but... Umm... shouldn’t we talk more about this after 
Sienna returns...?” 


“What a trashy thing to say with a handsome face.” 
“Hamel, you are trash.” 


The same accusation came from the same face and same voice. Eugene 
trembled with a red face. 


“What the fuck do you want me to do!?” Eugene felt that their words 
were unjustified. Both Kristina and Anise stared at Eugene, 
embarrassed and helpless, with narrowed, thin eyes. It caused 
stagnant tears to flow from her eyes once more. 


“Hmm... I’m saying this in case you misunderstand, Sir Eugene, but 
these tears are real. I’m not the only one who cried, either. Lady Anise 
cried first.” 


“Kristina!” 


“Tt’s better to admit these things, Sister.” After saying so, Kristina 
leaned against Eugene once more, embracing him. “...If you don’t 
know what to do, just don’t say anything and hug me.” 


Eugene lowered his awkwardly positioned arms around Kristina’s 
back. He had thought Kristina’s personality had become rather loose 
because of Anise, but he could no longer think so. Come to think of it, 
Kristina had shown a subtle, insidious madness from their first 
meeting that set her apart from Anise. 


“T can feel you shivering. I often thought about this, but you are quite 
cute.” 


“Is it you, Anise...?” 


“T wonder who it is?” The Saint smiled without giving a proper 
answer. Afraid of discovering the truth, Eugene quietly patted her 
back. 


Cyan had drank only alcohol, not wanting to use the hallucinogen. 


However, he was having difficulties falling asleep. After tossing and 
turning for a long time, he eventually sat up with a long sigh. The 
scene he saw earlier kept on playing in his head. There had been too 
many dead bodies and beating hearts being removed as sacrifices. 
Such things were too terrible for Cyan to accept. 


“Tf you’re scared, you can just stay here.” A voice came from his side. 
It was Eugene. He was busily fiddling with Akasha, absorbed in 
something. Cyan pressed his fingers against his temple as he turned 
his gaze toward Eugene. 


Eugene was sitting on the floor, and next to him was Raimira. She was 
curled into a ball, sleeping. She had been struggling to stay awake due 
to a nightmare that plagued her mind, but Kristina’s divine magic had 
managed to lull her into slumber. 


“Are you still doing that?” grumbled Cyan instead of answering 
Eugene’s question. He knew what Eugene was up to. He was trying to 
create space inside the Cloak of Darkness that could house Raimira. 
Since dragons could survive on mana alone, Eugene was attempting to 
isolate a subspace inside the cloak to create a place where Raimira 
could stay. 


It wasn’t an easy feat by any means. He had to meddle with the Cloak 
of Darkness, which was already a finished artifact, and alter the 
existing magic imbued into the object. Since Raimira could not utilize 
high-level Draconic as a hatchling, Eugene had to complete the task 
himself. 


“You could just ask Sir Lovellian or Lady Melkith for help,” said Cyan. 


“They’re both busy. And this is mine, so I should do it on my own,” 
responded Eugene. 


“Didn’t you technically borrow it from Lady Melkith?” said Cyan. 


“Technically, yes, but it’s essentially mine,” Eugene answered with a 
shameless expression. It was true that both wizards were busy. 
Lovellian was working on a combination of summons for the 
upcoming war while Melkith was away from the capital. It was so she 
could attempt to make a contract with Ifrit in the spirit-filled, mana- 


dense forest. 


Eugene was trying to modify the cloak so that he could protect 
Raimira. He couldn’t leave her here or anywhere else. Since Edmund 
had discovered her existence, it was entirely possible that he would 
try to take her if she were left alone. 


“T’m telling you. If you’re scared, you can just stay back.” Eugene 
repeated himself while looking up at Cyan. He was almost done with 
the cloak. 


Cyan hesitated without giving an answer. Although he was born into 
the Lionheart family, a family of warriors, he did not know war. It 
wasn’t just him, either. For the people of this era, war was only a 
vague concept. 


It wasn’t just war either. Cyan had always been a skilled fighter, able 
to take down monsters and demons with ease. But he had never killed 
a human before, and the thought of it weighed heavily on him. He had 
never been fond of the Samar natives, but seeing their lifeless bodies 
scattered around him had shaken him to his core. He would see many 
more corpses in the upcoming war, and he knew he would be 
responsible for some of it as well. 


“Killing people isn’t a good experience,” Eugene said. Cyan remained 
silent. Eugene had such experiences. Eward had died at Eugene’s 
hands as well. “If possible, it’ll be better to never experience such 
things for the rest of your life.” 


“How did you feel when you first killed someone?” asked Cyan. 


“Tt didn’t really feel like anything,” Eugene answered with a 
nonchalant expression. “It was a situation where I had to kill them, 
and it was someone I had to kill. If I didn’t, they would have killed 
me. What was I supposed to feel? Guilt? There was nothing like that. I 
guess I was thinking along the lines of, that’s what you get, bastard, or 
something similar.” 


Cyan laughed after hearing Eugene’s answer. 


“That’s just like you,” he commented. 


“What about you? How do you think you'll feel?” asked Eugene. 


“Wouldn’t it be something similar? It’s a war, so it’s natural that I 
have to kill someone to live. Those bastards will be trying to kill me as 
well, right?” said Cyan. 


“Well, I suppose so, but there’s still no need to have to experience 
something like that.” 


“T’m the next head of the Lionheart family,” answered Cyan. “Now 
that I know about the ritual, I won’t step down. This all stemmed from 
the Lionhearts... from Eward. As the next head of the family, I will 
take responsibility. I’m obliged to get involved. I have no intention of 
putting you in charge as well.” 


“You’ve matured, brat.” 


“T get that you might be a little bit more mature than me, but I’m still 
your brother. I’m not much younger than you,” said Cyan, shaking his 
head. His words weren’t addressed only to Eugene but to himself as 
well. 


“T didn’t want to say this because I thought it might put you on a 
pedestal, but I think you’ll make a better head than I thought,” said 
Eugene. 


“ ..Ha. Don’t say the obvious. I have been trained for this ever since I 
was young. I was faithful to the training, too,” replied Cyan. 


“T think you have me to thank more than Lady Ancilla,” said Eugene. 


“And what did you ever do for me besides beating me up and cursing 
at me?” Cyan spat with embarrassment, preparing himself for a smack 
from Eugene. But contrary to his expectation, Eugene only smirked. 


“You shouldn’t die with your skills but try to be careful. Don’t get 
hurt,” said Eugene. 


“Speak for yourself.” 


“I’m being serious. Be careful. Lady Ancilla will try to kill me if you 
get hurt anywhere.” 


“Like I said, worry about yourself,” grumbled Cyan before lying down. 
There were many things he could not understand. He didn’t know how 
Eugene could be so calm. Regardless of how strong he was, this would 
be Eugene’s first time participating in a war of this size. 


‘,..But that’s more like you.’ 


Cyan felt reassured that Eugene would be fine, even in a war of this 
size. Cyan could not imagine Eugene getting hurt or falling down. 


He knew that he needed to be careful, knowing that he could be a 
burden to his brother. Even so, he wanted to be Eugene’s equal. That’s 
what it meant to be brothers. 


‘If you think about it, I’m the older brother.’ 
But he knew voicing the complaint would only result in a smack. 
Such thoughts helped calm his mind. 


He remembered how Eugene had faced the Death Knight with malice 
and killing intent. 


No matter how scary the war was, he didn’t think it would be as scary 
as angry Eugene. 


Chapter 287 
The Footprint of the God of the 
Land (1) 


The altar's flame burned for a long time, extinguishing only at sunrise. 
The warriors left the capital, leaving behind a lingering scent of herbs 
and ashes. While the warriors of the Zoran Tribe were the majority, 
their allies were also numerous. Thousands of natives began their 
march forward. 


Despite their large numbers, the warriors' equipment was lacking in 
quality. Iron armor was absent, and many relied on leather armor. 
While some warriors didn't have any armor at all, instead using 
tattoos or combat makeup to invoke the protection of spirits. 


Zoran Tribe's leader, Ivatar, also lacked protective armor as he rode 
atop a trained monster while leading the army. His upper body was 
adorned with numerous tattoos, which multiplied as they approached 
the Footprint of the God of the Land, a result of the sorcerers blessing 
him with the protection of spirits. 


[Amazing,] Tempest remarked. 


The warriors of Samar were deeply loved by the primal spirits, and 
their strong affinity with these spirits was a defining characteristic of 
their talent as warriors. 


The primal spirits lacked clear egos and were more akin to a natural 
form of energy, such as mana, with their own unique characteristics. 
Receiving their favor and blessing and borrowing their power was a 
separate power from the Spirit Magic utilized by those on the 
continent. 


[That barbarian is receiving a simple yet powerful blessing. He is 
loved by many primal spirits. The power of the primal spirit that is 


blessing Ivatar Jahav is no less than the other Spirit Kings or me.] 


Countless primal spirits empowered Ivatar, lending him power as he 
dashed over the ground. The spirits of the land would aid him, while 
the wind would allow him to fly. At his request, flames would appear, 
lightning would strike, or rain would fall, all at the whim of the 
powerful spirits. 


The Magic Tower Masters and Kristina were busy even during the 
march. 


Kristina was occupied receiving Anise’s teachings regarding divine 
magic suited for wars. This would be Kristina’s first war, and frankly, 
she would be placed in an extremely harsh condition. Not only was 
she solely responsible for the production and distribution of holy 
water, but she would also be the sole caster of divine magic in this 
war. She would have to tackle everything alone without the assistance 
of any other priests. 


The same was true for the Tower Masters of the Magic Towers. The 
Kochilla Tribe used demonic beasts. It was difficult to estimate their 
numbers, but in order to counter the demonic beasts they used, 
Lovellian would have to put in a lot of effort as a summoner. 


The group found a silver lining when they discovered that the 
sorcerers of the Zoran Tribe were more skilled than initially expected. 
Although sorcery was quite different from traditional magic, both 
trades relied on the use of mana. Once taught a few tricks, the 
sorcerers were able to provide valuable magical assistance. 


Naturally, the Tower Masters had to provide the formula for the 
magic. Lovellian worked on defensive magical formulas, even 
reducing the number of hours he slept. It was in preparation for 
Edmund’s bombing magic from the skies above. 


On the other hand, Balzac devoted himself to preparing defensive 
black magic. In addition, he revealed his Signature, Blind, to everyone 
as well. 


“Hehe. Hnmmm~” Melkith seemed relaxed, and she kept grinning 
like an idiot. Whenever someone asked her why she was so happy, she 


would reply that it was a secret with a stern expression, but everyone 
could guess what had happened from her blatant attitude. 


[I can’t... understand...] Tempest would mutter so from time to time, 
but Eugene ignored the voice. 


With Ivatar taking the lead, the group managed to reach the Footprint 
of the God of the Land in only a week. They had wanted to occupy the 
battlefield in advance and had truly believed that they would beat 
their enemies to it. They had taken the shortest routes with the 
blessing of the forest, and the spirits had been pushing their back to 
speed them up. It had been natural to think that they would arrive 
before their enemies. 


It had been a miscalculation. 


The enemies would have never set the scene of their battle in a place 
that they could not occupy first. Even though the allied forces had yet 
to arrive at the location, everyone could tell through their skin that 
the Kochillas had already set up camp. 


The forest had taken on a strange and eerie quality. Silence hung in 
the air like a thick blanket, without even the sound of insects or birds 
breaking it. The trees and foliage were lifeless, and the usually vibrant 
colors had faded away. The only plants and trees with color were 
artificial, and the fragrance of the forest had been replaced by the 
stench of death. It was as if the life force of the forest had been 
drained away, leaving behind a barren wasteland. 


Anxiety settled on the expressions of the warriors as they marched. 
They broke cold sweat, not because of the hot and humid weather, but 
because of fear. 


Boom! 


A loud noise erupted from the front. It wasn’t an ambush or anything, 
but rather Ivatar suddenly thumping his fist against his chest. 


“Woo! Woo! Woo!” Ivatar roared while thumping his chest and 
stomping his feet. The short, curt cry pushed away the fear of death 
from his troops and regenerated their morale. 


“He’s like a gorilla,” Melkith commented from not too far away with a 
grin. 


Eugene felt rather puzzled. Melkith wasn’t showing any trace of fear. 


“TIsn’t it your first time participating in a war of this size, Lady 
Melkith? Are you fine?” asked Eugene. 


“You’re saying something so innocent, little bro.” Melkith chuckled 
and responded after lowering her voice. “It’s natural for geniuses to be 
hated by others. Geniuses are usually lonely, and normies form 
groups. What about me? I’m not just a regular genius but one of the 
greatest geniuses in history. How often do you think they tried to keep 
me, Melkith El-Hayah, in check before I got to where I am? I can 
easily count dozens of assassins who came to kill me before I was even 
an adult.” 


Lovellian did not comment, but he nodded after hearing her words. 
Although they had never experienced a war like this, every day had 
been no different from a war until they stabilized their position and 
power with the overwhelming talent they possessed. 


“T see. You’re bound to be experienced with how old you are,” said 
Eugene. 


“And what about you? Are you okay, little bro? Aren’t you just 
pretending to be strong? If you’re scared and tired, you can hide 
behind my back as much as you want,” said Melkith. 


“Well, I’m used to it, so it’s fine,” Eugene said. 
The forest came to an end. 
Ivatar looked down with glaring eyes. 


This was the only place in Samar that was not forested, a valley 
reaching down dozens of meters. A few months ago, Ivatar fought 
against the warriors of the Kochilla Tribe in this place, the Footprint 
of the God of the Land. 


However, the scenery he saw back then could not be found. The 
Footprint of the God of the Land was pitch black, as if someone had 
painted it with the night sky, and the vast land was filled with the 
warriors of the Kochilla Tribe. 


It wasn’t only humans who lined the valley either. There were heinous 
creatures different from regular monsters. Helmuth had given control 
of demonic beasts for the Kochilla Tribe to use in the war, and they 
stood at the front line. 


Boom! Boom! Boom! 


The sound of the beating drum began to reverberate from the depths 
of the valley. The drum, which was made from human skin, vomited a 
dull, gloomy sound. 


There were other instruments as well. A whistle created from drilling 
holes in a human skull created a terrible harmony with the drum. 


Looking at the scene unfolding before him, Ivatar grimaced, leaving 
his smile distorted. He then took the horn from the warrior next to 
him and took a deep breath before blowing into it. 


Wooooooo00! 


With a mighty blast, the horn shattered into pieces, unable to 
withstand the force of Ivatar's breath. However, its sound had 
drowned out the drums and whistles of the Kochilla Tribe, silencing 
them momentarily. 


As the warriors at the rear of the Kochillas raised their tribe's black 
and red flags, Ivatar grabbed Zoran Tribe's flag from his shoulder. But 
instead of waving or raising the flag, he reared back and hurled it 
down the valley like a spear. 


“Ahhhhhhh!” 


As soon as he hurled the flag, Ivatar galloped down the cliff with a 


roar. The flag of the Zorans was planted in the land, and as if on cue, 
Ivatar kicked off the ground. 


Craaack! 


The blessing of the young forest that enveloped Ivatar caused the 
earth to shift. The spirits that accompanied him seeped into the dead 
land, causing the steep slope to soften for the warriors to descend. 


The warriors of the Zoran Tribe and the allied tribes echoed Ivatar’s 
roar when they saw his charge. Then, following this brave warrior, 
they charged down the slope into the Footprint of the God of the 
Land. 


Edmund was there, at the rear of the Kochilla Tribe’s army. He 
adorned a graceful purple robe instead of a black one, a favorite of 
many black wizards, and held Vladmir in one hand. Around him stood 
the sorcerers of the Kochillas, who had been educated in black magic 
from an early age. 


Hector and the Death Knight stood in front of them. The Death Knight 
would move according to his own will, and they would not need 
Hector to stand guard either. The two entities would move around the 
battlefield and kill of their own accord. 


“So you didn’t run away,” muttered Edmund while caressing his 
trimmed beard. Even though he stood far away, Edmund had installed 
magical eyes on all sides of the battlefield, identifying his enemies in 
detail. Although he had shown them mercy, warning them to run 
away... none of them had chosen to do so. 


‘They have quite a formidable force, but... It is not the victory or defeat of 
the battle that matters to me.’ 


Edmund smirked while channeling Dark Power into Vladmir. He had 
twisted the Earth Veins in the region in advance and connected it to 
himself and Vladmir. The land was already prepared for the ritual. 


Regardless of whether the warriors of the Kochilla Tribe or the 
enemies died, the blood and soul spilled in the land would be 
sacrificed for the ritual. It would allow Edmund to complete his ritual 


before the outcome of the battle could be decided. 
‘I’m sure they know this as well. That must be why they chose not to run.’ 


Instead of running, they had foolishly chosen to attempt to hinder his 
ritual. Edmund chuckled as he raised Vladmir high. Maybe Eugene 
had made this choice because he was the Hero. 


In a battle between wizards, and between Archwizards in particular, 
taking the initiative with one’s Signature was the most important in 
determining the outcome of the battle, as well as the inherent 
advantage of certain magic over others. In that respect, Edmund’s 
Signature — Cube — was almost absent from any weaknesses, exuding 
the arrogance of the Archwizard who had created this magic. 


There were black lines all around Edmund, connecting to form the 
shape of a cube. What Edmund’s Signature pursued was simple — 
absolute defense and immortality. 


It was nigh impossible to magically pierce through the cube once 
activated. It would be impossible for anyone to leave even a scratch 
on the cube without far exceeding Edmund’s reservoir of power, 
which included his use of Viadmir and the Demon King’s Dark Power. 
In addition, Edmund possessed immortality far exceeding that of high- 
ranking demons while he was inside the cube. Even if an attack 
penetrated the cube and damaged Edmund’s body, the Dark Power 
filling the cube would instantly heal his wounds. 


Edmund’s Signature was arrogant. It was near perfect, offering him an 
invincible shield against any and all attacks. But while it provided him 
with immortality, it offered him nothing in terms of offense. This was 
by design, for Edmund considered himself the embodiment of the 
ultimate attack. 


But even though he was arrogant in his creation, he wasn’t mistaken. 
Edmund did, in fact, possess an absolute level of attack. 


Vladmir was brimming with Dark Power, and the sorcerers of the 
Kochilla Tribe chanted and synchronized with the Dark Power in a 
formation around Edmund. 


“T'd be happy to just sit around like this,” Edmond commented. 


No one could break through Cube anyway. Edmund could simply rest 
and watch everything unfold from inside the cube until enough 
offerings were gathered. But why would he? He already possessed an 
overwhelming advantage, so why would he remain inactive and 
watch? 


A fierce smile appeared on his lips. A large gathering of Dark Power 
stretched long and sharp in the sky, transforming into spears of death 
that would extinguish everything in their paths. 


Kristina Rogeris was capable of engaging in direct battle. She was a 
competent wielder of the flail reworked from Anise’s mace, and even 
if she wasn’t against demonic creatures, she could intercept them with 
divine magic. 


However, Kristina remained behind on the cliff instead of heading 
down into the Footprint of the God of the Land. She was the sole 
priest on the battlefield, and she needed to be more rational and 
objective than anyone else on the chaotic battlefield before she 
intervened. 


The battle was already underway, with the two opposing sides locked 
in a fierce struggle. Ivatar was a fearsome sight to behold, wielding 
two massive axes with incredible strength and precision. He charged 
into the fray without hesitation, tearing through the Kochilla Tribe’s 
front lines with ease. 


The warriors and the demonic beasts became entangled, and the 
Kochilla Tribe’s warriors followed behind the demonic beasts. Far up 
in the sky, spears of death took form. 


The death spears aimed for the rear of the allied army, attempting to 
destroy them with a single blow. 


[Kristina | 
“Yes, Sister.’ 


Kristina took a breath, then grabbed the rosary hanging around her 


neck. She started to shine brilliantly with divine power, and Anise 
further fueled the fire, providing Kristina with her own divine power 
unsparingly. 


Even though three hundred years had passed, the word Saint still 
reminded everyone of Anise the Faithful. However, once this little war 
in the forest came to an end, the natives of the forest, the surviving 
warriors, would think of someone else when they heard the word, 
Saint. Anise herself was determined to make it so. 


Fwoosh! 


Eight wings unfolded behind Kristina. Anise’s consciousness merged 
with Kristina's. When Kristina raised her hand, the light swirling 
around her concentrated on her fingertips. A brilliant cross appeared 
in the sky, acting as a huge shield that blocked the rushing spear of 
death. 


Boooom! 


Light and darkness became entangled before dispersing into 
nothingness. There were no other priests to assist Kristina in this 
place, but Anise the Faithful was providing her with power. Edmund’s 
spear of death was purified without penetrating the Cross of Light. 


‘The Saint.’ 


Kristina wasn’t the only one who remained behind on the cliff. 
Lovellian stood not far from her, and he could not help but show awe 
for Kristina’s brilliant miracle. He had heard in advance regarding the 
Signature of the Staff of Incarceration, Edmund Cordeth. Absolute 
defense and immortality were powers that any wizard vulnerable to 
close combat would die for. 


‘The Green Tower Master’s Signature, Yggdrasil, pursues the same goals, 
but... their completeness is incomparable.’ 


Although Yggdrasil was an ability that focused on defense and 
immortality, it was somewhat ambiguous in nature. The user had the 
power to transform their body into a massive tree, providing 
protection from harm. However, the ability set too many goals beyond 


the user's capacity, and the tree itself was too massive. Its defenses 
were easily penetrable, and although the tree could regenerate, it did 
not grant the wizard immortality. 


But what about the Cube? It formed the perfect size cube around 
Edmund, just large enough to encompass Edmund. It was simple and 
neat, pursuing only absolute defense and immortality with its small 
size. It did well to demonstrate Edmund’s abilities as a great wizard. 


Well, Lovellian couldn't help but express his amazement as a wizard, 
impressed by Edmund’s remarkable ability. As an Archwizard himself, 
he knew that creating a Signature of that level was beyond his 
capabilities. Yet, he didn't feel any hint of jealousy towards him. 
Magic was an endless study, something that couldn't be confined to 
any specific framework. The Cube, while impressive, wasn't the kind 
of magic that he personally pursued. 


Without saying a word, Lovellian joined his hands together. 


‘If all he needed were sacrifices, he would not have had to cause such a big 
war. He could have simply slaughtered the Kochilla Tribe’s warriors or 
ordered them to kill themselves. He came to war because... he doesn’t need 
only blood and souls. Right, he’s in need of Ecstasy.’ 


Archwizards would only experience it a few times in their lives, 
usually when they made a breakthrough from the seventh to the 
eighth circle. When they managed to overcome an apparently 
impenetrable wall and ascend to the next level, their consciousness 
would be lost in the union of mana, Circles, and magic. 


This wasn’t a phenomenon that affected only wizards, either. Knights 
and warriors would also experience Ecstasy when they gained 
profound enlightenment that allowed them to reach the next level. 


The same was likely true of this war. The state that Edmund would 
reach in a bloody war, granted to him by the excitement and madness 
born at the moment when life, blood, and soul became insignificant, 
was what he pursued. Only in that moment would the souls gain their 
superior value as sacrifices. 


Once such saturated souls died on the battlefield, Edmund would 


assert his dominance over blood and soul. That was the law Edmund 
imposed on the ritual, and it was impossible for nearly anyone to 
interfere with a ritual of such scale and completeness. 


But if that were the case, you simply needed to bring another law into 
coexistence. If death was a preemptive condition to be met, then one 
simply needed to take befitting countermeasures. 


“Pantheon.” Lovellian’s Signature did not require any complicated 
techniques or chanting. It simply allowed him to call his summons 
created beforehand. 


Boom! 


A huge door was summoned from a different dimension and stood tall 
on the ground. The red door, which was etched with complex 
patterns, began to vibrate. Lovellian disentangled his hands and 
grabbed his staff. 


Pantheon’s doors opened. Lovellian’s consciousness was already 
synchronized with Pantheon, and countless summons subdued or 
created by Lovellian cried from inside the door. The creatures mixed 
and synthesized at a command from Lovellian. 


He did not bother combining all the creatures into one but instead 
formed them into the best combinations for this particular battlefield. 


He focused on predation. 


He did not plan on allowing any corpse to touch the ground or their 
blood to soak into the soil. He would not allow their souls to spill. 


The combination of his creatures would devour corpses and trap souls 
in their stomachs. It would be impossible to completely prevent 
Edmund’s ritual from progressing, but he could still delay it by 
slowing the collection of offerings. 


The “cleaners” poured out of Pantheon. 


“Yaaaaaaaahh!” Melkith uttered a near-screaming cry. She was 


already elated as if she were in a state of Ecstasy. 


It was only natural. She was more absorbed in her greatness than she 
cared about the war, the corpses, and the sacrifices. In truth, she had 
been lucky. She had tried all sorts of things with the Fire Spirit Stone 
to no avail, ultimately failing to sign a contract with Ifrit at first. 


The Samar Forest was renowned as the paradise of spirits, a place 
teeming with mana and spirits. But now, darkness had descended 
upon the forest as black magic seeped into its core, twisting the Earth 
Veins and polluting the natural balance. A dark ritual was underway, 
one that sought to create a Demon King and unleash untold horrors 
upon the world. 


Levin, the Spirit King of Lightning, and Yhanos, the Spirit King of 
Earth, were infuriated with the situation. The same was true for Ifrit, 
the Spirit King of Fire. As a result, Melkith succeeded in contracting 
with Ifrit on the condition of saving the forest and stopping Edmund’s 
atrocities. 


“Spirit Combination! Infinity Force!” shouted Melkith. Her Signature 
had been called Trinity Force when she merged with two Spirit Kings. 
But now that she had three of them, she could no longer use the same 
name. 


That’s why she had changed the name to infinity, a representation of 
her endless potential! 


Melkith’s eyes glimmered, and the soaring earth engulfed her. A bolt 
of lightning descended and struck the giant body of soil, then Ifrit’s 
fires covered the entire body of the giant. 


“This is perfect!” Melkith shivered with ecstasy. The Earth Spirit King 
had imbued the form with a striking likeness of Melkith's alluring 
body and beautiful face. But that was just the beginning — lightning 
crackled and surged through the giant's body while flames danced and 
roared with enthusiastic fervor. The intense heat of the flames 
transformed into a garment that draped the giant's immense frame, 
while lightning gathered in the giant's left hand and flames blazed in 
its right. 


“Kyaaah!” Melkith advanced while screaming with joy, trampling on 
the army of demonic beasts. 


Balzac stood behind Melkith’s tumultuous advance, his palms resting 
against the ground. His Signature had many shortcomings. It took a 
long time to prepare, and the activation was slow. It was usually 
difficult for him to grasp any advantages in a battle between 
Signatures, but his Signature was a reflection of his character as a 
wizard. 


Balzac did not prefer to fight on the front lines. He enjoyed creating 
and observing situations rather than fighting directly. In that respect, 
his Signature truly reflected his personality. 


“Blind.” 


A curtain of darkness descended from high in the sky. 


Chapter 288 
The Footprint of the God of the 
Land (2) 


The Footprint of the God of the Land became obscured by a curtain of 
darkness. The all-encompassing curtain seemed to stretch endlessly in 
every direction, blotting out the sky and plunging the land into a 
bleak and desolate state devoid of any illumination. 


Blind — Balzac Ludbeth’s Signature — initially robbed those affected 
of their sight, as its name suggested. No matter where they looked, 
those affected by Blind were plunged into an endless darkness, unable 
to see themselves or anyone else around them. 


It was a Signature with absolute power in this kind of war, but it was 
true that the spell was absurdly simple. However, Blind did not simply 
rob the targets of their vision. Instead, “sight” was only the sense that 
Blind took away. The longer one remained inside Blind, the more 
obscure their other senses would become. The hearing came after 
sight, and the targets would become deaf. Next was the sense of smell 
and then touch. Even if you cut yourself with a knife, you would fail 
to feel the pain. 


But it didn’t end there. After losing one’s sight, hearing, smell, and 
touch, one would lose their sense of spirit, which could be called the 
sixth sense. Regardless of whether they were wizards, knights, or 
warriors, they would no longer be able to sense mana. 


Even then, after having extorted all five senses, except taste, as well as 
one’s sense of spirit, Blind’s effects would not lessen. Slowly, very 
slowly, Blind would rob its targets of their consciousness. In complete 
darkness, where you could feel nothing except taste, they would even 
end up losing a sense of self. 


It was purposely set up in this way as a gradual extortion of senses 
because it was impossible to rob someone of all their senses all at 


once, even if Blind was a Signature of an Archwizard. The veil of 
darkness was a darkness created by Balzac’s magic, and it was similar 
to a type of poison. Simply being inside the curtain would intoxicate 
someone, and the effects of the poison would only get stronger over 
time. 


‘As I expected. Edmund’s Cube is inviolable.’ 


Balzac stood on the blackened ground. Kochilla’s forces had fallen into 
a state of panic, and they were starting to run rampant. On the other 
hand, the warriors of the Zoran Tribe and the allied tribes were 
unaffected by Blind’s restrictions. They marched and attacked as if 
there was no darkness at all, pushing back the Kochillas. 


2 


‘This range and number... 


Balzac joined hands and began to make calculations. Although there 
would be differences between individuals, generally, it would take 
about ten minutes for Blind to take away the enemies’ sense of 
hearing. In another ten minutes, their sense of smell would disappear, 
and it would take a bit longer to rob them of touch, fifteen minutes at 
most. Twenty minutes after that, their sense of spirit would disappear. 


The last thing would be robbing them of their sense of self, but... in 
truth, Balzac was uncertain about the exact timing of the final stage of 
Blind. It was a gradual process and varied depending on the strength 
of one's willpower. 


However, there was no need to take it that far in the first place. In the 
next hour, the enemies would lose all their senses and be rendered 
useless in the battle. If the conditions were met, Balzac’s Blind could 
neutralize and exterminate even tens of thousands of troops. 


‘But I do not need to shoulder the burden right now.’ 


With a bitter smile, Balzac reached down and placed his palms against 
the ground once more. 


It wasn’t particularly difficult to escape the effects of Blind. One could 
simply walk out of it. However, the terrain of the valley, the pushing 
allies, and the presence of Edmund standing behind the warriors of 


the Kochilla Tribe made it impossible for them to flee from the 
curtain. 


“But I guess it’s the same for me.” Balzac turned his head with a grin. 
He saw Lovellian commanding the summons of Pantheon from the 
cliff. The great summoner kept an eye on the battlefield while issuing 
a command in perfect order to well over a hundred creatures and, at 
the same time, monitoring Balzac’s every move. 


Balzac was conscious of the magical dagger in his heart. Although he 
considered himself quite skilled in trickery, Balzac knew it was 
impossible to escape the existence of the dagger. He could not deceive 
it. 


‘I could have if it were a magical oath instead.’ 


Balzac had signed a contract of the soul with the Demon King of 
Incarceration, which meant that his oath to the Demon King took 
precedence over any other oaths, including magical oaths. As such, 
Lovellian had chosen to make use of a dagger to threaten the 
destruction of Balzac’s heart. Moreover, he continued to surveil 
Balzac, which showed his distrust of the black wizard. 


‘I don’t want to be misunderstood.’ Balzac touched the ground with a 
bitter smile. He had no intention of betraying Eugene or Lovellian in 
this war. His purpose had been clear and straightforward from the 
start, and it was himself, not anyone else, that he was trying to 
deceive in this darkness. 


“Blind.” Edmund gritted his teeth. He had a rough idea about Balzac’s 
Signature. It was a curtain of darkness that exterminated the target’s 
senses one by one, starting with sight. However, he had never seen or 
experienced it in person since the two of them had never been at odds 
with each other. 


“Magical poison. Impossible for me to detoxify. I won’t be able to 
interfere with it either,” Edmund muttered. As a wizard, Edmund had 
absolute confidence in his abilities. However, it was still impossible to 
destroy a Signature of an Archwizard on the spot. 


But Edmund had made preparations. He had been reluctant to use it if 


possible, but it seemed he had no other choice. Edmund raised 
Vladmir while chanting. 


Blind’s darkness could not invade Edmund’s Cube. Even amidst the 
deep darkness, Edmund’s vision was preserved. Moreover, fortunately, 
the magical eye he planted earlier in the Footprint of the God of the 
Land was still in good shape as well. 


Edmund’s original plan had been to reflect the field of vision on 
everyone’s retina. However, this was no longer feasible since the 
warriors were already completely robbed of their sight. 


‘The other senses will be taken away sequentially after sight. It will take 
dozens of minutes at the earliest until shutdown since it’s a type of poison. 
How long will it take to take away their sense of spirit?’ 


It was impossible to infer precisely. All he could do was to respond the 
best he could at the moment. Vladmir’s Dark Power started seeping 
into the space around him. 


“Ugegh...” The sorcerers near Edmund groaned. Wanting to preserve 
his strength as much as possible, Edmund took the life-force of the 
sorcerers as fuel for black magic. 


Dark Power became finely dispersed throughout the battlefield and 
pervaded the warriors of the Kochilla Tribe. Their confusion quickly 
subsided, and the warriors rapidly reorganized. Although they were 
still unable to see, they could now distinguish Dark Power through 
their sense of spirit. 


‘Maybe Balzac saw through it. But our Dark Power is not exactly the 
same.’ 


Just as Edmund did, it was also possible for Balzac to disperse his 
Dark Power throughout the battlefield to induce confusion. Of course, 
Edmund was aware of this fact and had made adequate preparations 
for it as well. 


“Tt’s your failure, Balzac Ludbeth. You could not cover my eyes after 
all.” 


His Cube remained untouched. It was clear to Edmund what his next 
course of action should be. First, he would find Balzac and kill him. 
With a wicked grin, Edmund raised Vladmir in an attempt to locate 
Balzac’s presence on the battlefield. 


However, after a brief moment, his eyes quivered with confusion. 
Although he was exploring the battlefield extensively with his Dark 
Power, he could not identify Balzac anywhere. 


Edmund was unconvinced. His Cube was intact and untouched, as was 
everything else of his. So why couldn’t he find Balzac? 


“You damned...!” 
Fwoooosh! 


From beyond the curtain of darkness, a piercing beam of light shone 
through. Though the blind warriors could not see it, the warriors of 
the Zoran Tribe and the allied tribes watched in awe as the light 
cascaded down like a healing rain. The Light's touch revived the fallen 
allies, pulling them back from the brink of death. Although the Light 
did not completely heal all wounds, it brought back those on the brink 
of death, allowing them to stagger to their feet and seize their 
weapons once more. 


“Kyaaaaaah!” Melkith charged while screaming. Lightning flashed, 
and flames burst with each of her footsteps. 


Craack. 


Edmund gritted his teeth when he saw her. He truly could not believe 
his eyes. How had a single wizard signed a contract with three Spirit 
Kings? 


Firstly, the Saint... No, it might be better to leave her alone for now.’ 


Edmund quickly regained his composure. Although the battlefield was 
obscured by Blind, it wasn’t disadvantageous for him. His purpose 
wasn’t to win the war but to complete the ritual. 


As their vision faded, the warriors' other senses sharpened. Edmund 
knew this well and seized the opportunity. He breathed the Dark 
Power into them, a force that heightened their spirit and transformed 
their fear into frenzied madness. 


It was no different for his enemies either. They held an advantage on 
the battlefield and were filled with the excitement of prospective 
victory. The Light, which continued to bring them back to life, wasn’t 
necessarily only helpful to Edmund’s enemies. The flame of life that 
bloomed as the warriors collided would fatten the consciousness and 
souls of the warriors, which would become sacrifices for the ritual. 


Tl have to kill the White Tower Master first.’ 


A master of Spirit Magic who was contracted with three Spirit Kings... 
There had never been such a wizard in the history of the continent, 
and there would not be one in the future as well. It was no 
exaggeration to say that she was a walking disaster, and her presence 
alone could change the outcome of the war. 


That’s why he needed to exterminate her now. 

Ominous Dark Power flowed from Vladmir. 

Rumbleeee! 

The ground around Melkith started to shake. 

[Contractor,] Yhanos, the Spirit King of Earth, gave a warning. 
“T know!” Melkith muttered. 

Rumbleee! 

Thick chains sprang up from the blackened ground. 


“T guess you want to kill this lady!” The chains were about to wrap 
around her limbs, but Melkith scoffed and stamped her foot. The 
ground responded, fists rising and grabbing onto the chains. And then, 
with flames wrapped around her fist, Melkith struck with a fiery 


punch. "Fire punch!" 


The spear of death collided with the fist of flame. However, Edmund 
had more attacks in store. Large demonic beasts hiding deep in the 
ground ambushed Melkith at his command. 


“Thunderbolt kick!” 


Her posture was completely disastrous, but lightning accompanied her 
kick and decimated the demonic beasts. Edmund’s shoulders heaved at 
the sight. 


“How could someone with so much power be so undignified...!?” 


He felt genuine contempt. 


‘This is troublesome.’ 


Hector let out a frustrated click of his tongue and blinked, his four 
eyes scanning the darkness around him in vain. Despite his best 
efforts, he couldn't discern anything in the inky blackness. Still, he had 
an understanding of the current situation. 


His soul was directly connected to Edmund, so he could hear the 
wizard’s messages. His body was filled with Edmund’s Dark Power, 
and it was reinforced in many ways. At first, blindness was hard to get 
used to, but after some time, he was able to get a sense of his 
surroundings. 


He still had his sense of hearing and smell, as well as the sense of 
touch and the keen sense of spirit. Once he was actively immersed in 
the remaining senses, he was able to “see” his surroundings quite well. 
It felt as if he were observing the space from someone else’s eyes. 


Hector moved with confidence as he engaged in battle with his new 
body. Yet, he remained level-headed, never allowing himself to get 
carried away. He understood his own abilities and limitations all too 
well. Despite the tremendous strength of his new form, he had learned 


a valuable lesson from his humiliating defeat at the hands of the 
Death Knight, one that had stripped him of any sense of arrogance. 


He had abandoned his pride... in his skills at the Black Lion Castle. 
Hector knew that Eugene Lionheart was a man of monstrous talent, 
someone he could not best even after a thousand battles. 


‘Nothing would have changed.’ 


Hector knew the difference between himself and Eugene, and yet, he 
searched for Eugene. He knew well the reason for his search. It was 
longing, or rather, jealousy disguised as longing. He knew he had no 
chance against Eugene, but he wanted to see Eugene fight, and if 
possible, he wanted to see Eugene die. 


Eugene wasn’t the only one Hector searched for. He was also looking 
for Cyan Lionheart, the next head of the family. Hector knew that 
Cyan was on the battlefield somewhere. 


Eugene wasn’t his only target of jealousy. Hector had known from an 
early age that he was talented. However, he had been forced to 
concede just because he was born into the collateral line of the family. 


But what about the twins of the main family? Were they truly more 
talented than Hector? He didn’t think so. In fact, the twins had failed 
to stop him in the forest at the Black Lion Castle. 


‘But I couldn’t kill them with my hands at the time.’ 


The twins had been needed as a living sacrifice for Eward’s ritual. 
However, that was no longer the case. There was no reason to keep 
Cyan Lionheart alive any longer. Despite the special treatment they 
received for being born into the main line of the family, Cyan 
Lionheart was no different from any other corpses on this battlefield. 


Hector moved, shaking off the blood from his six hands. After setting a 
clear goal, he felt a drive, a murderous intent blooming from deep 
inside his heart. 


He could not kill Eugene, but he could kill Cyan. Rather, for Hector, 
there was greater significance in killing the next head of the Lionheart 


family. 
After a while, Hector found him. 


Cyan's initial reaction was one of disgust, but as he continued to take 
more lives, he grew numb. He had steeled himself beforehand, 
convincing himself that he had no other choice. But when he actually 
plunged his sword into another person, there was no time for 
rationalization. Chaos and death reigned around him, the sound of 
screams filling his ears. 


The only thing Cyan could focus on was not to forget himself. He was 
destined to be the next head of the Lionheart family, and he could not 
die here. 


“Fwoo.” He was no longer trembling either. He learned that cutting 
people felt hellish. He learned how it felt to cut through a person with 
a sharp blade and what kind of noises someone made just before they 
died. 


Whenever he learned something new, Cyan’s heart thumped, and his 
head wailed. Nevertheless, his body continued to move like a well- 
oiled machine. His vision was wide and clear, and he continued to 
plan without interruption. 


“'..You.” He couldn’t see Eugene anywhere. They had parted ways a 
while ago. To be exact, Cyan had left Eugene, not wanting to get in 
his way. “Are you Hector?” 


Cyan looked forward while pulling out his blade from the heart of a 
native. Blood sprayed over his face, but he simply wiped it away with 
the back of his hand. 


He gazed at the abomination approaching him, its monstrous form 
slithering toward him. Unlike anything he had ever seen, it was a 
grotesque amalgamation of mismatched limbs and body parts that 
defied all human understanding. With six heterogenous arms, a body 
made up of a grotesque patchwork of creatures, and a hideous face, it 
was as far from human as anything could be. 


But despite the creature’s horrible appearance, and even though they 


weren’t the creature’s original eyes, Cyan could feel Hector from the 
creature’s four eyes. 


“Tt is said that the eyes reflect the soul.” Hector laughed, his four blind 
eyes contorting as he spoke. 


Cyan spat at his words, “You should have disappeared quietly after 
dying. I didn’t expect you to return as a monster.” 


“Are you going to fight me?” asked Hector. 


“Then should I run? Why should I? Hector, you betrayed the Lionheart 
clan. If nothing else, I’ll make sure to kill you with my own hands,” 
responded Cyan. 


Even though he was facing a hideous monster, he didn’t feel scared. It 
was quite fascinating and amazing. Even though Hector was easily 
three times as large as him, the thought of retreating didn’t even occur 
to Cyan. Instead, he knew he had to move forward. 


For Cyan, it was a mission. It would be dishonorable to run when a 
traitor, one who disgraced the Lionheart’s name, stood in front of him. 
He couldn’t possibly do so as the next head of the Lionheart family. 


Cyan gripped his sword in his right hand and held Gedon's Shield in 
his left. He wore the uniform of the Lionheart’s main family to stave 
off any feelings of shame, and he felt a warmth emanating from the 
left side of his chest. It was as though the symbol of his family was 
aglow with energy. 


Naturally, Hector could not see Cyan’s uniform or the symbol of the 
Lionheart family. However, he could feel the vivid malice coming 
from Cyan. 


With his other senses serving as his eyes, he could see the flames of 
white mana winding around Cyan’s body. 


The flames began to flutter like a Lion’s mane. 


Purple flames flared in the form of wings. It was Eugene’s Signature — 
Prominence — and the magnificent wings left feathers of fire floating 
in the darkness. A few feathers drifted towards the outskirt of the 
curtain of darkness, near Kristina and Lovellian. It was so that he 
could respond in case anyone attacked the two. 


“...1 can’t see Balzac.’ 


It did not catch Eugene off guard. The quickest way to undo Blind was 
to kill Balzac. As such, they had discussed in advance that Balzac 
would hide while maintaining Blind to devote himself to interfering 
with and obstructing Edmund’s ritual. 


Of course, Eugene did not fully trust Balzac’s words. As such, he 
focused on the magical dagger. If he sensed any progress in the ritual 
and could attribute it as being Balzac’s work, Eugene would shred his 
heart without any hesitation. And in order to accurately grasp the 
current situation, Eugene distributed Prominence’s feathers all over 
the battlefield. 


“...Cyan.’ 


Eugene frowned. He had left a few feathers near Cyan so that he could 
intervene if Cyan were in danger. Currently, Cyan was engaged ina 
battle with an unknown monster. 


‘Should I go kill him?’ 


Apparently, the monster was Hector. He had never expected Hector to 
return in such a shape. Despite his strength, Eugene believed Hector 
was too formidable for Cyan to handle. However, to his surprise, Cyan 
was holding his own in the battle. He expertly wielded Gedon's Shield 
to block Hector's attacks and took advantage of any openings to strike 
with his sword. Cyan's white flames burned fiercely, growing more 
intense as the fight raged on. 


In the end, Eugene decided not to intervene. He judged that the battle 
against Hector was necessary for Cyan. Moreover, there were other 
things Eugene needed to worry about. He needed to kill Edmund to 
stop the ritual. Even though Edmund’s Cube boasted absolute defense, 
Eugene was certain he could crush the cube with the Light of the Holy 


Sword or the Moonlight Sword. 

In addition... 

“T knew you would come,” Eugene muttered, reaching into his cloak. 
He could see the Death Knight approaching him through the darkness. 


“Trivial tricks,” the Death Knight scoffed. He was undead, and his 
body had died a long time ago. His heart was not beating, and he had 
always been blind. It meant that he was unaffected by the altercations 
to his senses. The Death Knight lost nothing in Blind, and he glared at 
Eugene with a frown. “Little boy, I couldn’t fight well last time 
because—” 


“That’s a long excuse,” Eugene interrupted with a snort while shaking 
his head. 


It was an undisguised mockery. 
The Death Knight’s expression hardened. 
“Certainly.” 


He drew his blade. 
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Although he was incapable of using mana, the Death Knight still had 
an accurate grasp over its flow. He stared at Eugene with slightly open 
eyes. 


Vermouth’s flames wove around Eugene like the mane of a lion. Three 
hundred years ago, this flame had no name. However, after the 
establishment of the Lionheart family, it was given a name — the 
White Flame Formula. From what he knew, the White Flame Formula 
consisted of Cores called “Stars” that determined one’s skill level. 


‘Purple flames... Has he developed his mana in a different way than 
Vermouth? Or did he independently develop Vermouth’s mana training 
method?’ 


The Death Knight couldn’t be sure, but he could feel that Eugene’s 
flame was special. Each of the scattering embers was an absurdly 
highly concentrated petal of mana. Moreover, a flame wasn’t the only 
thing surrounding Eugene. There were also flashes of living lightning 
mixed in with the fire of pure mana... and unlike the fire, the 
lightning felt as if it were alive. 


‘,..And what’s that behind his back? Is it wings?’ 


What bothered him the most was the wing of fire stretching behind 
Eugene’s back. It looked like a wing on the surface... but... it bothered 
him that only a single wing existed. The wing definitely wasn’t for 
flying. 


It meant the wing would serve another purpose, but the Death Knight 
could not guess its use. He could tell that the wing wasn’t a simple 
manifestation of mana. It was a type of magic, but unfortunately, the 


Death Knight was completely ignorant of magic. 


Three hundred years ago, during his life, it had been fine for him to be 
ignorant. Even if the Death Knight ignored magic, he had comrades 
who would respond to it. 


... Though, now, he didn’t want to think about them. The Death Knight 
leaned forward while grinding his teeth. It would be different from 
last time. At that time, his body, no, rather, he had not been thinking 
straight. Three centuries had passed, and no one born in this 
generation could defeat him, Hamel. He knew that it would not be an 
easy fight. Even so, he was confident in his victory. He would win. He 
had to win. 


The Death Knight couldn't fathom losing to a distant descendant of 
Vermouth, not even to Vermouth himself. With a push off the ground, 
he set his sights on reaching his enemy in an instant, ready to strike 
him down without hesitation. 


Eugene vanished, causing the Death Knight to panic briefly. It was 
ironic, given that he was already dead, but his sharp senses picked up 
on the slight mana disturbance. Without hesitation, he flung himself 
to the side. 


Eugene was using Kharbos, the Dragon Spear, but unlike when 
Vermouth had used it in the Death Knight’s memories, it didn’t make 
any loud noises. 


“Unpleasant bastard,” muttered the Death Knight. Last time, the brat 
had wielded Wynnyd, yet now he opted for a spear? The Death Knight 
felt annoyed at how his adversary seemed to underestimate him. 


The Death Knight wielded his sword with irritation and anger. Like 
Eugene’s spear, the Death Knight’s weapon made no noise as it moved. 
The Dark Power swirling around his blade was calm and subdued. The 
blade moved sluggishly, then suddenly flashed. 


“Asura Rampage,” Eugene whispered under his breath. He was no 
stranger to the disorienting whirlwind of attacks. Eugene had already 
battled against “Hamel” in the Dark Room in the Lionheart mansion’s 
basement. 


But if he had to compare the two, the Hamel from back then had 
wielded a sharper and faster sword. Perhaps it was a matter of course. 
The Hamel in the Dark Room represented Eugene's reflection, an 
existence that was a few steps ahead, embodying what Eugene had 
strived for as Hamel. 


He had died horribly at his “own” hands, experiencing deaths 
numbering well over a dozen in just half a year. Eugene’s memories 
were surfacing with heightened clarity. There was no weakness in 
Asura Rampage, and it’s not like Hamel had any habits he could 
exploit, either. Since there was no weakness, there was nothing to 
target. 


Nevertheless, Eugene possessed the knowledge of how to counter such 
a situation. Confronted with a relentless barrage of attacks, he merely 
needed to reciprocate in kind. Stepping back, Eugene firmly grasped 
the Dragon Spear with both hands. Asura Rampage was not limited to 
swordplay alone. The spear trembled and split into numerous 
mirrored forms. The wavering flames coalesced into spear-like shapes. 


The Death Knight's sword slashed, the spear thrust, the sword stabbed, 
and the spear crushed. The frenzy of two distinct weapons intertwined 
in a chaotic dance. 


Naturally, the Death Knight was pushed back. It was impossible to 
overwhelm Eugene with a technique based on shadows of the past. 
The moment the Death Knight was forced to pull out, light gathered at 
the tip of the Dragon Spear. 


Boooom! 


While the Death Knight hadn't anticipated his defeat in the exchange, 
he had foreseen the impending blast from the Dragon Spear. His face 
tensed, and he narrowly evaded the strike by swiftly contorting his 
body. Anticipating the blast had granted him an opportunity to 
seamlessly transition his movement into a counterattack. 


The Dark Power coating his hands started to swell, and he unleashed 
Infinite Purgatory with sword-force derived from Dark Power. It 
threatened to rip everything in its path to pieces. 


But Eugene was already prepared with a different weapon. It was 
Azphel, the Devouring Sword, with jagged, fang-like protrusions on its 
edge. 


Craaack! 


Azphel effortlessly cleaved through the sword-force of Dark Power. 
Undeterred, Eugene advanced, taking another step forward and 
delivering a powerful swing of Azphel aimed at the Death Knight's 
chest. 


The layer of Dark Power acting as the Death Knight’s defense was torn 
apart. Not wanting to take another step back, the Death Knight thrust 
his blade into Azphel’s orbit, attempting to stop the attack in its path. 


Clang! 


A metallic thud reverberated through the air as Eugene swiftly 
withdrew Azphel without any hesitation. 


He switched weapons once more. 


It was the Annihilation Hammer. The Death Knight’s eyes quivered 
with shock. There was no possible way he was unaware of the 
hammer’s existence. 


‘Wynnyd, Kharbos, Azphel, and now the Annihilation Hammer?’ 


Only Vermouth had been capable of handling the equipment of the 
Demon Kings. How was it possible that his descendant was capable of 
doing so as well? No, that wasn’t important right now. It didn’t matter 
how the kid was able to use the Annihilation Hammer. 


The spear, sword, and hammer were vastly distinct weapons, each 
requiring a unique handling approach. Yet, Eugene effortlessly 
transitioned between them, showcasing a remarkable fluidity in his 
weapon changes. 


The unsettling sensation from their previous encounter intensified, 
leaving the Death Knight perplexed. He was just too similar. He was 


supposed to be Vermouth’s descendant, so why...? 
‘Why are you similar to me and not Vermouth?’ 
Crunch! 


The Annihilation Hammer flung the Death Knight into the sky. 
Although the Death Knight had defended against the attack with Dark 
Power, the power contained in the blow caused his body to throb. 


Fwoosh. 


Eugene instantly closed in on the Death Knight. He was simply too 
fast. How many enemies had been so fast in the past? No, in the first 
place, had he ever faced such a fast opponent? 


And it wasn’t as if he were only fast. 
Boom! 


The following attack pushed the Death Knight even further away. It 
was Wynnyd again, and a storm devoured him. The Death Knight 
swung his sword while tracking the storm with his eyes. 


He performed the seemingly impossible, cutting through the wind. 
The wind swirled around his blade and changed its course. Parrying 
— redirecting an attack like such — was Hamel’s specialty. Eugene’s 
lips twitched as he approached the Death Knight. 


Clearly, Eugene felt a deep sense of annoyance and dissatisfaction 
with the present circumstances. However, he couldn't afford to unveil 
his true identity, aware that Amelia Merwin might be listening. 
Unable to express his sentiments directly, Eugene yearned to 
vehemently deny the existence of the bastard and everything 
associated with them. 


The two blades clashed once more. The Death Knight attempted to 
deflect Eugene’s sword once more, just as before, but failed. On the 
contrary, Wynnyd teased the Death Knight by slipping away from the 
Death Knight’s intended flow. 


Again, he was being pushed back. The Death Knight’s expression 
crumpled. 


Fwoosh! 


A surge of Dark Power emanated from the Death Knight's body and 
sword, attempting to seize Wynnyd. Yet, Eugene swiftly countered by 
twisting Wynnyd, resulting in a fusion of storm and flame. The grip of 
Dark Power faltered, overpowered by Eugene's formidable strength. 


The Death Knight’s sword was held in its place. He hurriedly extended 
his left hand towards Eugene, causing Dark Power to shoot toward his 
chest. However, it was blocked by Eugene once more, a wall of flame 
rising to stop the Death Knight. 


Beyond the wall of flames, Eugene’s cloak fluttered. 
Boooom! 


An arrow of thunder shot from inside his cape. It was an attack from 

Thunderbolt Pernoa. The arrow failed to penetrate through the Death 
Knight since it wasn’t shot directly; it instead propelled him skyward 

once again, leaving him airborne. 


“Kugh...!” The Death Knight raised his sword while chewing on his 
lips. A “door” opened from inside his unbeating heart. Deep 
underground in a desert far from here, the magic of the Demon King 
under Amelia Merwin’s control transcended the distance. An endless 
burst of Dark Power surged out from the door. 


Kwaaaah! 


The Death Knight’s sword became engulfed in Dark Power. The 
overwhelming power caused the sword’s pommel and the blade to 
disintegrate. Even so, the Death Knight was still holding onto a sword. 
It was a weapon formed from crystals that were formed from the pure, 
destructive waves of Dark power. 


The weapon emanated a pressure incomparable to before. Eugene’s 
lips twisted into a sneer as he stored the Annihilation Hammer into 
the cloak. 


He chose Altair, the brilliant Holy Sword. Even though the curtain of 
darkness covered the Footprint of the God of the Land, the Death 
Knight’s Dark Power dyed his surroundings a deeper shade of 
darkness. The sword of Dark Power was black, while Eugene’s Holy 
Sword shone brilliantly. 


Eugene slowly raised the sword while activating the White Flame 
Formula. The six Stars shone brilliantly, and a purple flame enveloped 
the light of the Holy Sword. 


Once again, Eugene concentrated his efforts, tapping into the Dragonic 
family's clandestine technique, the Empty Sword. Sword-force 
converged, gradually layering upon itself. As Eugene achieved the 
overlapping of three layers, dark spots emerged within the undulating 
waves enveloping the Holy Sword. The Holy Sword trembled as if on 
the verge of splintering, a testament to the immense power amassed 
within its very being. 


‘What is that?’ 


Shock filled the Death Knight’s eyes as he stared down. That technique 
did not belong to Hamel, so did it come from Vermouth or the 
Lionheart family? He couldn’t clearly identify it, but he knew it was 
incredibly dangerous. The Death Knight wasn’t certain if he would be 
capable of containing such massive power, but it was currently 
flowing in an incredibly sophisticated path throughout the sword. He 
couldn’t spot any wastage of power either. It was a perfect technique. 


“.,.Haha!” The Death Knight couldn’t help but laugh when he saw the 
Empty Sword. The hatred he harbored for Vermouth’s descendants, 
the anger he felt for having his techniques stolen, as well as the 
resulting malice he felt for Eugene — all of it became rather faint. Joy 
filled him for the first time after becoming a Death Knight, causing 
him to laugh. 


A Hamel-like smile graced the Death Knight's face as he let out a 
chuckle, simultaneously bringing his sword down with force. A 
sinister black line materialized from the heavens, descending upon 
Eugene with the potential to cleave the world in two. 


The Holy Sword was raised shoulder-high, and the superimposed 
layers had stabilized. All Eugene had to do was swing the sword, and 


he had no reason not to. He didn’t like how the Death Knight was 
giggling. 


He hated that the bastard dared to utter hatred for Anise, Sienna, 
Molon, and Vermouth with his face, his body, and his voice. Eugene 
felt malice towards the fact that the Death Knight laughed as if really 
believing that it was Hamel. 


‘Once more.’ 


Eugene's scowl intensified as he channeled his mana into the Empty 
Sword. Previously, black spots had burst forth, enveloping the flame 
and turning it entirely black with three overlapping layers. However, 
the current situation diverged. With the addition of another layer to 
the Empty Sword, the black spots spread rather than erupt. The 
transformation rendered the flame wholly black, surpassing mere 
coloration. The Holy Sword became shrouded in flames that possessed 
a menacing aura capable of captivating one's soul with a single glance. 


Moments before the Death Knight's sword connected with Eugene, he 
swiftly swung his own blade. In the past, his strike would have 
decapitated the enemy before it even reached them. But circumstances 
had changed. Since Eugene had achieved four layers of the Empty 
Sword, all the surrounding "power" began to decelerate. Even the 
Death Knight's sword, forged from Dark Power, succumbed to the 
influence exerted by Eugene's technique. 


Since the Empty Sword slowed down the sword of Dark Power, its 
swing wasn’t too late. The force contained within it exploded, and 
darkness quivered. The Death Knight’s sword dispersed and 
disappeared upon making contact with the Empty Sword. It was 
Eugene’s sword, not the Death Knight’s sword, that ended up cleaving 
the world into two. 


‘Death.’ 


It was the only thought that dominated his mind. The black flame did 
not dwindle despite having extinguished his Dark Power. The Death 
Knight immediately pushed himself backward while placing his left 
hand over his heart. He could not afford to hesitate. 


‘I’m going to die.’ 

What could he do in this situation? 

Could he beat his opponent even if he used Ignition? 
Could he be allowed to die here? 


His artificial memories became infused with the reality of the current 
situation. The artificial personality he was given developed a will. He 
could not find a way to overcome the current crisis in his memories. 
Right now, the Death Knight did not have Anise, Sienna, Molon, or 
Vermouth by his side. 


He had to get through this on his own. Although he had already died 
once, he could not afford to die again. He still had so much he had to 
achieve. 


He bent his fingers and dug into his heart. He felt his unbeating heart 
with the tip of his fingers. The door of Dark Power existed instead of 
Cores, and although it was already open, it wasn’t enough. The Death 
Knight twisted and tore open the gate with his own hands. 


Ignition. 


As the door expanded, an outpouring of Dark Power surged forth. In 
that precise instant, a burst of illumination pierced through the Death 
Knight's mind. His sense of self expanded in tandem with the enlarged 
door. 


The Death Knight’s movements changed. He forced into existence 
another sword formed from Dark Power. Although his power had been 
great before, it could not compare to the power he exuded now after 
using Ignition. 


The violent surge of Dark Power gave him a weapon, and at this 
moment, he threw away his pride as Hamel. He only had one desire — 
and it was to survive. He could not die. 


The fortified sword of Dark Power intercepted the advance of the 


Empty Sword. The Death Knight's heart, though devoid of a pulse, 
trembled as if on the verge of shattering into fragments. The Dark 
Power, gushing forth from the shattered door, consumed the Death 
Knight's body in its scorching flames. Amidst the crimson and ebony 
inferno, the Death Knight locked eyes with Eugene, the two 
adversaries meeting in a riveting gaze. 


Eugene’s lips twisted into a scowl. He whispered under his breath 
while staring at his old face, “Bastard.” 


The Wing of Prominence blazed fiercely behind his back. Since their 
initial encounter, he had refrained from leaping through space. It was 
to ensure that he could kill the bastard by beating him in his 
perceived area of expertise. Ignition? A bastard like you? The 
simmering anger caused Eugene to place his hand on his heart, but he 
quickly regained his composure. 


He didn’t need to use Ignition. Against that bastard? What for? He had 
no intention of using Ignition to kill the Death Knight. 


He synchronized himself with the fluttering feathers. Instead of 
causing his heart and Cores to run rampant, he chose to replace 
Ignition with Prominence. 


He was being pushed back. 


For a slight moment, the enormous pool of Dark Power, which 
threatened to disintegrate the Death Knight’s body, had prevented the 
advance of the Empty Sword, providing the Death Knight with a slight 
advantage. 


‘I won.’ 


The Death Knight thought momentarily, but it never turned into a 
conviction. Instead, his optimistic thought was immediately denied. 
Eugene’s power was amplified by Prominence, and it completely 
wasted the Death Knight’s Dark Power. 


The curtain of darkness was lifted for a moment. Eugene’s sword had 
lacerated the entire space occupied by the curtain. The Death Knight 
could think no thoughts at that moment. 


It was only aware of the harsh reality. 


Devoid of Dark Power and with his sword shattered, the Death Knight 
faced a grim reality. Eugene's blade had pierced through his body, 
rendering him not just wounded but utterly extinguished. The lower 
half of the Death Knight's form was no more, consumed by the 
devouring flames of the very same inferno that brought about his 
demise. The wound inflicted upon him was undeniably fatal. 


ecccee 


The Death Knight opened his mouth unknowingly. However, no words 
came. He could not say anything, even though numerous thoughts 
swirled around in his mind. 


“T...” He was left with a series of questions. The Death Knight barely 
managed to speak, “I... lost? To you?” 


Eugene stood in front of him. The Death Knight reached for Eugene 
while bleeding Dark Power. The gesture felt almost desperate, and 
Eugene reached out in the same way as if to respond. 


Unlike the Death Knight’s helplessly floundering hand, a flame of 
mana burned inside Eugene’s steady palm. Prominence’s feather 
combined with the flame, creating a miniature sun. Black spots spread 
on the surface of the sun and turned it black. 


‘Ah.’ 


Eclipse swallowed the Death Knight’s hand. At the same time, the 
Holy Sword pierced his heart. 


SThisise.” 


His heart was destroyed, and Eclipse started to devour what was left 
of him. The Death Knight couldn’t help but laugh at the sight. 


“T can’t beat you.” 


Such were his last words before Eclipse made an ash of his remaining 


flesh. Eugene muttered while glaring at the dispersing ashes. “Of 
course you can’t, you bastard.” 


The Death Knight had been a ghost of the past and a fake one to boot. 
If Eugene struggled to vanquish such an opponent, then all the 
moments he had invested in this existence would have amounted to 
naught. 


Eugene lowered the Holy Sword with a snort. 


Chapter 290 
The Footprint of the God of the 
Land (4) 


Melkith found herself ensnared in a web of Chains of Dark Power. The 
weight of their grasp threatened to shatter her fragile form, yet she 
discovered solace in knowing that the limbs ensnared in the chains 
were but an illusion. As the earthly appendages crumbled under the 
strain of the chains, she surrendered, understanding the futility of 
attempting to break free from the oppressive clutches of Dark Power. 


Melkith's actions were not fraught with peril. Without hesitation, the 
limbs that had retreated into the earth swiftly reemerged, seamlessly 
reattaching to her body and transforming into new appendages that 
adhered firmly. 


‘How persistent, you obnoxious bastard...!” 


At the heart of the Infinity Force, Melkith stood her ground. A frown 
etched across her face as she focused her attention. From the distant 
reaches of the battlefield, a relentless barrage of black magic cascaded 
down upon her. Edmund Codreth, the son of a bitch, was seeking to 
claim her life, cunningly concealed from sight and ensuring his own 
safety. 


The darkness that covered the ground suppressed Melkith and severed 
her from her connection to the Earth Spirit King. Furthermore, the 
Dark Power that targeted her from the darkness ensured that she 
could not move and, in turn, rooted Infinity Force in place as well. 


Melkith, being a formidable adversary by nature, was far from an easy 
opponent. In all honesty, had she merely forged a pact with the Spirit 
King of Earth and Thunder, it would have demanded her utmost 
strength just to maintain her position. However, considering the sheer 
force and destructive power Edmund displayed, it was evident that 
she would have succumbed to defeat long before. 


However, she could stand her ground with Infinity Force and even 
fight back when there were opportunities. 


...Craaack! 


Emerging from the apex of the Infinity Force, a lengthy rod 
materialized, pulsating with immense energy at its tip. A fusion of 
lightning and flames intertwined, gathering in a potent amalgamation. 
With Edmund Codreth's Cube squarely in its sights, the concentrated 
energy surged forth, unleashed in the form of a formidable laser beam. 


Rumbleeee! 


Within the beam resided an extraordinary energy, prompting Edmund 
Codreth to swiftly invoke a defensive spell, his annoyance evident in 
the clicking of his tongue. However, before he could complete the 
incantation, luminous radiance descended upon him from beyond the 
concealment of the veil. 


As if conjured by some mythical giants, numerous swords of light 
descended upon Edmund Codreth, their count easily reaching dozens. 
Towering in size, these majestic blades effortlessly cleaved through his 
defensive enchantments, rending them asunder. 


The conjurer of the brilliant blades was none other than Kristina 
Rogeris, the hideous doll made by mixing the bones and flesh of the 
previous Saints. Beyond the curtain, Edmund could see Kristina 
levitating above the cliff, showcasing all her eight wings. 


How was it possible that such a crudely formed doll had reached such 
a level of performance? 


“You're nothing but an imitation...!” Edmund roared with anger and 
irritation. 


Kwaaaaah! 


At long last, the laser beam unleashed by Melkith reached its intended 
destination. A multitude of sorcerers stood in Edmund's proximity, 
devoid of the protective shield offered by the Cube. Furthermore, the 
majority among them were already fatigued, having served as magical 


batteries for Edmund's magic. But their presence would have made 
little difference even if they had been in pristine condition. 


None among them mustered the strength to mount any form of 
defense against the oncoming laser beam, which left nothing in its 
wake as lightning and flame engulfed the area. However, despite 
confronting such a formidable onslaught directly, not even a single 
blemish marred the surface of the Cube. 


‘This isn’t good,’ Edmund thought as he raised Vladmir. 


The conflict raged on within the realm of Blind, extending the 
duration of the battle. The effects of Balzac's Signature had stripped 
the warriors of their sight, hearing, and sense of smell. Though they 
could still discern allies from enemies through their spiritual senses, 
their morale had plummeted into the depths of despair. 


‘The summons of the Red Tower Master... They’re devouring the bodies 
and trapping the souls.’ 


It wouldn’t change the overall course of the ritual, but it still bothered 
Edmund. He couldn’t help but wonder if he should have targeted the 
Red Tower Master and the Saint first. Though he wanted to take care 
of them personally, he could not step out of the Footprint of the God 
of the Land, given that he was the centerpiece of the ritual. 


Then he had no choice but to borrow someone else’s hands. First, 
Edmund divided his consciousness. He allocated a part of it to the 
ritual while focusing the rest on necromancy. Although he wasn’t fond 
of it, he was still capable of using necromancy. 


Corpses began to rise, and the dead warriors of the Kochilla Tribe 
weren’t the only ones affected by the magic. The corpses of warriors 
belonging to the Zorans and the allied tribes were also reanimated as 
undead and dead demonic beasts began to rampage after coming back 
to life. 


But he didn’t think this was sufficient. So, after conjuring a 
necromancy spell, he targeted the living warriors with black magic. 
He had wanted to avoid lowering the purity of their souls by using 
black magic, but... given the dire circumstances unfolding before him, 


he found himself devoid of the luxury of hesitation. 


The Dark Power he had implanted in the warriors clouded their 
reason and strengthened their bodies, leading them to a state of 
madness. 


The warriors began to run rampant while roaring like animals. Their 
nails and claws became reinforced like sharp blades, and their swollen 
muscles did not burst or break even in the face of their enemies’ 
attacks. 


“To think it would come this far...!” Edmund spat in anger, quivering. 
He had made Samar his destination to filter and avoid unexpected 
variables as much as possible, but everything was running wild 
beyond his imagination. 


What irked him greatly was the frustrating fact that he could not 
dispatch Melkith El-Hayah as swiftly as he had planned. It was not 
feasible for him to devote his undivided attention to her demise, and 
eliminating a master of Spirit Magic, who held pacts with three Spirit 
Kings, proved to be an arduous task indeed. 


Furthermore, the limited resources he could allocate for her assault 
were being thwarted by a formidable divine power. With a pallid and 
fatigued countenance, Kristina Rogeris tightly clutched her rosary, 
exerting her own influence over the situation. 


Every time he attacked, Kristina’s divine power interfered. She could 
not completely nullify his attacks, but she did well in reducing his 
power. 


‘There are too many bugs to kill.’ 


There were too many things for him to care about. He was bothered 
that Balzac had disappeared for such a long time as well... 


What was he up to? Was he hiding so that he could maintain Blind? 
Or was he waiting for the critical moment to try and rob the ritual 
from Edmund? 


‘Hamel.’ 


Edmund searched for the Death Knight on the battlefield. Firstly, he 
would borrow the Death Knight’s hands to kill the Saint and the Red 
Tower Master. Since he claimed to be Hamel, that much wouldn’t be 
difficult for him. 


‘Hamel. I need your help. Go to the cliff immediately and take the Saint 
and the Red Tower Master—’ 


Boooooom! 


An explosion resonated, assaulting Edmund's eardrums with a 
deafening impact. The veil of darkness trembled, and in the wake of 
the thunderous noise, a fleeting but brilliant flash illuminated the 
world for a mere moment. 


After the brief moment, Blind once again threw the world into 
darkness. However, Edmund understood what had transpired in that 
brief instance. An incredibly powerful force had split the world just 
for a moment. 


‘Hamel?’ 


Edmund hastily called out once more, but he received no response. It 
wasn’t that the Death Knight had ignored his message, but rather that 
there wasn’t anyone to receive his message. This could only mean one 
thing. The Death Knight, who had been created by improving on the 
body of the hero from three hundred years ago, had been annihilated 
on this battlefield. 


“How could this be...!?” Edmund spat out in shock and astonishment. 
He knew that Eugene Lionheart was strong. In their last skirmish, the 
Death Knight had been pushed back by Eugene rather than taking the 
upper hand. 


However, both sides had been reserving their true power. Edmund 
had believed that the results would be different if both of them had 
fought with everything they had. Had he considered the possibility of 
the Death Knight’s defeat? It had not been out of the question, but he 
had been doubtful. It was only natural, given that the Death Knight 
was formed from the body of the Stupid Hamel. In addition to 
possessing Hamel’s body, the Death Knight had been created whilst 


maximizing Hamel’s ability to fight based on his memories. 


So how had he lost in such a short period? How could he have lost? 
Indeed, Eugene Lionheart was strong and was the Hero chosen by the 
Holy Sword, but he was still only twenty-one years old. 


Dizziness overcame Edmund, his head swirling with a disorienting 
sensation. In his endeavors within Helmuth, he had received no 
assistance save for Amelia Merwin, from whom he had borrowed the 
formidable Death Knight. The Death Knight was supposed to have 
played a pivotal role within his forces, yet its swift annihilation left 
him reeling. 


‘I don’t even expect you to take him with you. A fatal wound, at least... ’ 


Edmund immediately used a search spell. He hoped that Eugene was 
fatally wounded and unable to battle. However, the reality was too 
cruel. 


Far from being fatally wounded, there wasn’t even a scratch on 
Eugene. He didn’t even look tired, either. Eugene’s cold, calculating 
golden eyes darted, and he made eye contact with Edmund, who was 
observing him through the spell. 


Edmund unwittingly tightened his grasp on Vladmir. 
‘Hector!’ 


Although Hector was incomparably insignificant compared to the 
Death Knight, it was better than nothing. However, even Hector did 
not respond right away. He wasn’t in a situation where he could come 
to Edmund’s aide right away. 


Edmund became enraged after identifying the opponent Hector was 
engaged with. 


“Cyan Lionheart? I even went to the trouble of building you a new 
body, and you’re stuck with a brat like that?” 


He mobilized all of his divided consciousness to get an accurate 


understanding of the current situation and to come up with a solution. 
Soon, he came to a decision. He had to let go of his lingering feelings 
and greed. It was already impossible to reach the ideal, perfect ritual 
he had planned to complete in an all-out war, but he didn’t have the 
time. 


He had dispersed too much power in the ritual, and it was all because 
he had been pursuing perfection. According to his original plan, he 
would have had more than enough time, but the enemy was much 
stronger than his expectations. 


If things continued his way, everything would fail, and he could not 
afford that. Edmund tightened his grasp on Vladmir while focusing on 
and manipulating his Dark Power. 


He interfered with the ritual and made changes. He had been pursuing 
quality over quantity with the blood and soul sacrifices for the ritual, 
but he could no longer care about the quality of the offerings. As such, 
he would quickly increase the number of sacrifices. Edmund’s lips 
moved quickly. 


The frenzied warriors underwent yet another transformation in their 
relentless rampage. Stripped of all vestiges of humanity, their wild 
state intensified to an alarming degree. They became single-minded, 
driven by a singular purpose — to procure an ever-growing supply of 
living sacrifices, then to offer themselves as sacrifices at the end. 


The change wasn’t only prevalent in the warriors fighting in the 
Footprint of the God of the Land. Edmund’s black magic refluxed 
through the Earth Vein back to the capital of the Kochilla Tribe, which 
was located far from here. 


There weren’t any warriors remaining in the capital. Most of them 
were elders, women, and children who could not fight. 


Black magic permeated their minds, and the lunatics started cutting 
out each other’s hearts after losing their reason. In no time, carnage 
unfolded in the heart of the Kochilla Tribe. 


So the ritual accelerated. Blood and souls from the slaughtered in the 
capital would be transported to the Footprint of the God of the Land 


through the Earth Veins. 


Edmund did not need much more time. He would become less than 
the ideal version of the Demon King he pursued, but there was no 
helping it. 


‘At the end of the day, I will still transcend humanity.’ 


It’s what Edmund desperately wished for — to become a 
transcendental being beyond humans. Even if he could not become the 
strongest and greatest Demon King, a Demon King was still a 
transcendental existence. Even though he was forced to compromise, 
he would still be achieving his wish. 


‘Ten minutes at most before the conditions are fulfilled. I can definitely 
hold on for that long.’ 


Now that he had changed the contents of the ritual, he no longer 
needed to suppress Melkith. Rather, he hoped that she would run 
rampant and speed up the process of his ritual. Lovellian’s summons 
were still hindering the process of the ritual, but it was as if he were 
trying to cover the entire sky with his palms. How did he plan on 
stopping the overwhelming amounts of blood and souls coming from 
the Kochilla Tribe’s capital? 


‘I won.’ 


He had already made a compromise, so he had to win. Edmund raised 
Vladmir with a convinced smile. Having simplified the ritual, he now 
had a greater reserve of power to tap into. Moreover, Edmund had 
given up on suppressing Melkith, so the full might of his magic was at 
his disposal. 


Edmund’s Dark Power rose from the ground as a giant black hand. The 
Hand of Death, which destroyed everything it touched, lurched 
forward. If there was any chance of the ritual failing, it was because of 
one person. 


Edmund was wary of the power that Eugene Lionheart had used in 
killing the Death Knight earlier. Edmund was still quite certain that 
the Cube’s defenses were impenetrable, but he couldn’t simply ignore 


Eugene’s enormous power either. 


In truth, Edmund harbored a desire to offer Eugene as a sacrifice. 
Despite having already relinquished numerous concessions in his 
ritual, the notion of sacrificing such a potent and extraordinary soul 
ignited within him the possibility of elevating his ritual to a realm of 
higher dimensions, a chance for its evolution. 


Fwoosh! 
Eugene suddenly appeared out of thin air from embers. 


‘Magic... I don’t know that kind of magic. Is that his Signature? Is he 
taking his feathers as coordinates and... I see.’ 


Despite studying magic for a mere span of less than five years, the 
young child had achieved the remarkable level of an Archwizard. His 
mastery of the arcane arts exceeded expectations, with his Signature 
displaying exceptional qualities and demonstrating a great level of 
sophistication. 


“His existence itself is unreasonable,” Edmund muttered. He had never 
felt jealousy toward humans, but this was the sole exception. He felt 
jealous of that unreasonably talented youngster. 


It only fueled his desire to take Eugene Lionheart as a sacrifice. It 
wasn’t based on his theories as a wizard, but Edmund was convinced. 
If he could take Eugene Lionheart as a sacrifice, he had a hunch that 
he could obtain the status of a Great Demon King despite the 
concessions he made. 


“Come,” Edmund said while maintaining the Hand of Death. 
Rumbleeee! 


The hand approached Eugene while growing in size, and by the time it 
was near Eugene, it was as big as the side of a cliff. But despite the 
advance of the threatening attack, Eugene seemed unfazed. He reacted 
with a simple move. 


The Holy Sword was already in his hand, and he was maintaining 
Prominence in place of Ignition. His mana was burning around him as 
flames. The lion’s mane fluttered, and the flames coating the Holy 
Sword became riddled with black spots. 


Boooom! 
A horizontal slash easily split the Hand of Death into two. 


However, it was only the loss of a single spell. It meant nothing to 
Edmund. 


With a disdainful snort, Edmund summoned his Dark Power once 
again. The domain surrounding him, centered around the Cube, was 
firmly under his control. He possessed the ability to unleash hundreds 
of spells in one breath, each infused with lethal potency capable of 
effortlessly extinguishing a human life. 


As if to prove this, his magic materialized. Eugene grabbed Akasha 
from inside his cloak. The spells Edmund unleashed weren’t randomly 
created. All the spells were connected, and no exit existed to escape 
the barrage. 


[Sir Eugene!] Mer arrived at the same conclusion. Even though she 
specialized in magical support, she could not find any gaps in 
Edmund’s magic. 


She had no choice but to admit it. As a wizard, Edmund was superior 
in every way to Eugene. Eugene could never hope to win in a battle of 
magic. 


However, this fact wasn’t despairing for Eugene. He had other 
weapons at his disposal besides magic. The moment Edmund’s spells 
descended, Eugene let go of Akasha and grabbed onto a pommel. 


‘That’s... ’ 


From within his cloak, Eugene produced an object, and a dull gray 
radiance diffused through the encompassing darkness. Despite the 
onslaught of spells relentlessly assailing Eugene, Edmund's 
incantations dissolved into nothingness as the ethereal gray light 


interwove in front of him. The moonlight voraciously devoured the 
magic, eroding its very essence. 


‘What is it?’ 
Edmund unknowingly moved the Cube backward. 


Eugene wielded the moonlight and painted a crescent moon. Dark 
Power could not block the moonlight. How could it when the 
moonlight simply devoured anything and everything it touched? 


“Don’t tell me...” Edmund’s face turned pale. 


He had read about a similar sword in the special archives of Babel. But 
that couldn’t be. The sword had not been seen for three hundred 
years, so how could it be here? 


“The Moonlight Sword...?” Edmund spat out in disbelief. 


Eugene stared at Edmund for a moment before bursting out in 
laughter. “So you know about this?” 


Edmund’s expression crumpled after hearing Eugene’s answer. 


Chapter 291 
The Footprint of the God of the 
Land (5) 


The Moonlight Sword of Vermouth Lionheart remained absent from 
the annals of history, void of any recorded mention. Its elusive nature 
was further accentuated by the fact that Vermouth never exhibited the 
sword nor employed it in any manner after returning from Helmuth. 
Nor did he opt to entrust the Moonlight Sword to the guardianship of 
the esteemed Lionheart lineage. 


It seemed as though the Moonlight Sword had never been, as if it had 
been wiped from the collective memory. However, within the special 
archives of Babel, there existed a record acknowledging the sword's 
existence. 


It was a record left by Gavid Lindman, the Sword of Incarceration. But 
rather than a record, it was more accurate to call it a personal 
obsession. Gavid Lindman had been afraid of the Moonlight Sword, 
and he had been obsessed with it as well. 


Edmund understood the driving force behind Gavid's relentless 
fixation. Gavid's own sword, Glory, had fallen short of surpassing the 
legendary Moonlight Sword wielded by Vermouth Lionheart. When 
the Moonlight Sword vanished without a trace in the annals of history, 
Gavid conjectured that Vermouth had either destroyed or concealed 
the enigmatic blade. For countless years, Gavid persevered in his quest 
to uncover the materials of the Moonlight Sword. 


However, at some point in time, Gavid stopped his search. It wasn’t 
clear whether he wanted to escape from the sense of defeat he felt 
towards Vermouth or because of his faith in Glory, but Gavid gave up 
on the Moonlight Sword. 


Nevertheless, traces of Gavid's fervent search persisted within the 
hallowed confines of the special archives. The Moonlight Sword, a 


calamity incarnate within the form of a weapon, possessed a 
malevolent radiance that cast an eerie glow. Its ominous aura 
remained unparalleled, rendering even the mighty Dark Power of the 
Demon Kings unable to claim a definitive advantage against the sheer 
might emanating from the Moonlight Sword. 


‘How could this be...!?’ Edmund’s shock was even greater because he 
knew the identity of the Moonlight Sword. Despite Eugene's 
formidable strength, be it with or without the Holy Sword, Edmund 
remained resolute in his unwavering faith in the Cube's impenetrable 
defense. The divine power bestowed upon the Holy Sword was but the 
authority of an absent deity. Edmund harbored doubts regarding the 
absolute potency of this enigmatic divinity, perceiving it as an 
ambiguous force. 


However, the Moonlight Sword was a different story. The power 
contained within the weapon wasn’t something vague like divine 
power. 


It contained destructive power of unknown origin. Moreover, as 
foretold in the records, the sword exuded an overwhelming aura of 
foreboding. Even casting a mere glance upon its dull gray radiance 
suffused Edmund with an instinctive apprehension, a visceral 
awareness of impending peril. 


He could not allow it to come near. 


Edmund immediately invoked his magic. Layers upon layers of 
defensive magic formed a wall in front of the Cube. The magic he had 
allowed to seep into the space surrounding them was activated and 
targeted Eugene’s life. 


Moonlight expanded. Eugene moved forward, extinguishing the 
bombardment of magic. It was true that the Moonlight Sword held a 
great advantage over magic, but such an overwhelming power also 
stressed the user with a great burden. Even Vermouth had been unable 
to swing the Moonlight Sword freely at will. 


The Moonlight Sword wasn’t complete. It was only about a third of its 
full form, which decreased the burden on Eugene, but also its power. 
It was impossible for Eugene to completely vanquish the magic of such 
a powerful black wizard. 


However, Akasha granted Eugene a profound understanding of magic. 
With this newfound insight, Eugene possessed the ability to perceive 
the impending attacks even before they were set into motion. Utilizing 
this foresight, he swiftly closed the gap between himself and Edmund, 
deftly severing the intricate connections underlying the magic spells. 


Vladmir glowed with a wicked light. It was a staff that made use of a 
whole dragon heart, just like Akasha. However, it possessed a different 
power. 


Akasha’s power allowed the user an understanding of magic. It 
allowed the user to comprehend magic they had never learned, and 
through comprehension, it allowed the optimization of existing magic 
into a more powerful form. 


Vladmir's power diverged from Akasha's in its essence, emphasizing a 
more forceful and aggressive approach. Instead of bestowing a 
heightened understanding, it bestowed upon its wielder the capacity 
to overpower adversaries through sheer, unbridled might. Even when 
casting the same spell, the magic channeled through Vladmir would 
be heavier. 


Booom! 


The blast of moonlight came to an abrupt halt; its advance halted in 
its tracks. Spells that had previously been easily disrupted now 
resisted attempts to break through once they were infused with the 
power of Vladmir. 


Eugene’s lips twisted into a smile. He was reminded of the past when 
he saw Vladmir. Belial, the lich better known as the Staff of 
Incarceration, had once been the master of Vladmir. At that time, all 
five of them, including Vermouth, had attacked together to break 
through his magic. 


‘But you’re not Belial,’ Eugene thought. 


Indeed, Edmund was the current Staff of Incarceration. However, 
Eugene didn’t think he was as strong or stronger than Belial. Their 
present state proved it. Even though the Moonlight Sword was in a 
weakened state, it wasn’t far behind Edmund’s magic in power. 


Eugene scattered feathers of Prominence, then continuously leaped 
through space while brandishing the Moonlight Sword. The waves of 
moonlight seemed to form a circle reminiscent of a full moon. 


Quaaash! 


The moment Eugene’s flames were extinguished by black magic, he 
focused his power on the Holy Sword, which he held in the opposite 
hand. Although he could not use the Empty Sword with the Moonlight 
Sword, there were no such restrictions with the Holy Sword. A burst 
of light once again illuminated the darkness. 


The Cube’s surface reverberated, but it remained intact. Edmund felt 
relieved, then instantly felt mortified he had done so. 


His body filled with the Dark Power of the Demon King of 
Incarceration. Four hands rose from the ground in front of the Cube, 
and a black flame bloomed between the palms. Simultaneously, 
numerous eyes appeared around the Cube. 


The Eye of Curse possessed the ability to bind the target's body, 
essence, and very soul with but a single gaze. As countless eyes fixed 
their gazes upon Eugene, he felt an immediate rigidity seizing his 
being. 


Edmund did not miss the opportunity and immediately unleashed 
Hellfire. Just before the black fire struck, a beam of light descended 
from the sky and wrapped around Eugene. The power belonged to 
Kristina and Anise. The curse that paralyzed Eugene’s body was 
dispelled, and the fire was deflected for a short moment. 


The Holy Sword reacted to the fallen Light, and Eugene immediately 
cut through the Hellfire. Instead of jumping straight through the gap, 
Eugene leaped through space using Prominence. 


Kwaaaaa! 


The luminescence of the Moonlight Sword blazed against the Cube. 
Beyond the shattering and scattering moonlight, it was possible to see 
the surface of the Cube trembling. But as expected, it was impossible 
to crush the cube with just a single strike. 


Edmund’s eyes filled with shock. Although the Cube had resisted, the 
magical incantation that composed his magic had been damaged. At 
this rate, it would surely collapse, and a crack would appear on the 
Cube. Edmund hurriedly used his Dark Power to repair the damage. 


‘It wasn’t as if there was no damage.’ 


Eugene observed Edmund using Dark Power to reinforce the Cube. He 
knew what he had to do. He just needed to unleash a barrage of 
attacks faster than Edmund could repair and reinforce the Cube. 


Naturally, Edmund did not plan on allowing this to happen. He could 
not allow Eugene to narrow the distance. Vladmir filled with Dark 
Power once more. 


Rumbleeee! 


From the depths of the gathering Dark Power, five colossal figures 
materialized, taking on the imposing form of giants. Forged from a 
fusion of potent magic and the enigmatic essence of Dark Power, these 
giants set their sights on Eugene, launching a ferocious assault. Yet, 
they existed only to serve as a mere diversion, buying Edmund 
precious moments. Edmund immediately shifted his focus away from 
the towering giants, redirecting his energies toward the resumption of 
his own spellcasting. 


The numerous eyes were still capturing Eugene. However, they 
weren't nearly as effective as before, with the shining Light protecting 
Eugene from beyond the curtain of darkness. 


A complex magic circle appeared on the surface of the Cube, and the 
object started to float upwards. 


Boooom! 


An explosion emanated from Eugene, separate from Edmund's own 
actions. Edmund stared at Eugene in astonishment as the giants 
formed from Dark Power were systematically destroyed, vanishing one 
by one. 


Eugene exerted his will, propelling the sun that hovered in his palm 


toward Edmund. The sunspots expanded rapidly, gradually engulfing 
the radiant sphere until it was completely obscured, marking the 
culmination of Eclipse. A sense of trepidation gripped Edmund, 
compelling him to hastily overlay additional layers upon the magic 
circle suspended in the air. 


A barrage of magic was unleashed from the magic circle, and it 
collided with Eclipse. At first, it seemed as if the two attacks would 
offset each other, but the sinister moonlight severed the intertwining 
forces. 


‘What is this?’ 


Edmund did not want to acknowledge the ominous feeling that crept 
up from the depths of his heart. He continued to cast his spells 
without a break. 


Craaack! 


The upturned earth surged towards Eugene, seemingly driven by an 
unseen volition. While the earth itself posed no immediate grave 
danger, each grain of soil bore the mark of Edmund's Dark Power. As 
the energies intermingled and intertwined, a transformative alchemy 
took place, birthing a novel form of magic. 


The amalgamation of connected energies weaved a chain formed from 
Dark Power, and it expanded to envelop Eugene and the space around 
him. 


A chain of darkness intertwined the fragmented landmasses, its ebony 
links stretching outward to encompass Eugene and the surrounding 
space. Gradually tightening, the constricting chain caused the once 
expansive area to shrink, creating an ominous convergence that 
loomed over Eugene, menacingly poised to crush him under its 
relentless pressure. 


Booom...! 


Eugene could no longer be seen, and Edmund hoped that Eugene had 
been crushed along with the space. He willed the chain to wrap 
around the lump of land, then burned it whole using Hellfire. 


Unfortunately, once again, moonlight emerged. 
Fwoosh! Fwoosh! 


Eugene escaped the prison of black magic while swinging the 
Moonlight Sword. Edmund shouted unknowingly while causing 
Hellfire to erupt once more, “Just die!” 


How many times had it been? He had used a series of magic that 
could unconditionally kill his enemy, but for the umpteenth time in a 
row, Eugene was completely unscathed. The damned Moonlight 
Sword continued to destroy his black magic. 


It was the same now. The Hellfire, which was supposed to burn and 
devour everything it touched, was instead being blocked and 
devoured by the dreary moonlight. 


Edmund roared while once again unfolding his magic circle. He 
unleashed Spears of Death one after another, and lightning fell from 
the space distorted by magic. 


The Wing of Prominence quivered, and a diminished manifestation of 
Eclipse erupted, intercepting the oncoming bolt. The spears were 
thwarted as Eugene brandished the Moonlight Sword and the Holy 
Sword in unison. 


“Just die!” Edmund shouted once more. 
Boom! Boom! Boom! 


With a forceful strike of Vladmir against the earth, a multitude of 
blades, thorns, and chains erupted from the ground, soaring through 
the air with lethal intent. The chains would ensnare, the blades cleave, 
and the thorns pierce. However, the chain was the first to succumb, 
and its hold shattered. The thorns clashed against one another, their 
piercing ends rendered ineffective. Even the blades encountered 
resistance, blocked from their intended path. 


“The Demon Spear!” shouted Edmund. 


Eugene ignored his cry and struck the ground with the Demon Spear. 
The spears he summoned struck the Cube, but it endured. Next was 
the Annihilation Hammer. After storing the spear away, he took out 
the Annihilation Hammer and struck the Cube with all his might. 


Booom! 


Though unable to breach the surface, the impact of the strike 
disturbed the magic circle forming on the Cube's exterior. Eugene 
withdrew the hammer without any regret. As he prepared to retrieve 
another weapon, Edmund held his breath, his grip on Vladmir 
tightening. This time, a silver-blue sword emerged — a familiar sight 
to Edmund. It was none other than Wynnyd, the very sword he had 
witnessed before. 


However, instead of wielding Wynnyd, Eugene tossed it behind his 
back. One of the floating feathers disappeared together with the 
sword. 


“’,.What did you do?” asked Edmund, wary of Wynnyd’s 
disappearance. 


Eugene shook his head before answering, “You don’t have to worry 
about it.” 


He dismissed Tempest’s complaints, and after confirming that Cyan 
had received Wynnyd, Eugene once again wrapped his hands around 
the Moonlight Sword and the Holy Sword. 


Edmund’s eyes quivered at the sight. 


“Why are you doing this to me?” Edmund asked sincerely. “If you had 
not come here and had not complicated my plans, then I would have 
achieved my long-cherished wish. I would have achieved something 
no one had ever achieved, no, something no one will ever achieve in 
the future! I, a human, could have ascended to a Demon King through 
magic.” 


Edmund’s cries were bitter and desperate. He used magic while 
willing the Cube backward. The space between Eugene and Edmund 
became distorted. Even though Eugene moved forward, the distance 


didn’t seem to decrease. 


“Eugene Lionheart! What the hell did I ever do to you? I have never 
blocked your path, gotten in your way, or threatened you. So why are 
you interfering with my plan and threatening me!?” Edmund’s shouts 
reverberated in the distorted space. It was quite a powerful 
hallucination magic, but it had almost no effect on Eugene. There was 
no way he would succumb to mere tricks when he had already 
experienced Noir Giabella’s fantasies. 


“Why are you doing this to me? Even if I become a Demon King, I 
would not do anything to you. My purpose isn’t to achieve something 
by becoming a Demon King but to transcend my existence by 
becoming a Demon King! If the ritual succeeds and I become a Demon 
King, I will do nothing.” Edmund continued to shout. 


His screams caught Eugene off guard. Did that bastard truly think that 
way? Wasn’t it natural to stop a black wizard from trying to become a 
Demon King? Moreover, it wasn’t like he was trying to become a 
Demon King from the corner of a room without bothering anyone. He 
was holding a ritual that required countless sacrifices. Did he really 
think that he would be left alone? 


“What the fuck is this bastard saying?” Eugene spat with a scowl, 
raising the Moonlight Sword. There was no need to hear any more of 
the nonsense. 


Edmund truly felt wronged. No one cared about the wars that the 
natives of Samar waged. It was precisely this reason that led him to 
select Samar as the location for his ritual. He believed, and rightly so, 
that if it hadn't been for Eugene's interference, his ritual would have 
proceeded smoothly, unhindered by any complications. 


“Don’t come any closer!” Edmund screamed while swinging Vladmir 
when Eugene raised the Moonlight Sword. Dark Power turned into a 
wave of black and washed over Eugene. 


Booom! 


Eugene blocked the wave with Eclipse, then severed the Dark Power 
with the Moonlight Sword. 


"Again!" Edmund exclaimed, his hand instinctively clutching his chest. 
Feelings of injustice and sorrow surged within him, intensified by the 
sickening presence of the Moonlight Sword. Though he had 
encountered it in the records, witnessing it firsthand made him 
acutely aware of the sheer absurdity of this weapon. How could a 
sword, a mere sword, possess the power to effortlessly sever the Dark 
Power of Demon Kings and Vladmir? 


“T dedicated my entire life to my magic! It’s just a sword!” Edmund 
screamed. 


Eugene remained silent in response to Edmund's outcry, yet he felt a 
bit bummed. The Moonlight Sword was far from deserving the label of 
a mere sword. Edmund had dedicated his entire existence to the 
pursuit of magic, but Eugene had devoted his entire life to the art of 
swordplay. In fact, if he were to account for his previous life, Eugene 
had spent two lifetimes immersed in the study and mastery of the 
sword. 


“Don’t come near me!” Edmund shouted while striking the ground 
with Vladmir. The Cube moved, and the cube of absolute defense rose 
into the sky. 


Time — he needed time. How much longer? Had he not bought enough 
time already? 


Edmund meticulously monitored his divided consciousness, his gaze 
unwavering as he scrutinized Eugene's every move. The ongoing 
conflict within the Footprint of the God of the Land had exacted a 
heavy toll, claiming the lives of innumerable native inhabitants. The 
blood spilled, and the souls harvested had already surpassed the 
minimum requirements Edmund had established for his ritual. 


Moreover, he had to take into account the blood and souls coming 
from the capital of the Kochilla Tribe. Was it sufficient to attempt the 
ritual? He wanted to make the calculations, but he could not afford to. 


Crunch! 


Eugene broke through the obstruction and swung the Moonlight 
Sword. Gray light scratched the surface of the Cube. 


“You bastard!” Edmund shouted with sincerity. It was impossible for 
him to attempt the ritual and repair the Cube at the same time. Was 
he truly left with no option but to gamble? Unfortunately, he wasn’t 
given the time to contemplate his options. 


Craaaack! 


Eugene repeatedly slashed with the Moonlight Sword, leaving cracks 
on the surface of the Cube. 


‘I should...!’ 


In the eleventh hour, Edmund found solace in his unwavering self- 
belief. The culmination of the ritual's intricacies left no room for 
doubt — it stood resolute in its completeness. Edmund had made the 
calculated choice to prioritize quantity over quality, ensuring an 
abundance of sacrifices at his disposal. The sacrifices he had amassed 
thus far ranged from those offered by the capital to those acquired 
from the battlefield. He had ensured his connection to the twisted 
Earth Veins as well. 


It would be impossible for him to take Raizakia’s Dark Power and the 
power of the World Tree as he originally intended, but... he knew his 
greed could well cost him his life. 


Edmund gave up repairing the Cube and turned his full attention to 
the ritual. All of his existence was channeled through Vladmir and 
connected to the Earth Veins. 


Rumbleeee! 


The Footprint of the God of the Land began to quake. The ritual 
inscriptions engraved beneath the ground started coming to life. 


‘T did it.’ 


The ritual successfully linked to Edmund’s existence. The magic 
neared completion as the sacrifices were made. His body and soul 
would soon be reconstructed as a transcendental being, a Demon King. 


Eugene frowned as he struck down with the Moonlight Sword. 
However, Edmund was no longer afraid of the Moonlight Sword. He 
burst into laughter. “It’s a success!” 


The light of the Moonlight Sword caused a large crack to form on the 
surface of the Cube. But it all seemed so slow to Edmund’s eyes. 


His perception underwent a profound metamorphosis. He transcended 
the boundaries of ordinary existence, assuming a vantage point from 
which he looked down upon those deemed inferior. His feeble form 
underwent a remarkable transfiguration, assuming the imposing 
stature of a Demon King, possessing an invincible and superior 
corporeal vessel. 


“T won...” 


He was interrupted midway through his victorious declaration. The 
ritual, which was near completion, started to collapse. The magic, 
which was woven around Edmund, started to become tangled. 


What was going on? Edmund could not understand the current 
situation. There was no reason for the ritual to fail. He had gathered 
enough sacrifices, and the ritual had been perfected. 


“ ,.Uaaaah!” Edmund turned his head with a scream of despair. He 
had come to a belated understanding of why the ritual had failed. 


The insufficiency of the sacrifices was undeniable. It was an oversight 
he couldn't have overlooked, yet he had been deceived. The blood and 
souls meant to be wholly consecrated to the ritual had been 
unlawfully usurped by another party, leaving him bereft in the midst 
of his endeavor. 


“Balzaaaac!” Edmund had failed to keep Balzac in sight because he 
had been occupied with Eugene, a monster who kept coming at him, 
unscathed by attacks that should have killed him. 


How? He could not figure it out, despite his mind having gone through 
a half-transformation. Had Balzac predicted that he would change the 
ritual midway? Since when had he been planning to steal the offerings 
from the capital? 


Edmund's eyes widened as he scanned the surrounding darkness, 
desperately searching for any trace of Balzac. Yet, to his dismay, 
Balzac remained elusive and concealed within the shrouded depths of 
Blind, blending seamlessly with the inky blackness, erasing any 
semblance of his presence. 


‘Is his objective to take the ritual away from me?’ 


A portion of the ritual was flowing to Balzac, but it was a weak 
connection in Edmund’s eyes. It was impossible to transcend into a 
Demon King with something like that. 


Edmund came to a new conclusion. Balzac’s purpose wasn’t to become 
a Demon King. He had stolen the offerings and connected himself to 
the ritual to destroy Edmund at a critical moment when he became 
sure of his success and attempted the ritual. 


Balzac had forced Edmund’s impatience. 


Despite the impenetrability of Blind's darkness within the Cube, 
Edmund's wariness of Balzac had been ignited from the very moment 
he laid eyes upon him. The presence of Balzac and the other 
adversaries had compelled him to expedite the ritual, driven by the 
shifting tides of battle and the urgent need to secure sacrifices from 
the capital, forcing him to hastily modify the intricate process he had 
meticulously crafted. 


“You... bastard...!” 
Edmund felt an even greater disgust toward Balzac. 


If Balzac harbored intentions of usurping the ritual in order to ascend 
as a Demon King, Edmund found himself begrudgingly capable of 
acknowledging it. Despite his anger and the potential failure to attain 
his own desires, there was a begrudging understanding within 
Edmund that perhaps such an outcome, though unwelcome, held a 
certain validity. 


However, Balzac wanted no such thing. He only took a small portion 
of the ritual and only a part of the offerings. 


Edmund ’s ritual had failed because of such a small thing. 


“Uwaaaaahhhh!” Edmund roared frantically with anger and 
frustration. 


That was when the moonlight smashed apart the cube and devoured 
his body. 


Chapter 292 
The Footprint of the God of the 
Land (6) 


Edmund's physical vessel was gradually succumbing to destruction. 
Consumed by overwhelming desperation, he fervently scoured his 
surroundings, yearning for an escape route from this grim 
predicament. Yet, even with his consciousness elevated to a state of 
partial transcendence, Edmund was unable to unearth any means to 
persevere amidst the harrowing circumstances that engulfed him. 


However, if he were to ask for help and were granted assistance, 
then... 


‘Your Majesty, the Demon King.’ 


Edmund begged desperately. Wouldn’t the Demon King of 
Incarceration hate to lose an outstanding subordinate? 


Edmund held an unwavering conviction in his own worthiness. Rather 
than being collected as a soul after death, he preferred to live his life 
for the Demon King to fulfill his loyalty. 


‘Please, please...,’ Edmond begged. 


Unfortunately, his plea went unanswered, and the harsh reality he 
faced caused Edmund to become even more desperate. The Demon 
King of Incarceration had allowed Edmund to pursue a transformation 
into becoming a Demon King. In fact, the Demon King had fulfilled 
Edmund’s request and granted him Dark Power. 


Nonetheless, the Demon King of Incarceration maintained a peculiar 
stance, refraining from any direct assistance or interference in 
Edmund's endeavors. Even if Edmund had succeeded in becoming a 
Demon King, the Demon King of Incarceration would not have 


interfered. However, if Edmund failed and died... the Demon King of 
Incarceration would still remain entirely unaffected, devoid of even 
the slightest trace of regret. 


That was what the Demon King of Incarceration was like, and despite 
wanting to tell himself otherwise, Edmund knew this truth as well. 


Edmund clung to the fervent desire to perceive himself as exceptional, 
fostering the hope that the Demon King of Incarceration would extend 
a guiding hand to him in his time of need. Yet, his desperate plea 
echoed through the void and was met with nothing but a deafening 
silence. 


As the final assault of the Moonlight Sword crashed upon him, 
Edmund's cherished physical form was utterly obliterated, reduced to 
naught. However, amidst the wreckage, Vladmir was left behind. 


Vladmir, a being birthed by the very hands of the Demon King of 
Incarceration, ascended in solitary grandeur in the scattering 
moonlight. Eugene swung his sword once more to destroy the terrible 
object. 


Yet, in a breathtaking turn of events, moments before the moonlight's 
radiant touch could envelop the staff, an unsettling phenomenon 
unfurled. Crimson-hued Dark Power surged forth from its very core, 
the dragon heart. The sinister energy materialized into intricate chains 
that coiled around Vladmir, forming an impregnable barrier that 
defied the moonlight's destructive intent. 


In an instant, the chains enshrouding Vladmir vanished into thin air, 
whisking away the enigmatic entity along with them. Frustration 
etched deep lines upon Eugene's visage as he touched down on the 
solid ground, his teeth grinding in vexation. Despite withholding 
intervention in Edmund's demise, the Demon King of Incarceration 
had managed to reclaim Vladmir. 


“Fucking bastard,” Eugene spat while taking out a dagger from his 
cloak. Edmund had shouted Balzac’s name before his death. It was 
clear that the ritual had failed because of Balzac’s gimmick. 


Eugene remained shrouded in uncertainty regarding Balzac's actions, 


yet an underlying wariness persisted within him. Suspicion cast its 
shadow upon his thoughts, contemplating the possibility that Balzac 
had cunningly sought to usurp the coveted position of the Demon King 
by depriving Edmund of his ritual. 


‘But I don’t think that’s true... ’ 


If Balzac had succeeded in becoming the Demon King, the Dark Power 
channeling Blind would have undergone a change. However, Balzac’s 
Signature remained the same as before. 


Eugene raised the dagger while looking around his surroundings. 
“Please let me live.” 


Eugene heard a voice coming from behind him. He found Balzac 
raising himself up from the ground. “I haven’t done anything for you 
to be wary of.” 


Balzac appeared genuinely wronged. Eugene peered at his face 
without loosening his grip on the dagger. 


“Since when have you been here?” he asked. 


“T’ve been here since you started attacking Edmund,” responded 
Balzac. 


“Why were you lying down without saying anything?” Eugene asked. 


“Because I knew Edmund would become impatient if he didn’t know 
where I was,” answered Balzac. 


“You should have still said you were here,” retorted Eugene. 


“T couldn’t have done that with how I was hiding myself,” Balzac 
responded with a bitter smile. 


“What did you do?” asked Eugene. 


“T diverted a portion of the sacrifices that were being sourced 
externally and interfered with a part of the ritual as well,” Balzac 
answered. 


“Interfered?” 


“Tt wasn’t anything big. I just changed the ritual slightly so Edmund 
would make a mistake after losing his cool,” Balzac said while bowing 
toward Eugene. “It was all thanks to you pushing him so hard, Sir 
Eugene.” 


“You didn’t have to interfere with the ritual,” Eugene said, pointing 
the dagger at Balzac. “If your aim was to disturb the ritual, then it 
would have been sufficient to divert the sacrifices, right? In any case, 
it would have delayed the ritual, and I could have killed Edmund.” 


“Perhaps so,” Balzac agreed with a bow, despite Eugene’s words being 
too far-fetched. 


Eugene stared at Balzac with a sullen expression, then withdrew his 
dagger. “...Can you withdraw Blind now?” 


His gaze swept across the battlefield, taking in the somber scene as the 
war neared its bitter conclusion. With Edmund's demise, the 
wellspring of Dark Power that fueled the Kochilla Tribe’s warriors had 
been extinguished, leaving them bereft of their formidable strength. 
The surviving warriors, wearied to their very cores, struggled to stay 
upright, their bodies wracked with exhaustion and torment, their 
anguished cries silenced by their overwhelming suffering. 


“Kyahahahahah!” 


Eugene could see Melkith shrieking with laughter in the distance. She 
displayed an overwhelming presence on the battlefield, launching 
bolts of lightning and clouds of fire all around her. Behind her 
followed the summons of Lovellian, and on the other side, Ivatar 
swung his axe without any hint of exhaustion. 


Eugene withdrew his gaze, then searched for Cyan. 


Hector possessed unparalleled swiftness, his colossal form exuding 
power and might, while his multitude of arms bestowed upon him a 
distinct advantage over the limitations of the human physique. It was 
undeniable that Hector surpassed Cyan in strength and prowess in 
every aspect. 


The undeniable truth of Hector's overwhelming superiority was not 
lost on Cyan; he, too, acknowledged the vast gap that separated them. 
Nevertheless, despite the difference in power, Cyan found himself 
unable to yield. He understood that to retreat would mean 
surrendering something of profound significance to him as Cyan 
Lionheart. 


That something, he thought, was probably pride. 


Hector stood among the ranks of the ignominious traitors who had 
betrayed the Lionheart lineage, tarnishing their honor. Yet, Cyan had 
not brought any of these traitors to justice with his own hands. 


Eward and Dominic had met their demise at the hands of Eugene, 
while Cyan, rendered unconscious and defenseless during that fateful 
moment, had been utterly powerless to intervene. 


He could not allow a repeat of the past. Even if he were forced into 
defeat because of his weakness, Cyan did not want to turn his back on 
Hector, a traitor to the family. 


Undeterred, Cyan pressed onward, each step charged with a profound 
purpose. Pride, unwavering belief, a sacred mission, and a myriad of 
other crucial elements propelled him forward. Gripping his sword 
with a fierce determination, he unleashed its might with all the 
strength and seething malice coursing through his veins. 


In a profound sense, the battle before him became a crucible through 
which Cyan sought to validate himself. The significance lay not in the 
eyes of others but in the act of personally vanquishing Hector. By 
ending the formidable adversary's life with his own hands, Cyan 
yearned to witness a tangible realization of his progress. 


His memories slipped away like a fleeting breeze, leaving him unable 
to recollect the precise manner in which he countered Hector's 


relentless onslaught. The specifics of his defense, the art of parrying, 
deflecting, launching counterattacks, thrusting his blade, evading with 
agile grace, leaping with precision, and executing seamless maneuvers 
— all remained shrouded in the fog of forgotten recollection. 
Nonetheless, he persisted in the fierce combat, his actions driven by 
instinct alone, no longer conscious of his own fluid motions in the 
heat of battle. 


At a certain point, a fiery heat surged from the depths of Cyan's being, 
suffusing his body with renewed vitality. Remarkably, despite the 
ceaseless movement devoid of respite, weariness eluded him. On the 
contrary, his form grew increasingly weightless with each motion, 
buoyed by a surge of invigorating energy. In an extraordinary 
moment, it appeared as though time itself had decelerated, bestowing 
upon him the ability to anticipate and narrowly evade Hector's 
imminent strike, the threat to his very throat narrowly averted. 


No matter how many times Cyan's blade cleaved through Hector's 
flesh, the traitorous foe remained impervious to death's grip. His 
wounds closed instantly, allowing him to persist in an unyielding 
onslaught, relentless and unceasing. Hector's shouts reverberated 
through the air, yet Cyan found himself deaf to his words. The 
utterances of a turncoat, a wretched creature who had forsaken his 
very humanity, held no value or significance to Cyan. 


In stark contrast to Hector's enduring resilience, Cyan, bound by his 
human limitations, bore the burden of mortality. Each strike inflicted 
upon him drew forth crimson blood, and his limbs gradually faltered 
in their function. Though he skillfully employed his shield to avert 
fatal blows, a multitude of minor wounds accumulated, their weight 
burdening him. 


Yet, at a pivotal juncture, he perceived a remarkable phenomenon — 
his injuries miraculously mended, as if washed away by the 
benevolent touch of divine magic. It became evident that Kristina had 
bestowed her healing powers upon him. Overwhelmed by gratitude, 
Cyan's heart swelled with appreciation for this divine intervention. 


His sword broke. 


He replaced his blade with sword-force, but the destruction of his 
weapon caused his attacks to become shallow. Hector’s Dark Power 


offset and weakened Cyan’s sword-force. 


There were many swords in his surroundings, once belonging to 
warriors who were now deceased. However, Cyan did not have time 
to fetch a new weapon. 


To his astonishment, the need for aid dissipated as if by a stroke of 
fate. Swiftly, a sword materialized before him, its gleaming presence 
undeniable. It was none other than Wynnyd, the Storm Sword — the 
very weapon Eugene had wielded for the first time within the confines 
of the Lionheart mansion. Without a moment's hesitation, Cyan's hand 
instinctively closed around the hilt of the sword. 


“Hey,” Cyan spoke while standing still like a statue, bewildered. 
Hector was dead. 


The details of Hector's demise eluded Cyan's recollection, obscured by 
a veil of uncertainty. From the moment his hand clasped the hilt of 
Wynnyd, his memories grew hazy. 


He just knew that he had fought well. Even prior to Wynnyd's 
unexpected arrival, his combat skills had shown remarkable 
improvement. However, when the moment arrived, when he dealt the 
fatal blow to Hector, a peculiar sensation enveloped him. It was as 
if... he had not been himself at the end. 


He was still faintly in touch with reality. Although his memory was 
faint, he had been the one to kill Hector. Cyan thought that he had 
broken past his limits during the fight. 


He had become stronger. 
He could become even stronger. 


Cyan looked down at Hector’s corpse. Hector had shouted something 
at the moment of death, but as before, his words had fallen deaf on 
Cyan’s ears. He had no intention of listening to a monster’s will. 


After a moment, Cyan redirected his gaze to Wynnyd, which was still 


in his grasp. He attempted to hide the smile that threatened to surface 
and turned his head. 


“Did you see that?” 


However, his attempt was futile. The moment he turned his head, he 
ended up smiling immediately. Cyan continued with a grin while 
staring at Eugene. “You saw it, right? That’s why you sent me Wynnyd 
because you saw it.” 


“Yeah, yeah,” responded Eugene. 


“You know, it’s a little embarrassing to say, but I fought really well. 
Really. I felt like I wasn’t myself when I was swinging my sword... 
That bastard Hector was swinging his arms like this, but none of it 
touched me,” continued Cyan. 


“T think they touched you quite a bit,” responded Eugene. Cyan’s 
uniform was covered in blood. After hearing Eugene’s comment, Cyan 
flailed his arms. 


“Tt’s not my blood. It’s Hector’s and... Uh... It’s the blood of the other 
guys I killed. Look, I don’t have a scratch on my body,” said Cyan. 


“There were, but you were treated,” Eugene pointed out. 


“Whatever the case, there aren’t any wounds now, right? So, how was 
it?” asked Cyan. 


“You fought well,” responded Eugene. 


“That’s all? Can’t you say something more? Look here; I killed 
Hector!” shouted Cyan. 


“Well done.” 


“T think something’s changed about the White Flame Formula as 
well... How can I put it...? It feels like I’m right in the middle of four 
and five Stars... No, I feel like I’m closer to five Stars... I can feel it. I 
think I'll reach five Stars if I go just a bit further,” Cyan said with 


great excitement. 


Eugene nodded, feeling a little satisfied with what he saw. “You’ve 
grown a lot.” 


“ ..What are you saying? I was always grown up.” Cyan cleared his 
throat before responding. He felt rather embarrassed after hearing 
Eugene’s compliment. 


The two were the same age, and technically, Cyan was slightly older 
than Eugene by a few months. Even so, there were moments when 
Eugene acted like an old man. Usually, it was when he acted old- 
fashioned and nagging, but... it didn’t feel all too bad to hear 
compliments like this. 


“Here.” Cyan smacked his lips with regret while returning Wynnyd. “It 
was a good sword. The winds... would shoot out like sword-force.” 


“T’m not giving it to you,” Eugene said flatly. 


“Did I ask?” Although Cyan was inwardly hoping to wield the sword 
once more in the future, he made sure to hide his thoughts. 


[...l can’t believe you allowed someone without a contract to wield 
Wynnyd.] 


As soon as Eugene received Wynnyd, he heard Tempest complaining. 
‘Considering that, you helped him quite a bit.’ 


[Cyan might have died if I didn’t. Had he died, Hamel, do you think 
you would’ve left me alone?] 


‘Of course not.’ 


He didn’t want to think about it, but if Cyan had died... Eugene would 
have made it his priority to snap Wynnyd in two. As if reading 
Eugene’s thoughts, Wynnyd quivered minutely. 


[Ehem... Still... I don’t think it was half-bad. He falls short of you or 
Vermouth, but I could feel some potential in Cyan.] 


‘It’s like he’s molted, right?’ 


[It’s not enough to call an awakening, but yes, he’s grown strong 
enough to shatter the wall. If he can embody the state of trance he’s 
reached in the battle, then I think he will gain dignity and power 
befitting the name of the family’s next head.] 


Tempest muttered, then suddenly sighed. It was because of Melkith. 
She was continuing to rampage, despite the curtain of darkness slowly 
lifting. Kochilla Tribe’s warriors were no longer putting up any 
resistance, but her flames and lightning destroyed them without any 
mercy. 


[...I can’t believe that the human who’s signed a contract with three 
Spirit Kings is... someone like that...] 


‘Aren’t you the weird one by now?’ 
[What did you say?] 


‘You detest her, but look. The Spirit King of Fire, Lightning, and Earth all 
signed a contract with her.’ 


[Are you saying that they are right and I am wrong?] Tempest 
exclaimed in a fury. [How could someone who interacts with spirits 
naked be sound in mind!? Flame, Lightning, and Earth are out of their 
minds to sign a contract with such a crazy human!] 


It wasn’t any of Eugene’s business, but teasing Tempest with Melkith 
always gave him a good laugh. 


“Are you going to stay here?” asked Cyan. He stole glances at the 
battlefield while caressing his chest. It appeared as if he wasn’t 
completely placated from the heat of the battle. “I think it’s almost 
over, but it’s not completely finished yet.” 


“What would I do here? You can stay if you want,” Eugene responded. 


“Hmm...” Cyan contemplated for a moment without answering. 


It wasn’t that he was attracted to the notion of killing people. 
However, he wanted to experience what he felt in his battle against 
Hector once more. 


"When you're faced with a difficult decision, sometimes it's best to go 
through it firsthand rather than overthinking it. Delaying it without 
any valid reason might cause you to lose touch with the true essence 
of the experience," Eugene advised. 


“Hmmm...” Cyan nodded, then picked up a sword. Eugene smirked as 
he watched Cyan walk away. He had been worried about bringing 
Cyan, but now, he felt convinced he had made the right choice. Cyan’s 
back looked slightly wider than before. 


‘I’m the problem.’ 


Eugene sat down while massaging his stiff wrist. He had not used 
Ignition, but that did not mean he wasn’t tired. 


‘This is the important part.’ 


He had stopped the ritual, and Edmund was dead. The war would 
soon end as well. 


However, for Eugene, nothing was done yet. Instead, he was about to 
be faced with a critical, desperate situation. 


‘Sienna. ’ 


Her name surfaced in his mind as he grabbed his necklace. 


Chapter 293 
The Footprint of the God of the 
Land (7) 


They did not take any prisoners. 


The notion of complete extermination might have struck some as 
undeniably severe, but not a single hint of hesitation crossed the 
minds of Ivatar, the Zoran Tribe’s chief, and the chiefs of the allied 
tribes. 


Eugene, an outsider unfamiliar with the ways of the forest, refrained 
from interfering in their affairs, much like the rest of the group. The 
Kochilla Tribe had long embraced cannibalism and human sacrifices 
as customary to their existence. 


As such, even from an outsider perspective, they were barbarians who 
could not be kept alive. 


“You were a big help.” 


Having completed the arduous task of tidying up the battlefield, the 
remnants of destruction were evident to all. Despite the formidable 
might of Kristina's divine magic, the allies had not emerged unscathed. 
The toll was substantial, with a considerable number of lives lost and 
numerous individuals left wounded and in pain. 


Every last warrior of the Kochilla Tribe met their demise, leaving no 
survivors in their wake. It was an unequivocal triumph for the Zorans 
and their forces. Ivatar, overwhelmed with a sense of satisfaction, 
beamed a smile and offered a gracious bow of gratitude to Eugene's 
group. “If you had not helped, we would have never stood a chance in 
the war.” 


Although the conflict within the sacred grounds of the Footprint of the 


God of the Land had come to an end, Ivatar's forces opted against an 
immediate return to Zoran. Instead, they chose to press forward, 
steadfast in their march toward the heart of Kochilla Tribe's capital. 
The elite troops of the Kochillas had been vanquished, leaving a path 
devoid of formidable opposition. Moreover, the pervasive influence of 
Edmund's sinister black magic within the capital ensured that the 
number of survivors would be scarce. 


Ivatar planned to make use of the momentum to completely conquer 
the Kochilla Tribe. With such a landslide victory, the leaders of the 
allied tribes fully supported his decision. 


A chuckle escaped Eugene's lips as he observed the chiefs gazing at 
Ivatar with a mixture of admiration and reverence. He found the 
situation rather amusing, considering that not too long ago, most of 
these same chiefs had suffered the loss of an arm at the hands of 
Ivatar. 


“Eugene, my respected friend. Thank you. I am still wondering how I 
can repay what you did for us, but know this one thing. I will give you 
all the spoils obtained by conquering the Kochilla Tribe,” Ivatar said. 


“Everything is too much. Half will be fine. You should be gaining 
something from the war as well,” responded Eugene. 


“What about me?” Melkith wasted no time in interjecting. However, 
as she approached, a pungent, burning odor emanated from her, 
causing Eugene to instinctively recoil, a frown etched across his face. 


“You sure are greedy. Thanks to this war, you succeeded in signing a 
contract with the Spirit King of Fire. What else do you want?” said 
Eugene. 


“Technically speaking, I got the contract with Ifrit because I was 
great,” Melkith spoke, proudly holding out her chest, her hands 
clasped at her waist. However, she almost immediately shrank back 
with a servile expression. “Ah... All right, all right. I won’t take 
anything else, so let’s keep the contract, hmm? Come on, you were 
inwardly happy after signing that contract with me...” 


Her words weren’t addressed to Eugene. It seemed that Ifrit was rather 


displeased at how Melkith was being greedy. She continued to creep 
backward while begging Ifrit. “And the contract of a Spirit King isn’t 
something that can be withdrawn so easily, right...? Pll... Pll do 
better. What do you say? Right, what if I changed the name of my 
Signature? Instead of Infinity Force, I can do something that makes 
you pop out a little more. What about Ifrit Force...? I can even make a 
Signature just for you... A-and I’ll give special treatments to the 
wizards of the White Tower who have contracts with fire spirits...” 


Her words were truly lame and obsequious, causing Tempest to cough 
with disapproval. Eugene also turned away from Melkith. 


“ ,.Ehem. Anyways, Eugene, I owe you too much. First, as you said, I 
will give you half of the spoils, and how about we discuss the rest 
after the conquest is over?” asked Ivatar. 


“Sure.” 


Ivatar made no request for Eugene to accompany him, recognizing 
that Eugene's role in the war had reached its conclusion. Similarly, he 
refrained from seeking assistance from any of Eugene's comrades. 


The corpses of the Kochilla Tribe’s warriors were stacked into a hill, 
then doused with oil before being lit on fire. 


Ivatar and the other warriors did not mourn the many bodies, and 
they cared not whether the God of the Land would embrace their 
souls. However, they mourned for their dead allies. 


With a solemn countenance, Kristina knelt down, her face marked 
with exhaustion, and offered prayers for the departed souls. 
Witnessing this sight, Ivatar was deeply moved and found himself 
compelled to join her on his knees. He was touched by the sight of a 
priest, who hailed from a land foreign to Samar and did not worship 
the God of the Land, earnestly praying for the fallen warriors. 


Following Ivatar's lead, every warrior present, overcome by a 
profound sense of emotion, knelt down in unison. The impact of 
Kristina's actions had touched them all deeply, for she had not only 
offered prayers but had also been instrumental in saving many of their 
lives, pulling them back from the precipice of death. 


Kristina was shocked when she opened her eyes after intently praying. 
It wasn’t surprising, given that she found thousands of rugged natives 
kneeling before her as if worshiping her. 


Ivatar and the warriors were the first to leave the Footprint of the God 
of the Land. Eugene's group chose not to depart immediately, opting 
instead to linger a while longer and conduct a thorough magical 
inspection. 


With Edmund's demise, the intricate network of Earth Veins would 
gradually regain its inherent rhythm, reverting back to the natural 
course it had long been denied. Yet, despite this shift, the cruel reality 
remained — rescuing the souls sacrificed during the ritual was an 
insurmountable task, as the majority had already vanished in the 
ritual. 


[It cannot be helped. There is nothing we can do,] Anise spoke after 
feeling Kristina’s sorrow. [Did I not tell you, Kristina? Even if we are 
the Saint, saving everyone is impossible. ] 


Kristina lowered her head, a heavy sigh escaping her lips. Anise, 
keenly observant, recognized the weight etched upon Kristina's 
countenance. Anise, too, was no stranger to that familiar sorrow, 
having experienced it countless times in her distant past, three 
centuries ago. 


[We could not save everyone, but we did save many people. I don’t 
know how you might take this, but... I have to say this right now.] 


‘What, Sister?’ 
[You did a good job.] 


A gentle glow emanated from the rosary suspended around Kristina's 
neck, its faint illumination ascending into the air. Anise was 
responsible for the radiance. Gradually, the ethereal light grew 
beyond the rosary and enveloped Kristina, enfolding her form in a 
warm embrace. 


[You did your best in this cruel war, Kristina. You saved those who 
would have died, as well as many others. You protected those who 


you hold most dear. ] 
“,..It’s because you helped me, Sister.’ 


[Even so, despite having died centuries ago, I could only see Hamel’s 
back and shine my light on him because of you, Kristina.] 


Anise's heart swelled with gratitude, for she realized that even in 
death, she could bring solace to Kristina's weary spirit. Reflecting 
upon her own tumultuous existence three centuries past, Anise 
recalled the profound absence of affirmation or solace bestowed upon 
her by the God of Light. 


“Good work,” Eugene said. 


Nevertheless, while the God of Light had never uttered such 
comforting words to Anise, she found solace in the fact that her 
comrades, her steadfast allies, had bestowed upon her such words. 


Eugene approached Kristina and reached out with his hand. 
[He’s only quick-witted at times like these.] 


Anise muttered while feeling loved. Similarly, Kristina's cheeks flushed 
with a tender emotion, intertwining with Anise's sentiment. Yet, 
beneath the blossoming affection, she was struck with worry. 


Eugene was a truly precious person to her. 


Kristina’s eyes had always been glued to Eugene during the battle. 
Though Eugene proved his mettle and required little assistance, 
Kristina, attuned to his every move, guided the radiant light to his aid 
whenever he faced the perilous onslaught of black magic or other 
imminent dangers. It had been possible for her to help him in this 
battle. However, Kristina knew it would be an insurmountable task to 
shield Eugene from harm in the future. 


Anise shared Kristina’s worries. Like Kristina, Anise truly treasured 
Eugene. 


The identical sentiment resonated within Anise's heart when it came 
to Sienna. An overwhelming desire surged through her, yearning to 
rescue Sienna. She could envision the joyous reunion, the spirited 
conversations, and the shared libations they could once again indulge 
in. 


Yet, Anise confronted the grim reality that venturing forth to save 
Sienna was beyond her reach. Her mortal existence had been 
extinguished three centuries prior, and Kristina could not accompany 
Eugene either. 


[Faith,] Anise muttered after a long sigh. 
Kristina nodded while tightening her grasp on the rosary. 


“Dagger,” Eugene said, staring at Balzac, who stood with a crooked 
posture. The magic dagger was still poised at Balzac’s heart. If Eugene 
wanted to, he could rip Balzac’s heart in a heartbeat. 


“Can I keep it in?” Eugene inquired, his gaze shifting between the 
dagger clenched in his hand and Balzac standing before him. 
Lovellian, the one who had been responsible for actually inserting the 
dagger, stood looking flustered by Eugene’s brazenness. 


Lovellian was pragmatic and discerning and had indeed planned on 
extracting the dagger from its deadly position after the demise of 
Edmund. Logically speaking, there appeared to be no compelling 
reason to refrain from doing so. After all, Balzac had not exhibited any 
overtly suspicious behavior, nor had he incited any disruptions during 
the war. On the contrary, his efforts had played a significant role in 
the downfall of Edmund Codreth. 


“Tf that is what you want, Sir Eugene, I will not object,” Balzac 
answered with a broad smile, even though what Eugene said was 
nothing short of violence. “That is, if you will continue to trust me 
because of this dagger, Sir Eugene.” 


“T won’t take it out because I don’t trust you,” Eugene retorted. 


“But while this dagger is in me, you will be less wary of me, won’t 
you?” said Balzac. 


His words could not be refuted, but Eugene found it more suspicious 
that Balzac was saying such words. How could anyone be so 
nonchalant with a magical dagger pointed at their heart, threatening 
to end their life in the blink of an eye? 


“...No, maybe he’s trying to make me think this way.’ 


Undoubtedly, Balzac's expertise in psychological warfare shone 
through, skillfully subverting Edmund's plans. 


Nevertheless, an alternative perspective began to take shape in 
Eugene's mind. What if the magical dagger held little sway over 
Balzac, serving as a mere facade to lull Eugene into a false sense of 
security? The unsettling notion arose that perhaps Balzac aimed to 
lower Eugene's guard through the dagger, setting the stage for a 
treacherous betrayal at a later point. 


Eugene couldn't shake the grim realization that being betrayed after 
fostering even a modicum of trust would prove far deadlier than 
facing an overt threat from the outset. 


“Let’s take it out,” Eugene spat with a scowl. 


He grappled with the enigma before him, unsure of the true answer. 
While the simplest solution would be to employ the dagger to 
mercilessly extract Balzac's heart, even Eugene, for all his resolve, 
hesitated to commit such a brazen act. 


For one, it was true that Balzac had not betrayed them in any way in 
this matter, and it was also true that he had always acted friendly 
towards Eugene, helping him. 


It was unclear where he would stand in the future, but so far, Balzac 
was never Eugene’s enemy. 


It was still undeniable that Balzac was a black wizard contracted to 
the Demon King of Incarceration, Eugene’s nemesis. Someday, Balzac 
could well become Eugene’s enemy. But that wasn’t the case for now, 
and not yet. Therefore, Eugene decided not to take Balzac as the 
enemy. 


“Hmm. I understand.” Lovellian immediately reached for Balzac’s 
chest. He, for one, had thought it a natural course of action. 


Fwoosh! 


The magical dagger escaped from his chest. When the dagger 
dissipated into light, Balzac smiled while caressing his chest. 


“Thank you for trusting me,” Balzac said. 


“T took it out because I don’t trust you,” Eugene retorted. 


' 


“Well, I guess you could kill me any time you wanted, Sir Eugene,’ 
Balzac said with a shrug. Eugene had pondered the possibility of 
Balzac attacking or fleeing immediately after having the dagger 
withdrawn, but to his disappointment, Balzac did nothing. 


“Now that Edmund is dead, it’s no longer fit to be called the Three 
Mages of Incarceration, right? Or will someone else be replacing 
Edmund’s seat?” Eugene asked. 


“Well, if there’s a black wizard that His Majesty’s been eyeing, he may 
sign a new contract. However... I know nothing about such a black 
wizard,” answered Balzac. 


“But the title of the Staff of Incarceration can’t be unoccupied, right? 
Vladmir was retrieved as well.” Eugene said, then glared at Balzac. “... 
Don’t tell me you were chosen as the next Staff of Incarceration?” 


“Do you think I cooperated in killing Edmund for that title?” asked 
Balzac. 


“Tt’s not out of the question,” responded Eugene. 


“Haha... It seems difficult for me to prove my innocence from your 
suspicions...” Balzac briefly fell into thought while rubbing his glasses. 
“If I can talk a bit about myself, I have no interest in the name of the 
Staff of Incarceration. Vladmir is definitely an attractive staff, and the 
authority I’ll gain from possessing it will be great, but... rather than 
the Staff of Incarceration, I am obsessed with being the Head of the 


Black Tower. No, rather, I am obsessed with the name of Balzac 
Ludbeth.” 


“Are you saying youre not interested in status?” asked Eugene. 


“T’m saying that the fame I seek is different from becoming the Staff of 
Incarceration. The Staff of Incarceration is a title that represents the 
most brilliant black wizard of the time. In other words, the moment 
you become the Staff of Incarceration, you no longer have a name to 
pursue.” Balzac explained. 


Eugene could not immediately understand his words. 


Balzac continued while staring into Eugene’s eyes. “Think about 
Edmund. Even though he was a human, Edmund was dissatisfied with 
his existence as a human. He attempted to become a Demon King 
because he was convinced he had nothing more to pursue as a human 
and black wizard. But that is not true for me. What I pursue isn’t to 
become something not human, nor is it to stand at the pinnacle of 
black wizards. So I do not want to become a Demon King, and I do not 
want to become the Staff of Incarceration either.” 


“So what is it that you chase then?” Eugene asked. 


“Hmm.” Balzac grinned. “Come to think of it, I promised to tell you 
after achieving our purpose. My goal is... Haha, it’s a little 
embarrassing to say it in person. It’s to become a legend,” Balzac 
answered. 


“A legend?” 


“Tt’s absurd, but to be a little more specific... Right, it’s to become a 
wizard like the Wise Sienna. I want to become a wizard whose name 
will be engraved in magical history for hundreds of years,” Balzac 
continued. 


It was an unexpected answer, and it wasn’t only Eugene who was 
caught off guard by Balzac’s answer. Both Lovellia and Melkith stared 
at Balzac with astonished expressions. 


“Are you serious?” asked Melkith. “You want to become a legend? The 


greatest wizard... in the world? Balzac, how old are you to be saying 
such a thing?” 


“Tt definitely is a childhood dream for every wizard...,” Lovellian 
muttered with an awkward expression. 


A subtle chuckle escaped Balzac’s lips as he nodded, resonating with a 
low tone. “Yes, that’s right. In particular, any wizard who studied in 
Aroth would have dreamed of becoming a wizard like Lady Sienna. 
It’s the same for me.” 


“Then why did you become a black wizard when you took her as your 
wish?” asked Melkith. 


“White Tower Master. Didn’t you sign contracts with three Spirit 
Kings?” asked Balzac. 


“That’s because... ’m a master of Spirit Magic. My ambition wasn’t to 
become the greatest wizard but the greatest master of Spirit Magic, 
though you could say I’ve already achieved my wish.” Melkith snorted 
with a smug smile. 


“Yes, and for that, I think very highly of you. Why did I sign a 
contract with the Demon King...? Hmm, since you aren’t black 
wizards, you may think otherwise, but I don’t see much difference 
between signing a contract with the Demon King and a spirit King,” 
Balzac said. 


“You're actually saying that in my face?” said Melkith. 


“On the contrary, I think you can actively sympathize with my view. 
Isn’t it too self-righteous to say that forming a contract with an 
existence that can grant me the power I would never achieve and the 
possibility of changing my future is unconditionally wrong?” asked 
Balzac. 


Balzac's words echoed in Eugene's memory, for he had indeed 
expressed a similar sentiment in the past. Balzac had conveyed his 
preference for a tangible existence, aligning himself with the Demon 
King rather than embracing the ephemeral and elusive nature of a 
deity. In Balzac's perspective, the act of forging a contract, even if it 


meant pledging his soul as collateral, appeared more worthwhile than 
relying on miracles fueled by faith, belief, and other intangible forces. 


—Black wizards are utilitarians who seek extreme efficiency. As you know, 
Sir Eugene, magic is a harsh, mischievous, and absurd study. No matter 
how hard you try and crave it, becoming a wizard without talent is 
impossible. 


—For such people, the idea of forming a contract with demons is bound to 
be very attractive. They can sell their souls in exchange for the magic they 
want... They would be the only ones facing the burden of the contract. It 
doesn’t hurt others. The only reason they end up committing crimes is that 
they can’t be satisfied with themselves. 


Edmund had proven him right, as well as Hector. 


They had craved a power greater than what they received from their 
contracts. So they harmed others, made sacrifices, and committed sins. 


Such was the case with most black wizards. 


—If the benefits of betraying human principles were clear, they might 
pursue practical benefits by committing. 


But it wasn’t just black wizards either. There were many wizards who 
committed similar crimes for their own goals. 


“Are you saying you signed a contract with the Demon King to 
become a great wizard?” Eugene asked while recalling his 
conversation with Balzac in the past. 


Balzac nodded with a smile. “I hoped for more than what I could 
naturally gain.” 


It was the same answer as before. 


“T am not Sienna the Wise. She was loved by magic. She was a wizard 
who could threaten the Demon Kings, and not a single such wizard 
was born after her. As you said, Sir Eugene... I signed a contract with 
the Demon King to become a great wizard. My strength alone was 
insufficient, so I paved a path that was originally impossible for me by 
signing a contract with the Demon King of Incarceration.” After saying 
so, Balzac shook his head as if he were embarrassed. “Well, in the end, 
I was caught up in my childish ambitions, so I tried my best to come 
up with an answer as I got older. But even so, I am pure and desperate 
for my wish. That is why I don’t want to become the Staff of 
Incarceration or an existence other than a human. What I want to 
become, the great wizard, must be thoroughly human.” 


“Do you have to be human?” 


“Because I’m human now. Also, I want to leave my name in the magic 
of humans. It will be meaningless if 1 become something else. Isn’t 
that so? Don't you agree? Suppose I were to transform into a long- 
lived elf, a dragon wielding magic effortlessly, or a demon or a Demon 
King wielding the power of black magic through Dark Power. Would I 
truly leave a lasting mark upon history as a great wizard?" 


Eugene couldn’t help but think that he was a strange man. 


Balzac Ludbeth was a human who was twisted and pure at the same 
time. Even so, there was no falsehood in the ideals he spoke of. 
Instead, Eugene could feel a strong passion and belief. 


“His Majesty, the Demon King of Incarceration, knows what I seek, so 
he will not take me as the Staff of Incarceration. It’s likely that 
Vladmir will fall to Amelia Merwin,” Balzac said before stealing a 
glance at Eugene. “And... Well... it’s likely that the Death Knight you 
killed is still alive, Sir Eugene.” 


“What the fuck?” Eugene cursed. 


“Even if the body was completely destroyed, the soul would have 
returned to Amelia. Strictly speaking, that wasn’t a proper Death 
Knight. The body was a moving corpse, and the soul was 


synthesized... There may be a life vessel that resonated with the soul 
in Amelia’s possession,” Balzac continued. 


“That’s fine.” Eugene felt a rush of anger, but he quickly calmed 
himself. “...At least I got the body.” 


He felt sick and tired. 


He had destroyed Hamel’s body. It was possible for the bastard to 
appear once again with a new body, but the body would no longer be 
Hamel’s. 


Eugene could be satisfied with that for now. 
“,..Maybe next time, I won’t have to dirty my hands.’ 


The image of Sienna, consumed by wrath, rampaging in a fury, flashed 
vividly through Eugene's mind. He couldn't fathom Sienna ever 
forgiving a parasite who had inhabited Hamel's body, masquerading 
as Hamel himself and uttering nonsensical words. The mere thought 
sent an involuntary shiver down Eugene's spine. 


Chapter 294 
The Footprint of the God of the 
Land (8) 


Having bid farewell to Balzac, Eugene and his companions embarked 
on a diligent journey of preparation for what would come next. The 
subjugation of Raizakia, however, would unfold not within this world 
but in the ethereal void that lay between dimensions. Eugene had long 
observed the scant concentration of mana permeating this peculiar 
space. Wizards faced heightened limitations and constraints within its 
confinements, unlike those they encountered elsewhere. Compounding 
the challenge was Eugene's adversary, a formidable dragon and a true 
master of arcane arts. Yet, this was no ordinary dragon; it was the 
Black Dragon Raizakia, known to be the most powerful of the dragons. 


Raizakia’s very existence could be considered the bane of wizards. 
Moreover, the environment that entrapped him imposed additional 
burdens upon spellcasters, further constraining their abilities and 
limiting their powers. 


But that was not the end of their challenges. There existed a 
significant likelihood of disrupted communication with the Spirit 
Kings within the interdimensional void. Likewise, the summoning 
abilities of Lovellian, who drew upon creatures from alternate 
dimensions, faced the risk of failure. 


In other words, Eugene could not hope to rely on receiving help from 
others. Lovellian and Melkith were deeply disappointed and saddened 
by the fact. 


Lovellian's unwavering determination to rescue the Wise Sienna, who 
could be considered his great mentor, was an endeavor he deemed 
worthy of sacrificing his very life for. Similarly, Melkith harbored a 
deep desire to lend her aid in the quest to save Lady Sienna. After all, 
Sienna was an object of admiration and reverence among all wizards. 


However, there was a good chance they would die a dog’s death. So 
faced with this daunting prospect, Eugene made a fateful decision. 
Rather than seeking the assistance of his companions, he resolved to 
confront Raizakia alone. 


“And do you stand a chance?” asked Melkith. 


After parting ways with Balzac, the group moved closer to the World 
Tree rather than heading to the Kochilla Tribe’s capital. Through the 
discerning abilities of Akasha and Raimira, they had detected a "door" 
in proximity to the World Tree — an entrance that connected to none 
other than Raizakia himself. 


“Tt’s not like I don’t,” Eugene responded. It wasn’t as if Raizakia would 
be in perfect condition either. The Black Dragon had been trapped in 
the space between dimensions for three hundred years. 


Dragons possessed the remarkable ability to endure without the need 
for sustenance, neither food nor drink. However, the sparse 
concentration of mana in the interdimensional gap would have been 
woefully insufficient to sustain Raizakia in any semblance of comfort. 
Thus, the formidable dragon had no alternative but to rely on his own 
reserves of mana to survive. 


There were many things to worry about. First, how much of the mana 
stored in his Dragon Heart had Raizakia consumed? Moreover, Eugene 
couldn’t forget that Raizakia was no ordinary dragon. He was a special 
existence — the Demonic Dragon. 


Raizakia stood as an unprecedented figure among fallen dragons, a 
singular existence unlike any that came before. Unlike black wizards 
who forged contracts with the Demon King, Raizakia had not chosen 
that path. Instead, he willingly embraced the corrupting influence of 
Helmuth's Dark Power, allowing himself to be tainted by its 
malevolence. 


There were many uncertainties regarding Raizakia. However, Eugene 
was clearly aware of the disadvantages he possessed in the battle 
against the Black Dragon. 


First of all, he could not use Prominence in the upcoming battle. 


Prominence amplified Eugene’s power by taking control of mana and 
the primal spirits in the surroundings, so it would be difficult to fully 
utilize the ability to the fullest in a place devoid of primal spirits and 
sparse in mana. 


“Hmm. I think I might be able to provide some assistance in regard to 
that matter,” Lovellian said. 


Eugene had received help from both Lovellian and Melkith in creating 
Prominence, so they were well aware of the disadvantages Eugene 
faced. 


“White Tower Master and I can lend you our mana, which you can 
store in Akasha. If we can give you as much mana as possible, you will 
be able to make use of Prominence in the dimensional rift,” continued 
Lovellian. 


“Will that be fine?” asked Eugene. 


“It doesn’t matter to me. Even if Iam unable to use magic for a while, 
I want to be of strength to you and Lady Sienna,” responded Lovellian. 
Mana would naturally regenerate over time, but it was still fatal for 
wizards to run completely empty. 


“...Why me as well?” asked Melkith. 


“Even if you run out of mana, you can get help from the Spirit Kings 
anyways,” answered Lovellian. 


“That’s true, but... Hmph. Now that you brought up the idea, it would 
be a little unseemly if I said no, right?” asked Melkith. 


“Know that it’s already unseemly for you to ask that question,” 
Lovellian countered. Naturally, Melkith felt no shame at all. 


Without any compelling reason to decline Lovellian's proposition, 
Eugene welcomed his offer with open arms. Thus, Lovellian and 
Melkith spared no effort, tirelessly gathering every minuscule trace of 
mana they could find along their journey toward the World Tree and 
meticulously storing it within the vessel of Akasha. 


Although Akasha already had a huge reservoir of mana, it was 
unavailable to Eugene to use freely. This was because the mana held 
within the Dragon Heart was allocated for the manifestation of 
Akasha's diverse powers, as well as for the actualization of Eugene's 
magic. 


‘It would be suicide for me to engage Raizakia in a battle of magic.’ 


He would not use magic except Prominence. In the upcoming battle 
against Raizakia, Eugene would need to fight thoroughly as a warrior. 


He could not help but wonder if he could do it. 


He didn’t want to think about it, but the questions kept appearing in 
his mind the closer he got to the World Tree. 


Was it possible for him with who he was now? He was definitely 
stronger than he was in his previous life. Indeed, such a conviction 
had long settled in. 


But was that enough? This, he could not answer. The Three Dukes of 
Helmuth — the Blade of Incarceration, the Queen of the Night 
Demons, and the Demon Dragon — all three had been opponents he 
could not defeat alone in his previous life. Instead, they had been 
opponents he could only kill with all five of the Hero party present. 


But he had no one to help him this time around. Molon was occupied 
defending the North against the Nur, and Eugene didn’t know if 
Vermouth was alive or dead or why he had asked Molon of such a 
thing. 


Eugene silently analyzed the situation and the lack of help from his 
former comarades. 


Unfortunately, Kristina could not join him on this perilous expedition. 
The uncharted expanse between dimensions held inherent risks, and 
there was a distinct possibility that Anise, as a soul form, might vanish 
during their arduous journey. Both Kristina and Anise were acutely 
aware of these perils. 


Thus, every day, the two of them fervently offered their prayers for 


Eugene's well-being. They would sit together, cradling Altair, the Holy 
Sword, upon their laps, channeling their heartfelt devotion into 
imbuing it with as many miraculous blessings as their combined 
abilities could muster. 


“Oh, Holy Light...” 


The two of them called God over and over again. They prayed that 
Eugene would achieve his will, that he would succeed in eliminating 
the corrupted Black Dragon, and that he would not die or suffer any 
irreparable wounds. They prayed that he would return to them with a 
bright smile. 


“Haha,” Eugene laughed while looking at the bonfire. To have so 
many people worrying about him was... No, apart from that, his gaze 
drifted towards his fingers lying on his knee. Despite his best efforts to 
remain calm, an involuntary quiver coursed through them, betraying 
the underlying tension that gripped his very being. 


Had he ever been this nervous after being reborn as Eugene? Apart 
from the instance when he was suddenly confronted by the Demon 
King of Incarceration, had he ever felt this anxious and... afraid before 
a fight with an enemy? 
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‘If I had more time to prepare... 


His White Flame Formula was still at the Sixth Star. He still had room 
to improve. Alternatively, he contemplated embarking on a quest to 
search the realms of Helmuth for additional fragments of the 
Moonlight Sword. He also entertained the possibility that the 
Lionheart family, with their vast resources and influence, could 
potentially uncover more fragments imbued with the sword's power. 


But whatever the case, he needed more time... But did he have time to 
spare? He didn’t know. Could he even search for the fragments of the 
Moonlight Sword with money and influence? No, it would be 
impossible. 


Older demons knew about the Moonlight Sword. In particular, Gavid 
Lindman and Noir Giabella knew how troublesome the Moonlight 
Sword was. 


Noir knew that Eugene was in possession of the Moonlight Sword. On 
the other hand, Gavid remained oblivious to this crucial detail. The 
ramifications of Gavid discovering that fragments of the Moonlight 
Sword were being sought and that the sword itself resided within 
another's grasp were uncertain and unpredictable. It was a delicate 
matter, and the reaction Gavid would exhibit upon learning this truth 
remained an enigma. 


In addition, what about the Demon King of Incarceration? How long 
would the mysterious Demon King wait for Eugene? How long would 
he be willing to wait for Eugene at Babel, as he had proclaimed? 


‘Raizakia is a problem as well. He’s not completely incapacitated. He’s 
bidding for his time while protecting himself in the gap between dimensions, 
waiting for a chance to escape... ’ 


Eugene turned to the side. He could see Raimira curled up under the 
covers. 


Her nightmares were worsening as they got closer to the World Tree. 


Despite her efforts to conceal it, a noticeable change came over 
Raimira. Gradually, she ceased partaking in meals and suppressing the 
sounds of her distressing nightmares that haunted her every night. 
Kristina, ever caring, did her utmost to assist Raimira in finding 
solace, using her divine magic to bring respite to her troubled sleep 
and holding her in a comforting embrace. However, in those moments 
when Kristina was immersed in her prayers, there was no one to 
provide a soothing embrace. 


‘Raizakia’s evil influence is becoming stronger, and it’s affecting her.’ 


It made Eugene nervous to know that Raizakia was capable of such 
interference. What if Raizakia escaped while Eugene was building up 
his confidence to kill the Black Dragon? Sienna had been able to 
survive for centuries because of the World Tree’s miracle and the 
absence of Raizakia, the source of her curse, from this world. 


Could the World Tree’s miracle continue to protect Sienna even when 
Raizakia escaped from his prison and returned to this world? 


‘There’s no way that lizard will leave Sienna untouched.’ 


Raizakia was an arrogant creature, and he would not leave Sienna 
untouched after she had banished him for hundreds of years. 


Eugene stared at the bonfire for a moment before rising. 


Whenever he wanted to clear his mind from the plaguing thoughts, 
moving his body was better than sleeping it off. 


“Are you going somewhere?” Cyan inquired, his gaze lifting to meet 
Eugene's face. 


His voice trailed off as he beheld Eugene's countenance, frozen in an 
uncharacteristic rigidity, while his damp hair clung to his forehead, 
moistened by perspiration. Cyan couldn't help but feel a surge of 
concern; his breath momentarily caught in his throat at the sight 
before him. 


Eugene was always relaxed in Cyan’s memories. It was the first time 
he had seen Eugene so nervous and agitated. 


“Are you... okay?” Cyan asked. 


“T just couldn’t sleep,” Eugene replied, offering a smile to Cyan, 
though his eyes betrayed a weariness that lingered. He pointed at the 
back of the campsite. “I’m just going to swing my sword for a bit, so 
don’t worry about it, and go to sleep. It’s useless to worry about me.” 


But how could such simple words quench Cyan’s worry? He stood up 
to follow Eugene, but Eugene firmly shook his head. 


“T want to concentrate by myself.” 


Eventually, Cyan settled himself back into his seat, his hand tightly 
clenched into a fist as he watched his brother's retreating figure. He 
did not succumb to a sense of helplessness or any similar sentiment. 
Instead, his heart brimmed solely with a deep concern for Eugene. 
While Cyan could not completely empathize with the burdens 
weighing upon Eugene, his worry for his brother remained. 


For Cyan, dragons were only creatures of legend. Moreover, Raizakia 
was not just a simple dragon but a real legend from the time of his 
forefather, Vermouth. 


It was an unimaginable feat for Cyan to fight and kill such an 
existence. 


Ys 


‘But if it’s you... 
Did he really think so? 
Cyan could no longer see Eugene’s figure. 


He wanted to think that Eugene would be fine, as always. Even if 
Eugene was faced with an unimaginable challenge, Cyan wanted to 
believe in Eugene. No, rather, he had to believe in Eugene. 


Eugene did not wander too far from the campsite. He didn’t think 
taking a long walk would help calm his heart. As such, after walking a 
good distance, Eugene drew his sword. 


It was a simple, ordinary sword. It wasn’t the sword he would wield 
against Raizakia in the upcoming battle. He would likely rely on the 
Holy Sword and the Moonlight Sword in the battle. 


Ultimately, it fell upon Eugene to grasp the sword firmly in his hand. 
In contrast to his previous existence, where his arsenal had been 
meager, he now possessed a multitude of exceptional weapons at his 
disposal. However, an undercurrent of concern tugged at his thoughts, 
cautioning him against complacency. 


“T’m having all sorts of thoughts,” Eugene snorted before beginning to 
swing his sword. 


Naturally, he berated himself for entertaining such a foolish notion. It 
was true that the weapons he now wielded surpassed anything he had 
possessed in his previous life, surpassing them in every aspect. 
However, contrary to his baseless worry, his own skills had not dulled 
but instead grown sharper and more refined. The journey of honing 
his abilities had been a relentless pursuit of perfection, aligning his 
mastery with the exquisite weapons bestowed upon him. 


He tried his best to gain confidence. It was so that he could win in 
every situation. It was because his enemies were too strong. That’s 
why he desperately honed himself. He continued to train, learn magic, 
and create new skills. 


He tried his best. He never wasted even a second after his 
reincarnation, and each moment had been a crucial part of allowing 
him to become who he was now. 


‘can kill him.’ 


Eugene concentrated, his entire being attuned to the sensations 
coursing through his body. Devoid of mana, he embraced the sword in 
his grip, intimately feeling its weight and texture as though it were an 
extension of his arm. This heightened awareness granted him the 
ability to engage in battle without succumbing to the sway of any 
circumstance. 


‘I can save her.’ 


Thoughts of Sienna, the hapless and naive girl, occupied Eugene's 
mind. Her delicate form bore a profound wound, a sizable cavity in 
her chest, her very existence sustained solely by the miraculous 
powers of the World Tree. Each passing moment intensified the 
trepidation surrounding her fragile state, leaving uncertainty hanging 
over her future, her life poised on a precipice, with the looming threat 
of imminent demise. 


He wanted to save Sienna. In the end, this was why he was pushing 
ahead with Raizakia’s subjugation. 


He wanted to see her, to save her as quickly as possible. He would not 
be able to accept it if something happened, and he could no longer 
save her if she died. 


He had raged and rampaged at the Fount of Light for Anise. It was for 
Kristina, who was created just like Anise, a being made into a 
plaything of fate. 


Eugene saved the two of them. He destroyed the Fount of Light and 
saved Anise’s soul. He destroyed the chains of fate that imprisoned 


Kristina and gave her liberty. 


Eugene had picked a fight with Molon at Lehainjar because he could 
not leave Molon alone, who was going crazy after hundreds of 
exhausting battles. Eugene had failed to come up with an ordinary 
solution to Molon’s situation. Regardless of what Eugene did, Molon 
had to continue to fight against the Nur at Lehainjar, as he had done 
so far. But even if he failed to come up with an answer, he did not 
leave Molon alone. Eugene had attempted to bring Molon back to his 
senses by beating him up, although it ended up with his own beating. 


It was the same now. He was pushing ahead because he wanted to 
save Sienna and could not leave her alone. 


It was because he had shared conversations with Sienna and also 
because he knew her situation. The stupid girl had cried her eyes out 
in front of him. He had made a promise to save her while acting 
bravely like an idiot. 


“Let’s not act unseemly,” Eugene whispered under his breath after 
suddenly stopping his sword mid-swing. “It would be ridiculous if I 
saved her too late after saying such things.” 


His words were directed at himself, knowing full well that he was 
nervous and anxious. 


“This is nothing new. I’ve always picked a fight with bastards that 
were impossible to beat.” 


Such situations had been commonplace in Eugene's previous life, so 
why did unease grip him now? He chuckled softly, self-deprecatingly, 
as he brushed away the beads of sweat forming on his forehead. The 
act of swinging his sword had brought him a peculiar sense of solace, 
a peculiar comfort that he welcomed wholeheartedly. While cold 
perspiration had caused him to tremble in the presence of the 
crackling bonfire, the heat that now coursed through his veins 
matched the intensity of his racing heart. 


Suddenly, Mer's voice broke the silence as she poked her head from 
beneath Eugene's cloak. She had deliberated on finding words of 
comfort to assuage his fears and anxieties but ultimately chose to 


remain silent, allowing him the space to find his own footing. As she 
expected, Eugene ended up regaining composure on his own. 


Mer believed that this was the time to speak out to help Eugene cheer 
up. “You will kill Raizakia and save Lady Sienna, Sir Eugene. 
Afterward, you'll return healthy, and we'll go play while holding 
hands. You, me, and Lady Sienna.” 


“Where would we go?” asked Eugene. 


“We'll be able to go anywhere. The most important thing is this — you 
will hold my right hand, and Lady Sienna will hold my left hand.” 
After saying so, Mer closed her lips for a moment. Then she tilted her 
head with serious contemplation. “...Or you can just hold hands with 
Lady Sienna, Sir Eugene.” 


“Why would I hold her hand?” said Eugene. 


“Are you not going to? You can always hold my hand every day, and 
even now, but Lady Sienna’s hand won’t be as easy to hold as mine,” 
retorted Mer. 


“Not easy to hold? That’s...” 


“Are you saying that you can hold Lady Sienna’s hand whenever you 
want to, Sir Eugene?” shouted Mer, not missing a single word Eugene 
whispered. She jumped up and down with a bright smile. “Well, of 
course! After all, you and Lady Sienna did that together.” 


“What?” 


“You know, you did that. You were the one who said it, Sir Eugene.” 
Mer said. 


“When did I ever say that!?” Eugene roared. 


“You must have forgotten, but I can read your surface thoughts. I 
already know that whenever you think of Lady Sienna, you always 
think about your memory of doing that with her,” continued Mer 
teasingly. 


Eugene’s face glowed bright red. 


Mer's mischievous nature tempted her to further tease Eugene, but her 
past encounters had taught her the consequences of pushing her luck 
too far — a noogie was a fate she wished to avoid. Hastily, she 
retreated back into the sanctuary of his cloak, well aware of the 
seething frustration that simmered within him. 


“Hmm...” Eugene quenched his anger. 


He heard a cough from behind a tree. Someone’s head poked out from 
behind it. “This Lady was going to help you because you looked 
scared, but did you get better?” 


It was Raimira. 


Emerging from behind the tree, Raimira presented herself with an air 
of resilience, despite the telltale signs of reddened eyes. She stood tall, 
her chest held high. 


“Why did you come here without sleeping? What about Kristina?” 
asked Eugene. 


“Mother... Ehem, the... holy woman is deep in prayer. Though this 
Lady would prefer she hugs me instead,” Raimira muttered. 


“You never fail to utter unnecessary words that earn you a smack,” 
Eugene retorted, a hint of exasperation tinging his voice. 


“Hiek.” Raimira quickly recoiled. “Hmm... This Lady is glad you are 
feeling better, but if you are really scared, is there a reason to go fight 
the Black Dragon...?” 


“Are you going to keep spouting nonsense?” Eugene asked. 


“Hmm... This Lady is only saying this because I am worried about 
you. And... well, this lady might not be quite ready to meet the Black 
Dragon.” Raimira stole glances at Eugene while hesitating. 


She wasn’t lying when she said that she had been worried about 


Eugene. Although the scoundrel had a trashy personality, he had been 
quite good to Raimira during their journey. 


He had allowed her inside his cloak so she wouldn’t get hurt, and he 
sometimes held her hand inside the cloak when she was trembling too 
much... 


“This Lady does not want the Black Dragon to kill you.” 


“T don’t know who’s worrying about who. I’m going to kill your 
father,” said Eugene. 


“Hmm... Ehem. This Lady believes that the Black Dragon will not die 
at your hands. Evil human, I know you are strong enough to be the 
strongest among humans, but there is no way you are powerful 
enough to reach the Black Dragon, the strongest of dragons,” retorted 
Raimira. 


“Ah, that’s good for you. If I die, your father will take excellent care of 
you,” Eugene said. 


“Well, as I just said... This Lady is not quite ready for the reunion...” 


Raimira's shoulders slumped once more, weighed down by the burden 
of her fear. The looming presence of the Black Dragon had intensified 
her nightmares, tormenting her with increasing intensity as their 
journey brought them closer to the Black Dragon. Restlessness plagued 
her heart and mind, exacerbating the unease that gripped her being. 


Raimira questioned her fear. Why was she so afraid of getting closer 
to her father, the Black Dragon? 


“So... This lady thinks it might be better for us to return now. Well, I 
am worried about you and—” 


“Stop with the nonsense and go to sleep,” Eugene cut in. 
“Eek... This Lady is being considerate of you...!” 


“No, it’s because you’re scared.” 


“W-why would this Lady be scared? There is no reason for me to be 
afraid of the Black Dragon. I-if I had to pick something I am scared 
of... T-this Lady is scared that the Black Dragon might swallow you 
whole.” 


A haunting nightmare resurfaced within Raimira's consciousness, 
vividly recalling the sensation of being swallowed whole. The 
harrowing memory sent shivers down her spine, causing her to 
instinctively curl into a tighter, protective ball, seeking solace from 
the tremors that coursed through her body. 


“Hmm... I-if the Black Dragon tries to swallow you whole, this Lady 
will muster up my courage and... well... request the Black Dragon not 
to swallow you.” 


“You’re saying something weird again.” 


“Keep listening...! So, well, I will plead directly with the Black Dragon 
so that he will spare you, the human who is trying to kill him. And if 
possible, I will let you keep your life as this Lady’s servant.” 


Normally, he would have welcomed her nonsense with a knock on the 
red jewel on her forehead. However, Eugene allowed her to continue 
and listened silently when he saw how her voice quivered and her 
eyes reddened. 


“And... if t-this Lady is swallowed by something...” 


“Then I will take you out of this “something’s” jaws,” Eugene said 
with a snort. “Although I don’t know what the hell this something 
might be.” 


“T-this Lady does not know either.” 
“And what if you get chewed up and die?” asked Eugene. 


“Don’t say something so horrible!” Raimira cried. “In any case, this is 
a promise between you and me. Understand?” asked Raimira. 


“Fine, fine,” Eugene grunted. 


Eugene's response, though brief, held a soothing power that gradually 
calmed the tremors within Raimira. With a relieved sigh, she lifted her 
head, meeting Mer’s gaze, who beckoned to her from the shelter of 
Eugene's cloak. 


“Hmph. This Lady has no other choice if you call me like that.” 
Raimira hopped towards Eugene, then squeezed into his cloak. 


“Agh!” As soon as she entered, Raimira screamed. 
“You arrogant little brat. Who are you to tell Sir Eugene not to go?” 
“Agh! It hurts! It hurts!” 


Mer’s retribution caused the cloak to wobble. 


Chapter 295 
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There was no need to head all the way into the territory of the elves, 
where the World Tree was located. It was because they could open the 
“door” from the vicinity of the World Tree. 


"Considering the distance we've traveled, shouldn't we pay our 
respects and visit the World Tree and Lady Sienna?" Melkith voiced 
her disappointment at not being able to witness the majestic World 
Tree and explore the elves' realm firsthand. However, Eugene's 
response was resolute as he firmly shook his head. 


“She’s in no condition to meet anyone. Lady Sienna would not want to 
either,” Eugene said. In addition, it would be difficult for him to 
explain the hole in her chest. 


His greatest concern, deep down, lay in the possibility of his tears 
streaming uncontrollably upon seeing Sienna. Despite possessing a 
physically appealing and robust reincarnated body, he was burdened 
by an unusual disorder. At times, tears would well up in his eyes 
without any volition on his part. 


[That’s not a disorder. I think you’re just a sentimental person, Sir 
Eugene. You have a lot of tears,] Mer piped in with her opinion. 


‘Don’t say something so ridiculous. I have a lot of tears? I could probably 
count the number of times I cried in my previous life with my hands.’ 


[Are you sure you could count it with your hands? At the minimum, 
wouldn’t you need all your fingers and toes to count how many times 
you cried? ] 


‘What would you know?’ 


[How strange. I’m pretty sure I’ve said this last time as well. I know a 


great deal about you, Sir Eugene. I know you act fierce and obnoxious 
on the surface, but you are surprisingly gentle and kind on the inside, 
Sir Eugene. ] 


“Shut up,” Eugene verbalized his thoughts accidentally. 


Melkith had been on the verge of proposing another visit to the World 
Tree, but her words were abruptly stifled, and her mouth hung open 
in astonishment as she fixated her gaze upon Eugene. “Hey, Eugene... 
I’m still your senior and quite a bit older than you, so isn’t it a bit too 
much to tell me to shut up?” 


“T wasn’t speaking to you, Lady Melkith,” Eugene responded, but 
Melkith did not seem convinced. 


She leaned closer to Eugene with an expression of being wronged. “Is 
that really so? Little bro, have you never told this older sis to shut up? 
At least, you must have imagined it, though, right?” 


“T entertained the thought many times, and right now, my imagination 
is about to become a reality,” answered Eugene. 


“T knew it! And since my little bro’s basically told me to shut up, I can 
be depressed, right? And I think it might be best to go and see the 
World Tree to help relieve this older sis of her depression,” Melkith 
muttered. 


“Stop talking nonsense. If you keep doing that, I won’t take you along 
next time,” said Eugene, giving her a side glance, causing Melkith’s 
jaw to drop in shock. 


Melkith grabbed Eugene by the shoulders and jumped up and down 
with excitement. “Little bro! You’re saying you will definitely take me 
to the World Tree next time, right?!” 


“Ah, yes... Well, that’s... I guess you did help me this time around, 
and—” 


“Right! Right!? That’s a given. You can’t possibly think of enjoying 
free help from Melkith El-Hayah, the darling of the world and a spirit 
magic genius with contracts with three Spirit Kings. Pleasure without 


responsibility doesn’t make sense, right?” Melkith exclaimed. 


“But if you think about it, didn’t you get to sign a contract with Ifrit 
because of me? I gave you the Fire Spirit Stone, and you would have 
never gotten the chance to come here if it weren’t for me,” Eugene 
retorted. 


“That’s! True, but... I still helped you out, and... Hngh... I used a lot 
of mana so you could do well...,” whined Melkith. 


“Fine, fine. I understand. I’ll take you next time, so stop acting so 
silly,” responded Eugene. 


“When did I ever act silly?” Melkith took a step back, a mischievous 
grin adorning her face. Eugene acknowledged that she wasn't a bad 
person, yet... He couldn't help but express his disapproval with an 
exasperated click of his tongue as he fixated his gaze upon her. 


In truth, Eugene had contemplated presenting Melkith with a leaf 
from the World Tree once their mission concluded. He deemed it 
rather troublesome to return all the way to Samar solely for the 
purpose of allowing her to witness the magnificence of the revered 
World Tree. 


‘She'll be able to enter the territory of the elves with that.’ 


Even now, the leaves of the World Tree quivered within the confines 
of his pockets, indicating their proximity to the elven territory. But the 
leaves weren’t the only things trembling. Nestled within Eugene's 
cloak, tightly ensconced within Mer's protective embrace, Raimira 
quivered incessantly. 


"Sir Eugene." Lovellian approached Eugene with a weary sigh, 
signaling the completion of the last-minute preparations. With utmost 
care, he presented Akasha, cradling it with both hands, before 
speaking further, "I’ve done everything I can.” 


In the preceding days, both Lovellian and Melkith had expended their 
mana, channeling it into Akasha. However, their contributions 
extended beyond a mere infusion of mana — they had meticulously 
purified it, ensuring its readiness for immediate utilization by Eugene. 


Eugene humbly lowered his head as he accepted Akasha. 


The moment Akasha nestled within his grasp, Eugene could discern its 
presence keenly. A tremendous reservoir of mana resided within the 
artifact, emanating an overwhelming magnitude and potency that lent 
it a palpable weight in his hands. 


Such a phenomenon was only to be expected, given the circumstances. 
Two eminent figures, the Heads of Aroth's Magic Towers and 
accomplished Archwizards boasting mastery over Eight Circles of 
Magic, had channeled their mana into Akasha until their reserves were 
nearly depleted. Their collective efforts had infused the artifact with 
an abundance of raw power. 


“Thank you,” Eugene said as he raised his head. Kristina approached 
him. Her face was a little thin, evidence of hardly sleeping over the 
last few days. 


“Are you okay?” Eugene asked. She tottered helplessly, and Eugene 
supported her with a worried expression. 


‘How could that be the Saint? She’s more like a sly fox in disguise...,’ 
Melkith couldn’t help but think as she stole glances at Kristina. She 
was kept from speaking out because of the heavy, deadly flail hanging 
from Kristina’s waist and thigh. 


“Yes, ’m okay,” answered Kristina. In fact, she wasn’t acting. It was 
true that she had gotten barely any sleep over the last few days, and 
she was weak and dizzy from using so much divine power in the 
battle. 


Kristina barely managed a smile as she handed Eugene the Holy 
Sword. 


"I've stored as much power as possible," she conveyed. Remarkably, 
the Holy Sword emitted a gentle radiance, effortlessly illuminating 
their surroundings without Eugene needing to exert any effort. As 
Eugene took hold of the Holy Sword, Kristina cautiously positioned 
her hands behind her neck, deftly unfastening the knot of the rosary 
that adorned her. “And... this contains our wishes and prayers. I dare 
ask, may I place it on Sir Eugene’s neck?” 


"Yes," Eugene acknowledged with a nod, slightly lowering his posture 
to facilitate Kristina's reach. Glancing down at Eugene's head, Kristina 
experienced a fleeting, inexplicable urge. It was a clandestine impulse 
to run her fingers through his lustrous gray hair, a longing to gently 
caress his head... 


“...What are you doing?” Eugene asked. 


"Hmm," Kristina believed she had managed to suppress her impulses, 
yet reality challenged her self-control. With audacity, Anise seized the 
initiative, guiding Kristina's hand and tenderly stroking the crown of 
Eugene's head. 


“May the care of the Light be with you...” Kristina dealt with the 
unexpected situation without a change in her expression. 


‘Ah, she must be offering a prayer on my behalf,’ Eugene surmised. He 
reverently shut his eyes without uttering a single inquiry, allowing 
himself to receive Kristina's prayer in profound silence. In that instant, 
an air of solemnity and sanctity enveloped them, permeating the 
atmosphere with an ethereal presence. 


With a serious expression, Kristina leaned forward to hang the rosary 
around Eugene’s neck. 


[Kristina. I have to be the one to do this,] Anise suddenly interjected. 
‘What? Why is that the case?’ asked Kristina. 


[Because this rosary was a birthday gift from Hamel, and he hung it 
around my neck. So it’s only natural that I should use my own hands 
to hang it around Hamel’s neck. ] 


‘I cannot accept that, Sister. If Sir Eugene hung the rosary around your 
neck, that means you’ve already experienced the pleasure, right? So you 
must concede this to me.’ 


[Hamel is going to rescue Sienna, an old colleague and friend of mine. 
It’s a blessing to be given on his way to save her, so I cannot give this 
up. ] 


In that brief instant when Kristina stooped down, the collision of 
disparate viewpoints occurred between the two of them. 


[Then let’s do this. Kristina, I will put the rosary around Hamel’s neck 
now, so when he returns it, you can receive it from him. You can 
enjoy that moment. ] 


‘My goodness...! Sister, are you a genius?’ 


The two came to a quick compromise, and Kristina calmly retreated, 
imagining the moment when she would receive the necklace from 
Eugene. 


[Don’t be surprised by every little thing, Kristina. I’ll show you now 
what it really means to be a genius. ] 


Seizing complete dominion over the physical vessel, Anise concealed a 
malicious smirk as she leisurely stretched her waist. With calculated 
intent, she subtly lowered her knee and brazenly leaned forward, 
causing her ample bosom to press against Eugene's head. 


‘Detail is the key.’ 


[My God!] Kristina screamed. [H-how shameless! How, how could you 
think of such a thing? ] 


‘Remember, Kristina. Sienna can’t do anything like this, but we can. This 
will be our powerful weapon.’ 


Anise hung the rosary around Eugene’s neck, feeling proud of her sly, 
ingenious idea. 


Eugene didn’t want to imagine the identity of the soft, fluffy, and 
heavy objects weighing down on his head, and he deliberately allowed 
his awareness to fade by half. Mer's piercing cries echoed within his 
mind, yet he found a peculiar sense of gratitude towards them at that 
moment. 


“It is done.” 


The weight slowly lifted, and Eugene looked up in surprise. He saw a 
familiar smile. 


Anise looked down at Eugene and moved her lips, ‘Hamel. Please take 
care of Sienna.’ 


Constrained by the presence of others, she refrained from speaking 
aloud and instead silently mouthed the words. Nonetheless, Eugene 
comprehended the unspoken message and responded with a nod of 
understanding. “Of course.” 


Eugene had received Akasha, the Holy Sword, and the rosary. He rose 
and took a deep breath. “Here I go,” he said. 


“Uh... Right.” In the eyes of those who weren’t privy to the details, 
Kristina’s behavior had been extremely sudden and unconventional, 
especially considering that she was the Saint. Even Melkith, who 
boasted unparalleled expertise in such matters, couldn't conceal her 
astonishment as her mouth fell open in surprise. 


Cyan was particularly surprised as well. What had he just seen? After 
a moment, he closed his mouth, cleared his throat, then approached 
Eugene. “...Be careful,” he warned. 


Unlike the others, Cyan could not assist Eugene by storing his powers 
in a vessel. Instead, he took out Gedon's Shield and handed it to 
Eugene. The shield was what Eugene had needed the most. 


“Of course, I’ll be careful. Don’t get into trouble while you wait here. 
You know, protect your elders,” responded Eugene. 


“Even if they’re exhausted, I don’t think there will be any need for me 
to protect the Tower Masters,” answered Cyan. 


“You should still have your blade at the ready. What else would you 
be doing among tired people?” Eugene said, mounting Gedon’s Shield 
on his left arm. Afterward, he placed his hand into his cloak and 
tapped on the back of Raimira’s hand. 


“Hieek...” Raimira squealed while instinctively grabbing Eugene’s 
hand. She was trembling incessantly with fear. 


Eugene gave a deep sigh and dragged Raimira out of the cloak. 


“N-no... I don’t want to go. T-this Lady is not fully prepared yet... O- 
oh, w-why don’t we go tomorrow instead of today...?” she begged. 


“Tomorrow? After we came all the way here? The mood is already set 
on us leaving, so stay calm,” said Eugene. 


"No... This Lady is not... Sniff, sniff. W-what's the matter with the 
ambiance? If this Lady were to grace you lowly peasants with a dance, 
can we postpone it until tomorrow?" Raimira whimpered, her voice 
tinged with reluctance. She contorted her shoulders and even swayed 
her hips, attempting to demonstrate her resistance. However, her 
awkward movements fell far short of being classified as a dance. 


Eugene stared at Raimira with a horrified expression, then shook his 
head. “Stop... And you just need to come out for a moment. After we 
enter, you can hide inside the cloak.” 


“But... But... as his daughter, how could I not give my greetings to the 
Black Dragon...?” whimpered Raimira. 


“What kind of a daughter makes a fuss like this because she’s scared of 
her dad? Don’t worry. Everything’s going to be fine. I made a promise, 
remember?” said Eugene. 


“Really... Are you sure it’s going to be okay?” Raimira looked up at 
Eugene with tears in her eyes. 


Eugene stared at the red jewel on her forehead before nodding. 
“That’s right.” 


Eugene's words appeared to resonate with Raimira as she inhaled 
deeply and retreated a few steps. Eugene slowly extended Akasha 
towards the hatchling. 


It was the Draconic spell that he had performed several times. Raimira 
closed her eyes while taking a breath, and Akasha emitted a red light. 


Wooooo... 


Akasha's Draconic spell intertwined with Raimira, forging a profound 
connection. Utilizing the hatchling as a catalyst, the spell harnessed its 
energy to unveil the gateway to the interdimensional realm where 
Raizakia awaited. 


As the space surrounding them warped and twisted, Eugene cautiously 
advanced towards Raimira, firmly grasping her shoulders. In an 
instant, they were enveloped by the engulfing grip of the distorted 
realm, disappearing from sight. 


Her head pulsed with a disorienting ache, and a wave of dizziness 
washed over her. She struggled to discern whether she stood firmly on 
her own two feet or if she was sprawled on the ground, her senses 
tangled in a haze of confusion. 


The sensation resembled her distant recollection of that initial 
encounter with alcohol ages ago. In a manner akin to severe 
intoxication, she found herself unable to regain her faculties. The 
current state of her being eluded her, slipping through her grasp like 
an elusive mirage. 


“Hieeeeeek.” 


She shook his head, attempting to shake off the disorientation. 
Raimira lay sprawled on the ground. Her legs had faltered beneath 
her, and she clung tightly to Eugene's hand. 


Eugene slowly caught his breath and raised Raimira off the ground. 
“Come inside,” he said. 


Sniff... 


An overwhelming sense of madness seized Raimira as if her sanity 
teetered on the edge. The red jewel embedded in her forehead 
throbbed relentlessly as if struck repeatedly by an invisible hammer. 
Suppressing the rising nausea, Raimira swiftly covered her mouth with 
her hand, determined to quell the unsettling sensation. Seeking solace, 
she sought refuge within the confines of the space concealed within 
Eugene's cloak. 


Only then did Eugene look around. 


Darkness... was drifting around him. Within this ethereal darkness, 
myriad shades and densities intermingled, resembling an 
amalgamation of countless night skies woven together. Simply looking 
at it threatened to confuse his mind. 


He had succeeded in entering through the door. Eugene gulped before 
moving on. Within a few steps, the darkness drifting around him was 
lifted. 


Eugene found himself immersed in an encompassing darkness, devoid 
of solid ground beneath his feet. However, a subtle incline loomed just 
a short distance ahead, sloping downwards. With vigilance, Eugene 
directed his gaze downward, refusing to let his guard waver. 


He saw a big, truly enormous black dragon. 


It was Raizakia. Just like when Eugene had first seen him, the Black 
Dragon was curled up inside his large tail; the black, sharp-scaled tail 
covered his face. 


“...Is he sleeping?’ 


He hoped so. Eugene slowly raised the Moonlight Sword towards 
Raizakia. 


At that moment, Raizakia’s head suddenly tilted upwards. 


Chapter 296 
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The whole process seemed very slow to Eugene. 


The tail, adorned with a formidable array of sharp and rugged scales, 
made the initial descent. Subsequently, the dragon's head emerged, 
gradually rising upward. With a marked sluggishness, the dragon 
reclined, fixing its gaze skyward in a deliberate and measured manner. 


His eyes remained closed, veiled in darkness. Slowly, very slowly, his 
eyelids began to part. Like a delicate curtain unfurling, the white veil 
lifted, revealing the eyes beneath that had been inverted but now 
found their proper alignment. 


The pupils were vertically slitted, reminiscent of the serpentine gaze 
of a colossal snake. Those intense, menacing eyes fixated upon 
Eugene, radiating an aura of primal danger. Yet, it was not a mere 
meeting of gazes; instead, it felt as if the dragon's vast, all- 
encompassing eyes were ensnaring Eugene, capturing his very essence 
within their powerful gaze. 


It was Dragon Fear. 


Mer lost consciousness inside the cloak, and similarly overwhelmed by 
a profound sense of fear, Raimira's voice erupted in a piercing scream. 


Eugene yearned to succumb to the same urges — to lose consciousness 
or release a primal scream — yet he quelled those impulses. He 
couldn't afford to yield. How could he allow himself to become a 
blathering fool after merely glimpsing the Black Dragon? Gritting his 
teeth, Eugene summoned every ounce of his willpower and activated 
the White Flame Formula. Its purpose was to withstand the relentless, 
intangible pressure that threatened to pulverize his very bones and 
organs. 


Eugene had once experienced Dragon Fear from Ariartel, the Red 
Dragon. However, it could not compare to what he was feeling now. It 
was a matter of course. Although Ariartel had been quite mature 
compared to the child, Raimira, the Red Dragon had been three 
centuries old at most. 


But what about Raizakia, the Black Dragon? 


Raizakia was an Ancient Dragon who had lived for more than a 
millennium. Even prior to his fall, he had been revered as one of the 
mightiest beings among the dragonkind. Consuming the heart of the 
Dragon Lord after betraying his own kind had solidified his fearsome 
reputation. Moreover, as the last surviving Ancient Dragon following 
the demise of his brethren, Raizakia stood as the oldest, most 
powerful, and most malevolent dragon to ever exist. 


Throughout his past life, Eugene had encountered Raizakia on 
multiple occasions, and each encounter brought him perilously close 
to the brink of death. He had become intimately acquainted with 
Raizakia's devastating Dragon Fear, having faced it time and again. 


However, strangely enough, Eugene did not feel a sense of familiarity 
with the current situation. Raizakia's Dragon Fear seemed more 
intense compared to his previous encounters, surpassing anything he 
had experienced before. 


Dragon Fear was a malevolent aura of death and destruction emitted 
by dragons. In the case of Raizakia, his Dragon Fear had matched the 
intensity of his twisted personality three centuries ago. However, it 
became apparent that his madness had expanded exponentially during 
his entrapment within the interdimensional void. 


Raizakia's Dragon Fear froze Eugene in place, his body stiffening like 
ice. Despite invoking the power of the White Flame Formula to resist, 
his trembling could not be suppressed. 


...Fwoosh! 


The rosary adorning his neck emanated a radiant, comforting glow, 
enveloping Eugene in its warm embrace. The divine power infused 
within it, a testament to Kristina and Anise's contribution, manifested 


as a miraculous presence. Though he understood it to be an illusion, it 
felt as if both Kristina and Anise stood steadfastly behind him at that 
moment. Their ethereal forms seemed to wrap around him, their arms 
and wings serving as a protective shield, ensuring Eugene's resolve 
remained unyielding and preventing his collapse. 


His tremors stopped, and the cold, frozen spirit melted in the warm 
light. After taking a few deep breaths, Eugene took a step forward. 
Then he stared directly into Raizakia’s eyes. 


“Vermouth?” A voice resounded in the darkness, although Raizakia 
didn’t speak directly. “No. You look like Vermouth, but you are not 
him. Are you his descendant?” 


“Tt’s Hamel,” responded Eugene without hiding himself. 


As if taken back by the answer, Raizakia remained silent for a moment 
as he stared at Eugene. 


“ ..Kuhaha! Reincarnation, is it? Someone committed a taboo that 
even dragons avoid. Who was it? Was it that girl, Sienna Merdein? Or 
was it Vermouth himself?” asked Raizakia. 


“Shut your mouth,” said Eugene. 


“Tf you really are Hamel, then it explains why you’ve come here and... 
why you are angry at my words. It must be because I turned Sienna 
Merdein, that cheeky girl, into a walking corpse,” jeered Raizakia. 


Rumbleee! 


The darkness roared. Raizakia slowly unfurled his body from a ball, 
then spread his wings. “I remember everything. I never forget 
anything. Sienna Merdein, the wench who drove me into this 
miserable place. Among the pathetic, arrogant humans, I want to 
chew and swallow that girl foremost.” 


The Dragon Fear emanating from Raizakia intensified, accompanied 
by a surge of killing intent. His eyes brimmed with malevolent 
darkness, seething with a potent mix of malice and madness. Eugene 
counted himself lucky when he saw those eyes. 


Noir Giabella, the Queen of the Night Demons, and Gavid Lindman, 
the Blade of Incarceration — neither of them was inferior to Raizakia 
when it came to their power. Eugene had survived several encounters 
with the two. Noir had never shown any hostility towards Eugene, and 
Gavid could not kill Eugene because of his loyalty to the Demon King 
of Incarceration. 


However, Raizakia wasn’t bound by such things. There was no reason 
for the insane dragon to refrain from killing Eugene, no reason for him 
to suppress his killing intent. 


‘There’s no comparison,’ thought Eugene. 


Jagon, the Beast of Ravesta, was one of the strongest among the 
younger demons. The atmosphere he exuded had been sufficient to 
make Eugene nervous, but it was nothing compared to Raizakia’s 
Dragon Fear. 


“Where did you hide my daughter?” Raizakia growled, causing 
Eugene’s hair to flutter in the wind. Eugene looked upwards without 
stepping back. 


Raizakia was looking down at Eugene with his ragged wings unfurled. 
“T know you’ve taken my daughter as the key to getting here. That 
cloak... is a space-magic artifact. You must have hidden my daughter 
in there.” 


Raimira stifled a gasp, her hand instinctively covering her mouth 
within the confines of the cloak. The words of the Black Dragon 
echoed in her ears, referring to her as his daughter. It was a title she 
had envisioned countless times, imagining the immense emotions and 
overwhelming joy that would accompany such a moment. 


However, the harsh reality shattered her expectations. The mere 
utterance of the word daughter from Raizakia intensified her 
trembling. Though not focused directly on her, the icy, malevolent 
gaze of the Black Dragon constricted her breath, leaving her gasping 
for air. 


“Hamel, I will take back my daughter after killing you,” Raizakia 
declared before opening his jaw. A black tornado of Dark Power 


swirled and gathered in front of him. 


Eugene braced himself for what he knew was imminent. The Black 
Dragon was preparing to unleash its devastating Breath. However, the 
sheer density of the Dark Power coalescing before Raizakia was 
beyond Eugene's comprehension, leaving him astounded by its 
immense potency. 


‘Did he really get weaker?’ Eugene doubted his presupposition. 


Being trapped in the dimensional rift for centuries, Eugene had 
expected the Black Dragon's power to have diminished. However, 
Raizakia displayed no signs of weakening. In fact, his presence exuded 
a formidable strength that defied Eugene's assumptions. 


Eugene raised Akasha high into the air. 
Fwoosh! 


All the mana stored in Akasha poured out, and at the same time, 
Eugene activated Prominence. Purple flames erupted around him 
before forming a wing behind him. Prominence greedily devoured all 
the mana that poured out of Akasha and formed numerous feathers. 


”Haha! Akasha. It’s nice to see that cursed staff after such a long time. 
Did Sienna give you Akasha? I’ve been eyeing it for centuries.” 
Raizakia laughed insidiously. The Breath was still growing in size and 
power. 


Eugene glared at Raizakia while attempting to measure the power of 
the Black Dragon’s Dark Power. 


“You bastard. What did you do?” Eugene shouted. He was appalled 
after discovering that Raizakia possessed Dark Power that did not 
belong to him. Instead, what he felt coming from Raizakia was 
Edmund’s Dark Power from the Footprint of the God of the Land. No, 
to be exact, it was the Dark Power he gathered for the ritual by 
sacrificing thousands of lives. 


“Hahaha!” Raizakia burst out laughing. “That arrogant human black 
wizard. He did not know his place and dared to covet my Dark Power! 


A mere human dared to greed after my power. Me, the Black Dragon 
Raizakia!” he roared. 


The Dark Power continued to swell. Eugene activated Ignition through 
Prominence, then allowed Akasha to levitate behind him before 
grabbing the Holy Sword with his left hand. 


“It was quite an interesting trick, only if it had worked! Did you think 
it would be difficult for me to reap the failing, dispersing Dark Power? 
Both you and that black wizard took me, Raizakia, way too lightly. 
Did you really think I had grown weak and frail after being stuck in 
this place for centuries?” roared Raizakia. 


The ball of Dark Power was no longer expanding. Instead, it was 
causing their surroundings to vibrate as if they were on the verge of 
exploding. 


“You will die here, Hamel. I will kill you and eat you. I will take back 
my daughter from you. Afterward, it won’t take me long to escape 
from this place!” Raizakia’s voice grew more and more heated. 


Dragons were known for their longevity and resilience against the 
ravages of time. It was a trait that kept their minds sharp and their 
sanity intact, regardless of the years they accumulated. However, 
Raizakia stood apart from his noble brethren. The Black Dragon had 
descended into madness three centuries ago. 


There was truly nothing in the gap between dimensions, nothing 
except the patches of different darkness. But the darkness contained 
no mana, Dark Power, or spirits. One could not even feel the passage 
of time in this place. 


The mad dragon had been isolated in this space for two hundred 
years, and since he had nothing, he had turned his mind to his 
madness. 


Why had he failed? He had isolated the master of Akasha. The human 
wizard had been on the verge of death. She wouldn’t have been a 
threat even if she had been in perfect condition. There had been no 
reason for him to fail. The elves were no hindrance. He was going to 
kill Sienna, kill the elves, take Akasha, and burn down the World Tree 


just because. But he had failed. 


A miracle. Right, it really had been a miracle. The World Tree had 
protected the elves and Sienna. The human wizard had moved it to 
her will while on the verge of death. As a result, he had been in this 
miserable state for hundreds of years. 


The thought of wanting to die never crossed his mind. The Demonic 
Dragon always survived, even when things looked grim. Even on the 
battlefield where the Demon King of Destruction and the Demon King 
of Incarceration had massacred half of all dragons, where all the 
Ancient Dragons perished, Raizakia survived by betraying the Lord, 
devouring his heart, and corrupting himself. 


It would be no different this time. He didn’t know how many years 
had passed, but Raizakia had survived. After persisting, he was finally 
given another chance. 


“Die,” Raizkia spat with joy, eagerness, and madness. 
Flash! 


The orb of Dark Power exploded, and the Black Dragon’s Breath fired 
toward Eugene. 


The Dragon Spear Kharbos could unleash the power of a dragon’s 
breath with a single thrust. But Eugene realized just how arrogant he 
had been in thinking so. He knew he couldn’t counter Raizakia’s 
breath even if he possessed a dozen Dragon Spears. 


Craack! 


The light emitting from the Holy Sword was sheathed with the Empty 
Sword. Four overlapping layers were completed in an instant, and 
Eugene wielded the sword while feeling the massive weight in his 
grasp. The power contained in four layers of the Empty Sword was 
overwhelming enough to decelerate all other forces. However, it failed 
to show the same influence in the face of Raizakia’s breath. 


The Dark Power and flames dispersed upon making contact. Eugene 
saw the Holy Sword rattling. He clenched his teeth and hurriedly 


placed his right hand into the cloak. 


Drawing forth the Moonlight Sword, Eugene infused his strike with 
ethereal moonlight, intertwining its radiance with his attack. The 
combined might of the Moonlight Sword and the four layers of the 
Empty Sword proved sufficient to neutralize the oncoming breath. Yet, 
despite this feat, a trace of unease crept over Eugene's features, 
draining the color from his face. For before him, he beheld the sight of 
ten additional spheres of Dark Power, exact replicas of the breath, 
poised ominously in front of Raizakia. 


“The Moonlight Sword?” The Demonic Dragon recognized the 
weapon. He flapped his wings while chuckling. “How ironic, Hamel. 
You were the most human out of anyone, unlike Vermouth, who 
didn’t even seem like a human. And you hated demonfolks and the 
Demon Kings more than any of your companions.” 


Eugene couldn’t figure out where Raizakia was getting at. He had 
more important tasks at hand — calculating how he could kill the 
Black Dragon. Even if chances were slim, Eugene could not hesitate. 
After releasing the Holy Sword, Eugene clutched his chest with his left 
hand. 


“Yet, you use the sword of a Demon King, and of Destruction no less. 
Can you really call yourself human while using a power that is not 
permitted to humans, a power that humans cannot handle?” 


What was he talking about? Overwhelmed by the shocking revelation, 
Eugene's mind raced with questions, a torrent of confusion and 
disbelief flooding his thoughts. However, before he could voice his 
questions, a jolt of indescribable agony tore through his being. His 
hand instinctively pressed against his chest, desperately seeking solace 
amidst the chaos within. The ensuing explosion that erupted from 
deep within him was unlike anything he had ever experienced. 


Eugene's body convulsed with the immense strain of his 
unprecedented feat. Through the convergence of Prominence and the 
Ignition of his mana and Cores, he had unleashed a power beyond 
comprehension. Every fiber of his being trembled under the 
overwhelming force coursing through his veins. His teeth clenched 
together, threatening to shatter, as he fought to contain the explosive 
energy surging within him. The sheer intensity of the internal turmoil 


left him incapable of uttering a single word, fearing that the slightest 
release of his tightly sealed lips would result in his very being 
fracturing apart. 


“This is truly amazing! The Sword of Destruction alone surprised me, 
but your current power has already exceeded the boundaries of man!” 
Raizakia laughed maniacally. 


... The Sword of Destruction? Was he referring to the Moonlight Sword? 
Was it the power of the Demon King of Destruction? 


The revelation struck Eugene with a mixture of shock and plausibility. 
It seemed to offer an explanation for the unfathomable power 
emanating from the Moonlight Sword. In his past life, even the mere 
act of wielding the Moonlight Sword had threatened to unhinge his 
sanity. Yet, it wasn't just the Moonlight Sword that possessed such an 
effect. The Annihilation Hammer of Carnage and the Demonic Spear 
of Cruelty had also driven humans to madness; only Vermouth had 
been able to handle them. Eugene recalled the haunting image of 
Molon, his hands clutching his head in agony, while Vermouth had 
somehow withstood the onslaught without flinching. 


Upon discovering an enigmatic ruin near the Castle of the Demon King 
of Carnage following their victory, Vermouth had come across the 
Moonlight Sword. Astonishingly, he had taken the finding as a matter 
of course. 


Eugene struggled to recall Vermouth's exact expression when he first 
stumbled upon the Moonlight Sword in the enigmatic ruin. Though 
the memory eluded him, he reasoned it must have been a serene and 
composed countenance. Had his expression been anything but calm, it 
would surely have left a lasting imprint in Eugene's recollections. 


"Gray hair, golden eyes, burning flames...! Hamel, you've been 
reincarnated as a descendant of Vermouth. It is his blood that now 
courses through your veins, granting you the ability to wield the 
Moonlight Sword. Just as that human, who transcended the bounds of 
humanity, possessed such power, so do you, with his blood flowing 
within you,” said Raizakia. 


The blood of Vermouth did not seem to fade even after hundreds of 
years. Everyone who took on the Lionheart name, with even a single 


drop of the Lionheart blood flowing in their veins, was born with the 
characteristic gray hair and golden eyes of Vermouth. And even 
though hundreds of years had passed, Vermouth’s descendants were 
somewhat capable of handling the equipment of the Demon Kings. 


Even though Hamel and Molon had failed, Dominic and Doynes had 
succeeded just because the blood of the Lionhearts flowed in their 
veins. 


“Amazing. It’s truly amazing.” The ten spheres began to tremble as 
Raizakia exclaimed. 


Eugene’s body stopped trembling. The power that threatened to 
destroy his body was now calm, and it filled Eugene completely. The 
flame in Eugene was burning hotter and fiercer than Hellfire, and the 
flame erupted all over Eugene, taking the shape of a lion’s mane 
fluttering furiously. 


“T am greedy for that blood,” whispered Raizakia with a smile. All ten 
breaths fired in unison, and Eugene shouted with a passion that filled 
his body. 


Boooom! 


The simultaneous activation of Ignition accelerated Eugene's body, 
propelling him forward with incredible speed. As he unleashed 
Lightning Flash, a trail of blackened ashes marked his path. 
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The bolt from the Thunderbolt Pernoa surged through the onslaught 
of Breath, undeterred by its immense power. It maintained its course, 
piercing through the chaotic tempest. Meanwhile, Eugene shielded 
himself from the residual shockwave of the Breath using Gedon's 
Shield. 


The shield possessed the ability to nullify anything it intercepted, but 
Eugene remained uncertain about directly blocking the breath attack, 
even with Gedon's Shield. Furthermore, he doubted his ability to 
withstand the tremendous mana depletion that would accompany such 
a feat. 


He strategically evaded direct hits, prioritizing blocking the attacks 
that threatened to pull him closer. Eugene cleared his mind of any 
unnecessary thoughts, including those concerning Vermouth, the 
Moonlight Sword, and the Demon King of Destruction. Dwelling on 
such matters was futile. His sole objective now was to eliminate the 
Demonic Dragon. 


Eugene pressed forward, defying the relentless onslaught of Raizakia's 
attacks. Amidst the chaos, he caught sight of the Black Dragon 
suspended in the midst of the enveloping darkness. To his surprise, 
Raizakia showed no signs of astonishment at Eugene's unscathed 
advancement. Instead, a twisted smile curved upon the dragon's lips, 
his eyes gleaming with sinister delight. 


Fwoosh! 


Raizakia's tattered and ragged wings unfurled, unleashing a 
tempestuous flurry of Dark Energy. The destructive force cascaded 
down upon Eugene like a torrential storm. 


Eugene could not hear Tempest’s voice. As he feared, the Spirit Kings 


seemed to have no influence in this space. But even if he had 
Tempest’s help, Eugene knew it would have been impossible to 
counter the storm with one of his own. 


It was impossible for him to break through from the front. He could 
block the dragon’s attacks with Gedon’s Shield, but he didn’t want to 
unnecessarily consume his mana. 


What about leaping through space? Was it possible? In the short moment 
he had, he calculated the possibility. It wasn’t impossible. The 
coordinates were set up, and although a small error would throw him 
outside to a distant dimension, Eugene couldn't possibly make any 
errors. 


The feathers of Prominence shone brilliantly, and Eugene passed 
through the storm of Dark Power through a series of leaps. He came to 
land right next to Raizakia’s head, and when he glanced sideways, he 
saw Raizakia’s unmoving eyes fixated on him. 


Eugene stabbed the Moonlight Sword into Raizakia’s eye with a loud 
shout. 


Craaaack! 


The clash between the radiant light of the Moonlight Sword and the 
malevolent Dark Power emanating from Raizakia created a dazzling 
spectacle. The ominous moonlight started to erode and consume the 
corrupting influence of the Dark Power. Sensing the opportune 
moment, Eugene swiftly sheathed the Moonlight Sword within the 
protective layers of the Empty Sword, channeling his focus and 
determination into a decisive counterattack. 


But Raizakia had no intention of standing still. 
Boom! 


A massive force pushed Eugene. It wasn’t simply Dark Power, but 
magic. 


‘Draconic.’ 


To Eugene's relief, the combined effects of the overlapping Ignition, 
the protective properties of the Holy Sword, and the divine blessing of 
the rosary shielded him from any physical harm. The tremendous 
power he had harnessed through Ignition granted him a heightened 
resilience, allowing him to withstand the brunt of Raizakia's assault. 


“You play petty tricks,” said Raizakia with a smile. 
Wooooo00! 


The darkness surrounding Raizakia pulsated with eerie energy. 
Without uttering a word, the Black Dragon commenced a silent 
invocation of a Draconic spell, seeking to manipulate and disrupt the 
very fabric of space that enveloped them. 


“Did you really think that a mundane spell cast by a human would 
work against a dragon, the progenitor of magic? I’ve never seen any 
magic like yours before, but I’ve already figured it out. You’re using 
the feathers as coordinates,” continued Raizakia. The feathers of 
Prominence began to vibrate along with the space. “Now, try your 
little trick again, that is, if you can.” 


“Fucking bastard,” Eugene spat while straightening his posture. He 
discerned Raizakia's nefarious scheme. 


The Black Dragon's manipulation of space was causing a disruption, a 
deliberate attempt to destabilize the coordinates of Prominence. 
Eugene realized the perilous predicament he would face if he dared to 
employ his feathered leap once more. It would only lead him straight 
into Raizakia's treacherous snare, casting him into an uncharted 
dimension. 


“You must find it difficult to deal with, hmm?” Eugene replied. 


“Hahaha! Difficult to deal with? Me? Hamel, you’re trying to provoke 
me. Don’t be mistaken. I just don’t want you to run away,” Raizakia 
chuckled, his voice laced with sinister amusement. He exhaled with a 
chilling demeanor, no longer displaying the overwhelming surge of 
Dark Power as before. Instead, his breath condensed swiftly into a 
formidable attack, piercing through the fabric of space with precision. 


Eugene could not leap through space. So instead, he escaped the 
attack while accelerating himself using Lightning Flash. 


Raizakia unleashed a consecutive series of Breaths, clearly seeking to 
limit Eugene’s movements and deliberately lead him in a particular 
direction. It was an obvious trick. Eugene narrowly avoided the 
attacks while recharging the Empty Sword with mana. 


He didn’t bother dodging all the attacks like last time since the 
weakened versions of Breath did not possess the same power as 
before. 


Eugene moved forward while cutting through the attacks. 


Unfortunately, the breath attack was considered a basic and 
straightforward weapon for a dragon. Raizakia, being a battle-tested 
veteran, possessed the knowledge and skill to manipulate Draconic 
magic, enabling him to manifest entirely new forms of magical 
attacks. 


The oppressive darkness enveloping Eugene intensified as if the 
weight of the entire world was bearing down upon him. Sensing the 
immense pressure, Eugene swiftly pivoted his body and swung the 
Moonlight Sword with precision. In the midst of his maneuver, 
Raizakia's attacks closed in, encircling Eugene within their menacing 
reach. 


Fwoosh! 
A sudden burst of light aimed for Eugene’s blind spot. 


Eugene held his breath and swung his arm. Instead of countering with 
an attack of his own, he had chosen to block the light with Gedon’s 
Shield. As soon as it came into contact, the light disappeared. 
However, Raizakia wasn’t quite finished yet. 


Hundreds, or rather, thousands of tiny dots, materialized in the 
darkness. The dots moved shrewdly, scattering throughout the space. 


“Will you dodge this, or will you block it?” taunted the Black Dragon 
as beams of light erupted from the scattered points. 


The beams of lights were highly condensed Dark Power. Although it 
was an attack that couldn’t be seen through with the naked eye, 
Eugene’s senses were extended with the feathers of Prominence. He 
was processing everything he saw through the feathers. 


His mind raced, and he entrusted the necessary calculations for his 
movements to magic to Mer. She had regained her composure and 
swiftly assumed her crucial role in the calculations with a gasp. The 
thunderbolt swerved chaotically, getting entangled in a haphazard 
path. Meanwhile, Eugene summoned his mana as he skillfully 
maneuvered through the maze of lights. 


Eclipse wasn’t comparable to Raizakia’s attack in number, but the 
feathers of Prominence created numerous black spots. A portion of 
them blocked the beams of light, while the remaining sunspots 
blocked the movement of the dots. 


Boooom! 


The dots clashed, but Eugene's retaliatory strike fell short. His 
bloodshot eyes darted frantically as he raised both the Moonlight 
Sword and the Holy Sword. 


The dance of the two swords commenced. The black flames of the 
Empty Sword intertwined with the lethal strikes of moonlight, 
creating a spectacle of destruction. Asura Rampage unleashed its fury, 
slicing through the beams of light and reducing them to nothingness. 


Yet, despite his relentless efforts, Eugene found himself still distant 
from the Black Dragon, with the gap between them seemingly 
unbridgeable. Even if he managed to close the distance, what could he 
hope to achieve? Even the Moonlight Sword, in its complete form, had 
proven ineffective against Raizakia. Now, Eugene possessed only half 
of the weapon, and he wasn't Vermouth. Recognizing the futility of 
such thoughts, he swiftly dismissed them from his mind. They served 
no purpose and offered no solutions. Instead, he focused his thoughts 
on Sienna and the others awaiting his return outside the battle. 


How much despair would Anise and Kristina feel when he failed to return? 


He had posed in front of Cyan, guaranteeing his safety, had he not? 


Lovellian would curse himself for being helpless about his disciple’s death. 
Melkith would scream as well. 

Ciel, that sly little girl, would bawl uncharacteristically if Eugene died. 
Gilead — he didn’t want Gilead to lose yet another son. 

Gerhard. 

His father. 

“Abhhhhhhhh!” Eugene roared while raising the Moonlight Sword. 


He didn't even possess half of the Moonlight Sword in its complete 
form, and the Empty Sword couldn't be used to enhance its power. 
The Moonlight Sword had the unique property of repelling and 
extinguishing mana. 


But ironically, creating the strikes of moonlight with the Moonlight 
Sword required a tremendous amount of mana. In the past, it had 
been overwhelming for Eugene to handle, but now things were 
different. He channeled all of the surplus mana from Superimposed 
Ignition into the Moonlight Sword. 


Fwoosh! 


The moonlight surged, expanding in size and radiating an ominous 
glow. With a resounding cry, Eugene swung the Moonlight Sword with 
all his might. The crescent-shaped strike cleaved through the darkness, 
engulfing and obliterating every beam of light in its path. The strike 
extended far into the distance, ultimately reaching Raizakia. 


The barrier of Dark Power encasing Raizakia was sundered by the 
moonlight, causing the strike to weaken. However, undeterred, the 
radiant moonlight pressed forward, persevering until it finally reached 
Raizakia. 


Craaaack! 


The scales that covered Raizakia’s long neck were broken apart and 
devoured by the moonlight. 


"Kuaaagh!" Raizakia's head recoiled with a piercing scream. His neck 
had minimal injuries thanks to his thick, strong scales. The moonlight 
had managed to shatter only the outermost layer of the dragon's 
scales. Yet, even with such superficial damage, Raizakia let out a 
resounding cry of agony. 


He was enraged. He had allowed his scales to be destroyed by an 
inferior, lowly human. The Moonlight Sword reminded Raizakia of a 
humiliating and terrifying memory. 


Three centuries ago, a critical moment arose when the dragons, 
renowned for their greatness and nobility, made a unified decision to 
intervene in the affairs of lesser beings. Despite their perception of 
humans as feeble creatures, they recognized the need to rescue the 
world from impending doom. Gathering the dragons who possessed 
the strength to battle, they took to the skies and soared toward the 
domain of the Demon King. 


Most of the dragons died. Each ominous and devastating burst of light 
claimed the lives of these majestic creatures one by one. The dragons, 
once revered for their grandeur and nobility, met a futile end in the 
face of the destructive radiance. 


“You dare. You dare, you dare!” 


He had been afraid of the light and had no desire to die for unworthy, 
weak beings. So he took the Lord’s heart and devoured it, corrupting 
himself in the process. So he survived. 


Even now, Raizakia did not think of his actions as being humiliating 
or degrading. Instead, in his eyes, it was humiliating and degrading 
for great dragons to die for humans and other insignificant creatures. 


Raizakia seethed with anger and humiliation as he realized that a 
mere human wielding the terrifying power of the Demon King had 
managed to sever his formidable scales. The Black Dragon's pride and 
dignity were wounded, leaving him seething with rage. 


Rumbleee--! 


The darkness began to shake, and the giant figure of Raizakia started 
moving. A mere flap of his wings sent darkness into the surroundings. 


Eugene took a moment to catch his breath, his body feeling the strain 
from wielding the Moonlight Sword with such intensity. He glanced at 
his hand gripping the weapon, noticing a slight sluggishness in his 
arm from the exertion. However, the fatigue didn't linger for long. 
Gradually, his senses began to return. 


‘IT can’t believe simply swinging it put this much pressure on it.’ 


A whirlpool of Dark Power began to form in front of Raizakia, 
signaling another imminent attack. But it wasn't just the centralized 
power that troubled Eugene. The surrounding Dark Power began to 
take tangible form, manifesting into various assaults directed at him, 
guided by Raizakia's will and the ancient language of the dragons. 


The scenery looked like an embodiment of hell. All kinds of weapons 
imaginable began to take form in the darkness, and the weapons 
floated and moved freely without a wielder. Hundreds of thousands of 
weapons formed from Raizakia’s Dark Power were aimed at Eugene. 


“Ha.” Eugene could not help but scoff at the ridiculous sight. 


The movements of the weapons in the darkness weren’t simple at all. 
They weren’t poised to simply stab or swing, but rather, the weapons 
were firmly linked as a collective unit and moved in unison to take 
Eugene’s life. 


The weapons began their charge toward Eugene. Eugene responded by 
rotating like a cyclone and swinging the Holy Sword. 


Kwaaaaa! 


The black flames created by four layers of the Empty Sword destroyed 
the weapons. 


‘Is there any point in wasting his Dark Power?’ 


Using spells of this size would exhaust one’s reservoir of mana, 
regardless of how great a wizard was. However, that was only by 
human standards, so the same could not be said for Raizakia, an 
Ancient Dragon. 


Even so, Eugene had no other choice. It wasn’t as if he could simply 
ignore Raizakia’s attacks. Eugene allocated his reserves of mana while 
dispersing the volley of attacks that continued toward him. The White 
Flame Formula underwent a fundamental change after he reached the 
Sixth Star, and it allowed him to use mana with excellent efficiency. 
As long as he didn’t completely exhaust his stores, he could 
immediately recirculate the mana he used in his attacks. 


The same held true for Ignition. In particular, the superimposed flame, 
which was created by using Ignition in conjunction with Prominence, 
conjured a flame that would not easily be extinguished. As long as 
Eugene’s body could hold out, the flame would continue to burn. 


‘My body... is fine.’ 


In his previous life, it had been impossible for him to sustain Ignition 
for too long. But it was different now. He was still fine. Eugene took a 
big gulp of air and willed the flame to burn brighter. 


Crack! 


Lightning flashed into existence with the flame. The soaring Wing of 
Prominence became a weapon and swept away the weapons aimed at 
Eugene’s back. 


Raizakia roared while looking down from the sky. The Breath he 
summoned was of a different nature than before. If the previous 
Breaths had been attacks of pure Dark Power, the Breath he 
summoned now seemed to ooze darkness. 


Eugene instinctively recognized what it was. It was the Poison Breath 
of the Black Dragon, the same attack he had used in his attempt to kill 
Sienna. It was a discharge of poison formed inside his body from his 
reserves of Dark Power. 


Eugene attempted to swing the Moonlight Sword in retaliation but 


was interrupted when the Holy Sword started emitting a brilliant 
light. The light emitting from the beautiful body of the sword pierced 
through the black flame of the Empty Sword and covered Eugene’s 
body. 


‘Divine power?’ 


Once again, Eugene found himself in a familiar phenomenon 
reminiscent of his encounters at the Fount of Light and his 
confrontation with Gavid Lindman. The Holy Sword emanated a 
brilliant radiance, seemingly acting of its own accord as if driven by 
an innate desire to safeguard Eugene and offer its unwavering support. 


The luminous aura emanating from the Holy Sword fulfilled its 
purpose, creating a protective barrier that prevented the poison from 
breaching Eugene's defenses. In perfect harmony with the sword's 
radiance, the rosary pendant adorning his neck glimmered in 
response, invoking a divine power that began purifying the 
malevolent poison, gradually neutralizing its harmful effects. 


Yet, Eugene couldn't afford to let his guard down simply because the 
divine power was neutralizing the poison. The luminous Light had 
pierced through the flame, but the presence of the Empty Sword 
persisted. Instead of extinguishing the flame, the divine power 
intertwined with it, creating a symbiotic relationship that fortified and 
intensified its potency. 


Kwaawaaaah! 


The flame expanded and devoured the dragon’s breath, causing 
Raizakia to frown. He had unleashed numerous Breaths and 
performed magic over and over again, but all of it was being 
neutralized by the Holy Sword and the Moonlight Sword. 


“T didn’t want to do this because it’s undignified,” spat Raizakia with a 
voice filled with irritation. “But I have no choice.” 


Boom! 


A loud, heavy sound resounded. It wasn’t an attack of magic or Dark 
Power. Rather, Raizakia swung his tail. However, the speed of the 


attack far exceeded Eugene’s expectations. 


He had taken the large stature of the dragon to be nothing more than 
a big target, but he had been mistaken. The tail, which had been 
hidden in the darkness, was fast enough for him to lose track of it, 
even with the feathers of Prominence heightening his senses. It was 
because Raizakia had strengthened his attack with a Draconic spell. 


Momentarily losing consciousness, Eugene felt the tremendous impact 
inflicted upon his body by the ignorant physical attack. Despite the 
protection afforded by the divine power and the flame of the White 
Flame Formula, the force of the blow surpassed even the formidable 
strikes of Molon. 


“Keugh!” It felt like his body had been shattered into pieces, even 
though it had not. Eugene was thrown far after being struck by the 
tail. 


[Sir Eugene!] Mer shouted. 
‘It’s fine,’ Eugene answered while vomiting blood. 


“It’s doable,” said Eugene as his lips twisted into a smile. “I can take a 
few more.” 


In truth, he was lying. 
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It felt as if his bones had cracks all over, but fortunately, nothing was 
broken. In addition, his organs were slightly damaged from the tail 
strike. The violent encounter had induced the expulsion of blood 
through his mouth, but that was the extent of his afflictions. These 
injuries paled in comparison to the grievous wounds he had endured 
in his previous life. 


But he could not allow any more attacks. Eugene was certain after 
suffering the single blow from Raizakia’s tail. 


Propelled by a forceful strike from the tail, he was sent hurtling 
backward, a significant distance away. Were it not for the 
safeguarding influence of mana and divine power enveloping him, his 
very being would have been torn asunder the instant he collided with 
the tail. 


Eugene stopped himself from flying further and corrected his stance. 
Naturally, Raizakia had no plans of giving Eugene time to rest. 


Boom! Boom! Boom! 


A resounding explosion echoed through the air, accompanied by the 
sight of numerous orbs of Dark Power hurtling toward Eugene. Rather 
than unleashing it as a beam, Raizakia had concentrated his Breath 
into condensed spheres. 


Eugene's rigid arms swung into motion, swiftly intercepting the 
hurtling spheres by crossing the Holy Sword with the Moonlight 
Sword. Without hesitation, he propelled himself forward, venturing 
beneath the explosive aftermath as stray feathers coalesced around 
him. Meanwhile, the remaining plumes surged toward Raizakia, 
converging into multiple Eclipse. Eugene harnessed his mana in 
tandem, focusing it intensely to shape Eclipse in front of him. 


Raizakia observed the unfolding events with a measured gaze. 
Initially, he beheld a multitude of sunspots hurtling in his direction. 
Though possessing a formidable strength, they amounted to nothing 
more than a mere human's assault. The necessity of employing 
defensive magic was rendered unnecessary, as the protective prowess 
of his scales, fortified by the enveloping shroud of Dark Power, would 
prove more than sufficient. 


However, the sunspot forming in front of Eugene was different. Even 
Raizakia had to be wary of the attack. 


Numerous obstructing weapons sought to impede Eugene's advance, 
their purpose being to merely buy a fleeting moment. However, as the 
flames enveloping Eugene intensified, growing fiercer, a surge of 
lightning surged forth in a sprawling arc, obliterating the barriers in 
its path. Reacting swiftly, Eugene raised Gedon's Shield, using it as a 
defense against the ensuing explosion of flames and magic that 
erupted before him. 


Fwaaaaah! 


The inky torrent promptly divided upon making contact with Gedon’s 
Shield, creating a clear pathway for Eugene to advance. Pressing 
forward with determination, he maneuvered his way within striking 
distance, stopping just below Raizakia. The Black Dragon skillfully 
brushed the black spots aside, leaving a temporary respite. Then, 
Razakia parted his maw towards Eugene. 


Rumbleeee! 


A black torrent of power poured out of Raizakia’s mouth. It was 
Poison Breath, the same as before, but it was mixed with not only 
venom but formidable Dark Power as well. Although the attack left 
the surroundings unaffected, Eugene knew it would have completely 
devastated the entirety of the Samar Rainforest if it were unleashed in 
the outside world. 


But he didn’t have to worry about such things in this space. All 
Eugene had to do was protect himself. 


The Holy Sword and the rosary began to glow, and Akasha began to 


exude mana along with the Wing of Prominence in accordance with 
Eugene’s will. 


Eugene had already summoned Eclipse before him, a formidable skill 
merging the Ring Flame Formula, an offshoot of the White Flame 
Formula, with the prowess of the Draconic Family's secret technique, 
the Empty Sword. This technique harnessed the profound power of 
mana, compressing and channeling it to its utmost limits to conjure a 
miniature sun. Much like the Ring Flame Formula, at the core of 
Eclipse resided a swirling, explosive vortex of mana, spawning an 
intricate network of countless additional cores as it spun and surged. 


With a final stroke, Eugene enveloped the sun's surface in the ethereal 
essence of the Empty Sword, bringing forth the creation known as 
Eclipse. Layer upon layer of the Empty Sword was imposed upon the 
miniature sun, each addition infusing the ultra-dense mana that 
comprised it. The resulting fusion and subsequent explosions echoed 
in a cascading cycle as the layers multiplied, imbuing Eclipse with an 
ever-increasing intensity. 


One, two, then three. 


Initially, three layers had been the limit of Eclipse. But just as Eugene 
had broken through to superimposing four layers of the Empty Sword, 
Eclipse evolved further as well. 


Fwoosh. 


After meticulous effort, Eugene managed to manifest four distinct 
layers within Eclipse. The potency of this celestial creation surpassed 
even that of the Empty Sword, a power Eugene was accustomed to 
wielding firsthand. However, the process of forming Eclipse proved to 
be more time-consuming compared to the deployment of the Empty 
Sword. The completion of Eclipse hung precariously in the balance, 
unfolding just as Raizakia's Poison Breath breached the shield of 
divine light shielding Eugene. 


Eugene hurled Eclipse forward, and it came into contact with 
Raizakia’s Poison Breath. Mana and Dark Power mixed in front of his 
eyes, and at first, it formed into a small whirlwind, but after a 
moment, the collision transformed into a tornado that threatened to 
devour everything around it. 


Rumbleeee! 
The breath started being pushed back. 
‘It’s getting caught up?’ 


Raizakia could not believe it. He, the Demon Dragon, had unleashed a 
torrent of poisonous breath infused with Dark Power. Any ordinary 
being, demon or human, unfortunate enough to be touched by such an 
assault would swiftly dissolve into nothing more than shapeless 
puddles. Nay, even before the opportunity for dissolution arose, they 
would be instantaneously vaporized, utterly eradicated from existence. 


But to his dismay, the breath was caught up in the... sun of mana, 
which seemed to form an eclipse. No, it wasn’t simply caught up. The 
breath was being devoured, and its power was being wound around 
the sun. 


Unwilling to surrender, Raizakia intensified the potency of his Breath, 
hoping to overpower the growing sun. Yet, to his dismay, the outcome 
remained unaltered. With each surge in the breath's intensity, Eclipse, 
with its ability to reverse and absorb the breath's power, responded in 
kind, expanding its dimensions. 


‘Is that so?’ 


Eugene witnessed the phenomenon as well. Eclipse was cutting 
through Raizakia’s Breath, then using some of the dissipating Dark 
Power to fuel itself. It wasn’t something Eugene had been expecting. 


But he could understand the reason behind the unexpected outcome. 
The four overlapping layers of the Empty Sword extended their 
dominion, exerting an amplified influence over the surrounding 
power. While the Empty Sword had previously been employed on the 
Holy Sword and other conventional weapons, Eclipse, being composed 
solely of mana, possessed a distinct advantage. The combined might of 
four layered Empty Sword-powered Eclipse exhibited the 
extraordinary ability to breach the very essence of Raizakia's Dark 
Power, absorbing and assimilating it as its own source of strength. 


In the end, the Breath was completely torn into two. Raizakia stepped 


back with shock and formed a strong barrier using his Dark Power and 
Draconic Magic. 


Craaack! 


Eclipse came into contact with the barrier. In the end, his Breath was 
nothing more than him literally breathing out Dark Power and poison. 
Yet, the conjuration in Draconic bestowed upon him the ability to 
weave spells of absolute magic. The spell woven with such prowess 
proved to be an impenetrable challenge even for the might of Eclipse. 


"You dare!" bellowed Raizakia, his fury resounding through the air. 
The fact that he was compelled to employ the formidable defenses of 
Draconic against an attack from a mere human, and not even with the 
Sword of Destruction in hand, intensified his indignation. Adding to 
his frustration was the realization that he faced only a single 
adversary. 


"You dare, you dare, you dare!" Raizakia's furious roars echoed once 
more. In a relentless advance, Eclipse gradually began to breach his 
supposedly impenetrable barrier. Though Eclipse no longer expanded 
in size and strength by assimilating his Breath, the formidable barrier 
forged by the Draconic spell was succumbing to its unyielding assault. 


Raizakia once again invoked the power of Draconic to counter the 
relentless onslaught, or at least attempted to. Just before he could 
invoke a spell, Eugene began to move and immediately jumped to 
Eclipse, which had almost broken through Raizakia’s barrier. 


‘What is he trying to do?’ 


Raizakia was momentarily confused. Eugene had let go of his sword. 
He had released the Holy Sword, which was sheathed with black 
flames and Light, as well as the Moonlight Sword, which was emitting 
ominous light. He let go of everything. 


Eugene’s cloak fluttered, and a handle protruded from the crevice of 
the cloak along with Eugene’s long veiny arm. It was a handle that 
Raizakia was familiar with. 


‘The Annihilation Hammer?’ 


The Annihilation Hammer Jigolath was the weapon of the Demon 
King of Carnage. 


Boooooooom! 
Eugene struck Eclipse with the Annihilation Hammer. 


The power of the Annihilation Hammer was simple. Anything the 
hammer hit would break, and anything the hammer hit would 
explode. But in this case, it felt like the Annihilation Hammer would 
explode instead. An incredible surge of power threatened to rip 
Eugene’s hands apart. 


Nevertheless, Eugene maintained an unwavering grip on the hammer, 
refusing to relinquish it. Despite the slippery, scalding blood that 
saturated the handle, he clung to it with desperate determination. The 
sinewy vessels adorning the hammer's grip writhed and pulsated, 
greedily consuming Eugene's blood. And so, fueled by this macabre 
exchange, the Annihilation Hammer inched forward. 


Craaaack! 


In its relentless advance, the Annihilation Hammer shattered the 
densely concentrated sphere of mana that stood in its way. The 
consequence was an explosive eruption, borne of the hammer's power, 
which washed over Raizakia's protective barrier. 


‘It broke.’ Raizakia watched his barrier being destroyed with glaring 
eyes. 


“Ahhhhhh!” Eugene roared as he jumped at Raizakia. The Holy Sword 
and the Moonlight Sword were in his hands again. Raizakia’s eyes 
were filled with shock as he watched Eugene. 


What had happened? 


Despite having lived such a long life, Raizakia could not comprehend 
the current situation. In his perception, humans were inconsequential, 
minuscule creatures, feeble in their existence. It mattered little 
whether they amassed in the hundreds or thousands; a single 
exhalation from him would be more than enough to eradicate them 


all. However, a peculiar exception existed... Three centuries prior, 
there had been four exceptional humans. 


They had gathered around an even more execptional man, a man who 
couldn’t have been human. Without Vermouth Lionheart, it would 
have been impossible for the remaining four to kill a dragon, even if 
they were the strongest humans. 


Sienna Merdein — that human girl, had inflicted a profound 
humiliation upon him. It had been an utterly aberrant and 
preposterous turn of events. How could a dragon, a being of his 
magnitude, be vanquished by a mere human wizard? It defied all logic 
and reason. Had it not been for the miraculous intervention of the 
World Tree, such a calamitous outcome would never have transpired. 


Hamel Dynas? 
He was the only one who died three centuries ago. 


He was incapable of using magic like Sienna, he wasn’t strong like 
Vermouth, he couldn’t use divine power like Anise, and he was 
smaller than Molon. 


But this human had repelled his Breath, then broken through a barrier 
formed with Draconic with the Holy Sword and the Sword of 
Destruction in his hands. 


‘And he’s going to cut my throat?’ 


It felt unreal. It wasn’t as if Raizakia had lost his sense of reason 
during the centuries of banishment. Rather, it was that the arrogant 
Black Dragon abhorred and despised humans to that degree. 


The Holy Sword and the Moonlight Sword bit deeply into the very 
roots of Raizakia's neck. Having reached the dragon's formidable neck 
with his strike, Eugene could ill afford a superficial blow. While he 
had never personally slain a dragon, he had once chanced upon a 
dying dragon within the depths of the Devildom. 


He knew from then where the Dragon Heart was located. It was 
precisely in the joint between the chest and the neck. If he wanted to 


kill Raizakia, Eugene needed to aim for his Dragon Heart. 
“Ahhhh!” 


With resolute force, the swords pierced through the formidable scales, 
cleaving into the very flesh of the dragon. Although the powers 
wielded by the Moonlight Sword and the Holy Sword remained 
distinct, they harmoniously synchronized to enact Eugene's 
unwavering intent — to "cut." In a swift and decisive motion, the 
colossal head of Raizakia was sundered from his body. 


[Sir Eugene! ] 
Raizakia’s head fell, and black blood started gushing from the stump. 


Eugene stared at the dragon’s head, trembling. He saw the head fall 
into the darkness and the blood that spewed from the stump in the 

dragon’s neck. Similar to the breath of the dragon, Raizakia’s black 
blood was also a poison that melted everything it came into contact 
with. 


[You did it! Y-you killed Raizakia! You killed the Demon Dragon! ] 
Mer’s cheers resounded distantly. 


Eugene... looked down at the two swords he held. It was the first time 
he had decapitated a dragon, but he had made a clean cut with precise 
aim. The attack, which had been aimed at the center of the Dragon’s 
Heart, had not missed its mark. 


[Sir... Eugene? ] 


The flowing blood suddenly stopped in space before falling on 
Eugene’s head. Then, the blood began to flow in reverse as if someone 
were reversing time. Eugene immediately swung the Holy Sword and 
the Moonlight Sword to completely destroy what remained of 
Raizakia’s body. 


Stab. 


Eugene froze, his body as rigid as a sculpted statue. From the depths 


of Raizakia's stomach, a slender beam of light surged forth, piercing 
Eugene's abdomen with unyielding precision. And yet, the assault did 
not cease there, for another beam of light found its mark, piercing 
through Eugene's shoulder. 


“Ugh.” Blood gushed from Eugene’s mouth, and the fierce flame of 
mana surrounding him smoldered. The beam of light had been strong, 
but also uncharacteristically stealthy for a dragon. 


“yl” 


Riiiip! 


Something pierced through Raizakia’s stomach. It was a pair of hands, 
but they belonged to a human rather than a dragon. 


“T thought of this appearance as a game...!” 


The black scales covering Raizakia’s body started to peel off, and the 
hands that protruded from the dragon’s stomach became covered with 
the same scales. 


“Dragons! Must look like dragons...! Though the body of weak insects 
is small and convenient...! I don’t hate it, since it’s just a costume, just 
a game! Just because I look like an insect doesn’t mean I am one!” 


Craaack! 
The scale-covered hands completely tore open the dragon’s stomach. 


“But! When I’m not playing, I can’t be morphed. After all, ’ma 
dragon! I’m not an insect! How could I morph into a human in a battle 
of dragons...!? How humiliating would that be!?” 


Emerging from the torn depths of Raizakia's stomach was a figure, a 
man with a cascade of dark, flowing hair. His locks, silky and black, 
contrasted starkly against his crimson eyes. Eugene recognized this 
visage all too well. It was the very form that Raizakia assumed when 
polymorphed into a human. 


“You! You dared to humiliate me like this.” 


Raizakia stumbled to his feet, then walked out of the dragon’s corpse. 
With each step he took, more of the scales covering the dragon’s body 
transferred to Raizakia. The black blood also flowed back into his 
human form. Eventually, the dragon’s body shrank smaller and 
smaller until it disappeared completely. 


“You. Caused me, Raizakia...! To abandon my dignity and pride to 
live! You turned me into an insect... so that I could live!” 


Death had been at hand. If Raizakia had insisted on maintaining the 
appearance of a dragon, Eugene’s blades would have sliced his Dragon 
Heart in two. But at the last minute, Raizakia gave up the dragon’s 
body. He narrowly conjured Polymorph and formed a human body 
inside him, then transferred the Dragon Heart into the human body. 


It had been an instant of brilliance, but for Raizakia, it was more 
humiliating than death. A great and dignified dragon had to survive 
by transforming into an insect because he did not want to die. 


"Do not dare entertain the notion of an easy death...!" Raizakia 
snarled, his voice laced with venom. With a swift motion, he raised his 
arm, displaying a form that, despite polymorphing, did not fully 
resemble that of a human. His bare physique remained adorned with 
the ominous sheen of black scales, while the pulsating might of the 
Dragon Heart's Dark Power coursed through his being. However, the 
fury and malevolence that marred Raizakia's eyes eclipsed his 
immense power, radiating with an intensity hundreds of times greater. 


“T will give you pain and despair worse than a hundred deaths.” 
Whiiip! 


His arm changed in an instant as he swung. He had transformed it into 
a dragon’s tail by partially polymorphing himself. The tail cracked like 
a whip as it approached Eugene. 


“Fuck.” 


‘It had seemed too easy.’ 


Eugene raised his arm with hollow laughter. There was a clean hole in 
his stomach, and both his shoulders had been pierced as well. The 
dragon had said that Eugene would not be granted an easy death and 
would be forced to suffer despair and pain greater than a hundred 
deaths. 


Perhaps for that reason, the hole in his stomach wasn’t fatal, and 
neither of his arms was completely broken. Then he could fight. 
Eugene blocked the tail just in time by moving his swords. 


Booom! 


Eugene was hurled into the darkness. He couldn’t even scream as pain 
washed over him. It felt as if his very existence had been smashed. 


"Sir Eugene, Sir Eugene...!" Mer stammered, her voice choked with 
tears as she peered out from beneath her cloak. The sight of Eugene's 
blood-streaked countenance nearly drove her to screams, but she 
managed to restrain herself. Instead, she swiftly retrieved the 
assortment of potions concealed within the cloak and began pouring 
them into Eugene's wounds. She spared no expense, ensuring that 
every precious drop of holy water — a creation of Anise and Kristina 
— and the potent elixir from the esteemed Lionheart clan was used to 
mend his injuries. 


“Good work,” whispered Eugene when he saw his injuries closing. 
Moving his arm became a little easier, and he stroked Mer’s head. He 
could see Raizakia striding towards him from a distance. 


Eugene glared at the Black Dragon while pressing down on Mer’s 
head. “...Go back in.” 


“But... Sir Eugene...!” 


“You will die,” whispered Eugene after lowering his head. “You will 
die before I die. I can’t... let that happen. Get back inside.” 


“T’d rather die. You are...!” stammered Mer. 


“Tf you die, I die,” responded Eugene, causing Mer’s shoulders to 
tremble. “...And I’m not going to die. As long as you don’t die.” 


“What... what are you talking about? T-this is a mess. Nothing you’re 
talking about is making sense...,” cried Mer. 


“T said I would save Sienna.” Eugene stroked Mer’s head with a little 
more force. “So stay inside. Sienna will want to see you too.” 


Mer could not say anything as she burst into tears. Raimira seized 
Mer’s hand, then pulled her inside the cloak while breathing heavily. 
Simultaneously, she attempted to exit the safety of the cloak. 


“T-this Lady will... try to talk to him. This Lady will beg the Black 
Dragon—” she stuttered. 


“Go in.” Eugene forced a smile as he pushed Raimira’s forehead. 
“You'll only get in the way.” 


His wounds were healing rather slowly. 


Eugene turned his gaze to the ring on his left ring finger. Agaroth’s 
Ring forcibly activated and amplified the body’s regenerative powers, 
allowing the user to fight at the cost of their lifespan. 


It was dangerous to use Agaroth’s Ring while also using Ignition. In 
fact, it was akin to suicide. Causing the heart to combust with mana 
placed a huge burden on the body, but if he were to forcibly amplify 
his regenerative abilities with Agaroth’s Ring, then... 


‘But it’ll still be better than dying after doing nothing.’ 
Eugene focused on Agaroth’s Ring without hesitation. 
Craaack! 

His left hand crumpled into place, and veins popped out. 
Crack, crack, craaack! 


Blood began to flow in greater volumes, and it spread throughout his 
body, starting with his left hand. His heart’s combustion, which 


threatened his heart to burst at any moment, intensified. He felt a 
strong taste of blood and death in his mouth. 


But he was familiar with it. At this moment, he felt rather grateful to 
have experienced death. He knew that he had not yet pushed himself 
into the realm of death. 


Eugene placed his trembling hand on the left of his chest. 


Chapter 299 
Raizakia (5) 


He could have killed Raizakia. 


Had Raizakia clung stubbornly to his draconic form, the battle would 
have culminated in Eugene's triumph. However, driven by the primal 
instinct of self-preservation, Raizakia relinquished his pride and 
dignity, assuming a human guise as he advanced toward Eugene. 


Eugene had exhausted every available resource in his clash against 
Raizakia. Ignition had been unleashed, harnessing the full extent of his 
capabilities. Prominence, the Moonlight Sword, the Holy Sword, the 
Empty Sword, Eclipse, and various other weapons and techniques had 
all been brought to bear. 


The fiery aura enveloping Eugene continued to burn fiercely, its fervor 
mirrored by the unwavering resolve within his very being. It would 
continue to burn as long as Eugene’s body could hold out. 


But that wasn’t enough. Raizakia had abandoned his form as a dragon. 
He had polymorphed into a human form, and the scales that once 
covered his colossal form were now concentrated on his smaller 
figure. 


If Eugene wanted to crush his enemy, he needed greater power. 


The vessels in his hand were accentuated above the skin, and his 
trembling fingers pushed deeper into his chest. 


Thump. 


A resounding thump echoed within his consciousness. Eugene held his 
breath, gritting his teeth in determination. He could feel a sense of 
resistance. Could he really go forward with this? His instincts resisted his 
conscious decision. He knew that there was a possibility that this was 


an inevitable choice. The specter of death loomed over him, and he 
knew his decision could very well lead to his death. 


‘But if I keep going like this, I’ll die anyways.’ 


He kept his thoughts calm and composed. He knew that even if he 
kept battling in his current state, he would likely die at Raizakia’s 
hands. If that were the case, he would bet and burn his life until the 
limit. Even if he had to step one foot across the boundary of life and 
death, as long as he survived, and as long as he could kill Raizakia... 


Craaack. 
Without hesitation, his powerful fingers dug into the skin. 
Thump! 


Another resounding thump reverberated, his heart accelerating its 
rhythm. The organ beat with such fervor as if it threatened to burst, 
causing his body to rise and fall with each breath. 


His mind went blank, but it was inevitable. He was trying his hand at 
something he had never attempted in his past life, one rife with all 
manners of audacity. Simultaneously activating Prominence and 
Ignition already placed an enormous burden on his body, but he had 
even activated Agaroth’s Ring to hasten the healing of his wounds. 
That alone had brought Eugene ever so close to death. 


Yet, as if such burdens were insufficient, Eugene dared to stoke the 
flames further, goading his heart and Cores to surge, adding additional 
fuel to the inferno already ablaze. 


Raizakia, who had been striding purposefully toward Eugene, 
unknowingly froze in his tracks. 


‘What is it?’ 


A frown marred the visage of the arrogant being as he discerned the 
reason for his abrupt halt — an unsettling emotion, an alien sensation. 
A feeling coursed through his being, an emotion he vehemently denied, 


no matter how many times it assailed him. 
It was fear. 


"You!" Raizakia bellowed, his hand flailing in protest. 


Once again, a colossal tail cleaved through the darkness. Eugene had 
barely managed to rise to his feet when the surrounding darkness 
momentarily stalled, the tail halting mid-swing. 


Fwooooosh! 


A surge of flame engulfed the void, reducing Raizakia's tail to ashen 
remnants in its fiery path. 


“Kuagh!” Raizakia screamed while pulling back his tail. He could see 
Eugene staggering to his feet in the blazing flames. He could distinctly 
make out Eugene’s appearance even in the clear black flame. His gray 
hair soared and fluttered like a fire. His golden eyes gleamed 
brilliantly in the center of the fire. He looked as if he would collapse 
at any moment. Eugene looked to be in a precarious position, and his 
steps were staggering. Each step he took threatened to betray him. 


Yet, Raizakia dared not act rashly. With centuries of existence etched 
upon him, the Demon Dragon was compelled to admit what he had 
long resisted — the human standing before him was no trifling insect. 


Eugene ceased his faltering, his steps no longer unsteady. He stood 
firm, no longer swaying as if poised to crumble. The incredible and 
volatile power surging within him, threatening to unleash chaos, had 
finally steadied. The flames that once soared, yearning to consume the 
heavens, abruptly receded. The immense potency they contained 
coalesced within Eugene. 


Lifting his left hand, Eugene beckoned the Holy Sword, and it soared 
into his grasp. In that instant, the Holy Sword and the rosary radiated 
a resplendent glow. His heart, nay, his entire being, throbbed with an 
agonizing ache. Eugene struggled to prevent his body from 
fragmenting under the divine power coursing through him along with 


the power of Agaroth's Ring. 


He could not fight long. Eugene knew that he had already placed one 
foot into the realm of death. Failure to maintain control over his 
power would swiftly deliver him to the waiting embrace of death. Yet, 
his lips curled up into a crooked smile. 


In an instant, Eugene vanished from sight, and without a moment's 
hesitation, Raizakia raised both his arms. 


Kwaaaaaaaaa! 


The arms, now resembling the massive, scaled limbs of a dragon, 
swept through the darkness. However, the result was the shedding of 
his protective scales. They were torn asunder, and black blood sprayed 
in all directions. Despite Raizakia launching the attack with initiative, 
Eugene broke through, cleaving and crushing everything that stood in 
his path. 


"Hamel...!" Raizakia bellowed, his voice filled with fury as he pressed 
forward. 


Pride was no longer a concern; dignity had been forsaken the moment 
he assumed this form. Raizakia made alterations to his usual Draconic 
magic, aware that magical assaults posed little threat to his adversary. 
Thus, he sought to exploit the advantages he possessed as a dragon: 
impenetrable scales, a formidable physique, and an almost limitless 
reserve of Dark Power. 


The Draconic words he uttered transformed into numerous 
augmentation spells, unlocking the full potential of Raizakia's body. 


Crack! Craack! Craaaaack! 


Each scale that protected his body became imbued with defensive 
magic. Raizakia’s thoughts accelerated, and his perception increased. 
Countless spells broadened Raizakia's horizons, granting him a 
newfound clarity to perceive Eugene's movements. 


Only then did he finally see through Eugene’s previously 
unfathomable movements. 


And there, right before him, stood the human. Raizakia was taken 
aback, his body propelled into motion as he kicked off the ground. 
The darkness cleaved along the path of the Holy Sword, instantly 
followed by the engulfing flame of the Empty Sword, inundating 
Raizakia. 


"Kuaagh!" he screamed, waving his hand to counter the flame. His arm 
underwent another partial transformation. The scales seemingly 
melted away in the fire, yet he succeeded in severing the flame. 
However, Raizakia was immediately faced with an onslaught from the 
Moonlight Sword. 


He did not retreat. Instead, Raizakia transformed his left arm, 
attempting to grasp the Moonlight Sword. Alas, his efforts were in 
vain. The strike carried outrageous power, and the Moonlight Sword 
cut through unhindered, severing Raizakia's left arm in its entirety. 


Yet, there was no blood. The Moonlight Sword had merely cleaved 
through an empty bundle of scales. Raizakia opened his mouth wide, 
unleashing a Breath attack that shot forth in a thin beam. Eugene 
narrowly evaded the breath, his hand outstretched. Instead of 
wielding the Holy Sword or the Moonlight Sword, he struck Raizakia's 
chin with the hand holding the sword sheath. 


Crack! 


The mouth, filled with Breath, snapped shut, and Raizakia's head went 
flying. Though his body was flung backward alongside his detached 
head, Raizakia did not perish. Instead, a new head emerged atop his 
neck. Rather than uttering words, Raizakia leaped toward Eugene. 


Raizakia knew that he couldn’t allow any distance between him and 
Eugene. He was afraid of what monstrosity Eugene was capable of 
with his current power, given the black spot he had summoned before. 
Close combat? It was abnormal for a dragon. However, it did not mean 
that he wasn’t confident. He had reinforced his body through Draconic 
magic. He possessed the scales of a dragon and superior regenerative 
powers. But what about the human? 


True, the force that filled his body was incredible. However, his power 
was by no means permanent. The human was burning his own life in 
exchange for this tremendous power. As long as Raizakia could hold 


out for a few hours, the blazing flame would dwindle and die on its 
own, along with the life of the human. 


So should he flee until then, biding his time? No. Raizakia had no 
intention of entertaining the notion. He would kill the human. He 
would kill the human before his flame was snuffed out. He would 
devour the human alive. 


Flame and Dark Power collided. The two forces clung to each other 
and tangled, neither ceding to the other. 


Eugene danced with the Holy Sword and the Moonlight Sword, and 
Raizakia swung with both hands while protecting his body with scales. 
The result was a shower of scales and blood. However, Raizakia’s 
injuries healed and were mended immediately. 


He lashed out with his leg, but this time, it did not transform into a 
colossal tail. Instead, the transformation was more cunning and 
manipulative. Thin, snake-like appendages adorned with dragon scales 
and emanating malevolent Dark Power coiled around Eugene's body. 


Yet, just as the viper-like whips attempted to ensnare Eugene, a black 
flame erupted around him, reducing the serpentine projections to 
ashes. 


Fwaaah! 


The snakes vomited black blood as they burnt to a crisp by the mana 
flame. Raizakia’s blood — the Poison Fog — invaded Eugene’s body. 
The Holy Sword trembled in response, and the protection of the divine 
power resisted the poisonous fog. 


Fwooosh! 


A white sphere of flames rose from behind Eugene’s Wing of 
Prominence. It was Eclipse. Raizakia’s eyes filled with shock when he 
saw the sun. The attack Eugene had conjured before required some 
time, but he was now much faster than before. 


Eclipse turned black in an instant, then hurled towards Raizakia. The 
Black Dragon conjured a protective barrier before jumping back. 


Craaack! 


Unfortunately, the barrier did not last long. After penetrating through 
the boundary, Eclipse devoured Raizakia’s left arm. 


“Kuaaghh!” 


The flame ate away at his arm, and Raizakia severed his left arm with 
a pained scream. However, despite having cut off his arm, Eclipse 
continued to burn through Raizakia’s left arm before exploding. 


Raizakia was barely able to make his escape, but a sharp pair of eyes 
appeared right behind him. It was Eugene. He wielded the Holy Sword 
at Raizakia’s waist, which was left vulnerable while stabbing at his 
chest with the Moonlight Sword. 


Raizakia was more wary against the blow aimed at his chest rather 
than the Holy Sword. In an instant, the scales protecting his body 
became concentrated on his chest. The Holy Sword managed to sever 
Raizakia’s body in two, and the Moonlight Sword fully penetrated 
through the dense layer of scales. The upper half of Raizakia’s body 
rolled on the ground as a stump. 


However, the Black Dragon was whole once more in the blink of an 
eye. Raizakia shot one Breath after another, stabilizing himself by 
pressing against the ground with his hands. 


Booooom! 


The bombardment was upon Eugene before he could complete the 
second Eclipse, and he was left with no choice but to hurl the 
incomplete sphere. The resulting explosion of mana and his flame 
soared into a tall barrier that blocked the barrage of Raizakia’s 
Breaths. Wasting no time, Eugene jumped into the flame. 


The Holy Sword cut the flame, or rather, the flame clung to the blade. 
Eugene was weaving the flame around the Empty Sword that covered 
the Holy Sword. Raizakia’s eyes quivered with shock when he 
witnessed the sight. 


The dragon had been isolated in this space for two centuries, and he 


couldn’t deny the fact that he had weakened during that time. 
Although he had taken a portion of the Black Wizard’s Dark Power, he 
was still lesser than his prime. 


But even if that were the case... how could this make any sense? He 
had even abandoned his draconic form to engage the human, but he 
was failing to overwhelm him. 


On the contrary... 
“Kuaaaah!” 


Raizakia did not want to admit it, and he did not want to think about 
it. He howled while reaching for the Holy Sword. The large arm of a 
dragon blocked the Holy Sword’s path, but it was crushed, not cut, 
under Eugene’s overwhelming force. However, Raizakia did not 
retreat even when his arm exploded. 


The tail he had conjured behind him dug underneath the ground, 
aimed at Eugene. Naturally, Eugene did not miss Raizakia’s attack. 
The Wing of Prominence fluttered open and raised more flames. A 
large wall of flames blocked the tail, and Eugene used the momentum 
of the explosion to accelerate further toward Raizakia. 


Eugene could see very well in front of him, but he could also see faint 
darkness encroaching at the edge of his field of view. An ominous, 
foreboding feeling continued to circulate through his body, and it was 
more intense than ever before. 


It was a foreboding of death. Either he would die, or Raizakia would 
die. There was no other possible outcome. Eugene danced precariously 
between life and dance and poured out everything he had to offer. 
Things continued to block his way, but his body reacted before he 
could even register the obstacles in front of him. It was because there 
was no other way. 


He cut, smashed, and destroyed before coming to a realization that 
what blocked his path was a lump of scales — the best defense that 
Raizakia could conjure. However, going on the defensive was only 
useful when you succeeded in blocking and preventing an attack. In 
that respect, Raizakia’s defense was meaningless. Eugene was 


destroying everything that Raizakia was conjuring. 
He could run away and stall for time. 


It was a thought that Raizakia briefly entertained only a few minutes 
ago before dismissing it instantly. But even now, he wasn’t willing to 
bear such humiliation, so he advanced. He would kill the human with 
his own hands, then chew and devour him. At least, that’s what he 
was hoping for. 


But before he knew it, Raizakia was retreating. He couldn’t help but 
wonder how Eugene could continue in his state. It wasn’t that Eugene 
had avoided all injuries in the skirmish. Although Raizakia had died 
an overwhelming number of times already, Eugene was injured as 
well. 


Look at him. 
He was a complete mess. 


His torn sides were dyed red, and even his organs were sticking out of 
his body. As he swung his arms without hesitation, it was clearly 
visible that his muscles and skin were already torn. Broken bones 
jutted out of his body like thorns. His legs, which continued to propel 
him forward, were broken beyond movement. 


Even so, Eugene did not stop. If Raizakia attacked, he destroyed the 
attack. If Raizakia conjured a barrier, he broke through it. He 
continued forward in pace with Raizakia’s retreat. 


No matter how many breaths Raizakia fired, the result was the same. 
Even after injuring Eugene to that degree, Raizakia just couldn’t kill 
him. 


The Black Dragon saw the man’s hair, which fluttered like a flame. He 
could see his eyes, which twinkled like a madman’s. Raizakia felt fear 
at this sight. It wasn’t just fear, either. This was a terror that went 
beyond simple fear. 


Raizakia stumbled back while barely managing to stammer. “You... 
Are you really... human?” 


For Raizakia, humans were insignificant beings. They weren’t worthy 
of remembering or acknowledging, nothing more than mere insects. 
Humans were small, weak, and numerous, like trifling insects. Like 
insects? No, humans were insects. 


However, that one human being, Hamel, was not like a human at all. 
Raizakia could not possibly regard that existence as being small, weak, 
and insignificant. 


Every breath Eugene exhaled reeked of death and blood. Even at this 
moment, the monster was slowly dying... But when? When was he going 
to die? The many injuries that riddled the human’s body weren’t being 
healed. The human had no regenerative powers. 


Crack, crack. 


Cracks echoed as Eugene felt his organs spilling out from his side. 
Annoyed, he pushed them back into the wound while gripping his 
sword. He tore and mashed the wound, cauterizing it with burning 
pain to staunch the bleeding. 


The bones in his legs cracked with each step, so he relied on his arms, 
slightly lifting himself off the ground. 


His arm bones were misaligned, but he forcibly readjusted them, 
refusing to yield. 


The whole thing frightened Raizakia. The Black Dragon was still 
faltering and backing away. 


“Come on,” Eugene uttered in a cracked voice. “Don’t run away.” 


Run...? It was a humiliating thing, but Raizakia could not roar in 
response. 


Boom! Boom Boom! 


As Eugene approached him, the sound coming from his body grew 
louder and louder. It was impossible to believe that such a loud, 
powerful beat was resounding from a broken body. It was the sound of 


Eugene’s heart beating. 


For Raizakia, the beats felt like the footsteps of death approaching 
him. 


Chapter 300 
Raizakia (6) [Bonus Image] 


Eugene felt death drawing closer and closer, but it was still okay. He 
could still move, and he could still fight. Eugene ignored the darkness 
and the redness encroaching on the edge of his vision and moved 
forward. 


He was already quite dizzy, and the unintelligible screams and 
begging resounding inside his head only worsened it. ‘It’s fine,’ he 
grumbled as if intending for them to hear it. In truth, he wasn’t fine. It 
was quite obvious. The bones of his arms and legs were broken. Even 
so, he could replace his legs with levitating magic, and he was still 
capable of holding his sword with his hands. He had already forced 
the dislocated bones back into place as well. 


He knew he risked severe aftermath without proper first aid, but what 
did that matter when his life was at stake? He knew that even serious 
residues would disappear like a lie with a few good smacks on his 
back from Kristina and Anise. 


The wound on his waist was quite deep. He had already stuffed his 
intestines back into the wound and sizzled the area, but the pain still 
remained. But that didn’t matter either. It wasn’t as if the pain coming 
from his side was the only pain he felt. 


In any case, his body still moved well, and his flame was unwavering, 
burning as bright as ever. He was filled with power, and he was 
capable of swinging his swords. His mana flared violently, and tried to 
devour everything in his surroundings, even without Eugene’s 
conscious commands. 


That’s why he couldn’t waste a minute or even a second of his 
precious time right now. Eugene saw the fear in the Black Dragon’s 


eyes. It felt surreal. He couldn’t believe that even the arrogant, maniac 
Black Dragon could show such an expression of fear. 


Was it because of the Moonlight Sword? Because it was a sword belonging 
to Destruction? Or was Raizakia just afraid of him? Eugene wasn’t 
particularly curious. On the contrary, Eugene felt rather flustered to 
see the Black Dragon with such an expression. 


He wanted the Black Dragon’s arrogance and insanity to persist. 
Eugene wanted Raizakia to despise humans without reason. Eugene 
had slain countless demons and strong adversaries with the same 
mindset in his previous life. 


Those who believed themselves to be superior and special tended to 
rely wholly on their own strengths. They were bound to slip and show 
weakness because they were unwavering in their superiority over their 
enemies. 


Such enemies were easy to hunt. Even if their attacks failed, and even 
when they were driven into a corner, they raged in dismissing it all as 
being mere coincidence or attacked in anger over having their pride 
shattered. 


Thankfully, Raizakia had acted similarly earlier. But now, 
uncharacteristically, there was fear in his expression. It was difficult 
and troublesome to hunt such an enemy. It was because they had 
abandoned the arrogance of the strong and accepted the slyness of the 
weak. 


It was quite evident. Earlier, Raizakia denied his emotions and 
attacked Eugene with all his might to protect his pride. But now, 
Raizakia no longer denied what he felt. He was taking steps back... 
retreating. 


“Don’t run away,” spat Eugene once more. It was meant to provoke 
Raizakia. Eugene hoped that the Black Dragon would once again 
resort to attacking in hopes of protecting his self-esteem. 


Had his voice been inaudible? 


Raizakia continued to step back... No, it couldn’t have been. Even if it 


had been quiet, there was no way that Raizakia missed it with the 
heightened senses of a dragon. 


“Are you afraid of me?” Eugene laughed, his lips curling into a twisted 
smile. Raizakia’s eyes quivered at Eugene’s words. “A millennium-old 
Ancient Dragon. The Black Dragon, the strongest of them all and the 
first to fall. One of Helmuth’s Three Dukes. Raizakia, you, who 
consider humans to be pathetic insects — are you afraid of me?” 


Raizakia could not find the words to respond. He wanted to deny 
Eugene’s words with a scoff, but even at this moment, he was 
continuing to take steps backward. 


“Keep running if you are afraid,” said Eugene, his bloody smile 
distorted. 


“Kuaaagh!” Raizakia roared, along with an eruption of Dark Power. 
Running away never suited him in the first place. Raizakia attempted 
to deny Eugene’s words as he stomped forward. 


Craaack! 


The scales covering his arms were the first to undergo transformation. 
Raizakia blocked Eugene’s advance by swinging his arms, which had 
transformed into sharp blades. However, Eugene did not bother to 
swing his swords in response. 


Craaack! Craaaack! 


The flame surrounding Eugene’s body became mixed with lightning, 
and the bolt of black lightning easily crossed over the obstacle. It was 
a speed far beyond imagination. Raizakia attempted to erect a 
defensive barrier in shock, but the Holy Sword and the Moonlight 
Sword cut down the barrier with ease. Just before the swords reached 
Raizakia, the Black Dragon retreated into the air. 


Draconic was a power that allowed the transformation of anything 
into magic. 


—I think it’s a little laughable to discuss the depths of magic with you, a 
dragon, but Raizakia, how should I say this? Well, your Draconic is... 
Should I say it’s a little inadequate? Well, I’m talking about your 
imagination. After all, Draconic or not, it’s still trapped within a cast of 


magic. 


The mocking laughter and words of the profligate, vulgar Night 
Demon circled his head. There was nothing special about her except 
her oh, so wonderful, great eyes. In fact, if the two of them battled with 
their lives on the line, there was no way he would lose to the Night 
Demon. But what? Someone like you, who only relies on dreams to attack, 
dares? 


He was on a different level than her. His scales would sprout anew 
when broken, no matter how many times, and they could neutralize 
most attacks. He was immortal. He could destroy an entire nation with 
a single Poison Breath. He possessed power superior to any living 
thing or being. 


—In the end, you betrayed your own kind out of fear. The only thing you 
obtained from corruption was lengthening your life... And even if you 
devoured the Dragon Heart of the Lord, aren’t dragons a race filled to the 
brim with mana in the first place? What else? You transformed your mana 
into Dark Power? Unfortunately, Raizakia, the power you gained from the 
fall isn’t so great compared to your days as a dragon. Instead, you have 
lost your honor. I can’t believe you speak of becoming the greatest of the 
Three Dukes... I will pretend I didn’t hear you. 


Raizakia remembered the emotionless gaze that peered down at him. 
Did the small creature really think he was a sword just because he held the 
title of ‘Blade’? He wasn’t a great existence but a worm from birth. He was 
just a parasite who relied on the Demon King. Just a traitor? Do you really 
think that you can look down on my power? 


And... 


The Demon King of Destruction, who had always looked down from 
his throne. He had slain countless dragons without a single change in 
his expression. Even after a dragon corrupted himself and bowed 
before him, the Demon King had always remained indifferent without 
betraying any emotions. 


The Demon King of Destruction was no more than a collection of 
mysterious materialization of ominousness. Even though Raizakia had 
fought against him, it was impossible to even know what the Demon 
King looked like. The Demon King of Destruction had been an 
existence seemingly created by shaping menace into reality. 


They were the only ones who could stand on equal footing as himself 
and look down on him. If he were ever afraid of something, it would 
Dé. 


“Gasp...!” 


The weapons were stopped before his neck by an indiscernible 
distance. Eugene’s weapons were swords of definite length, but the 
radiant flames and moonlight made it impossible to measure their 
reach. Although the thick, overlapping scales covering his neck had 
been destroyed, his head was still intact. 


Raizakia knew that there was no significance in losing his head. He 
knew that he could regenerate his head as many times as he wanted, 
but still, he did not want to get cut. Even if he survived, the memories 
would accumulate, as would his fear. He was afraid he would never 
open his eyes again when he lost his head and thoughts. 


Dark Power collided with Eugene’s flame, but a burst of moonlight 
quickly severed the two forces. Raizakia desperately resisted all the 
attacks that came at him and attacked Eugene. However, Gedon’s 
Shield rerouted all of the dragon’s attacks into nothing, and Eugene 
boldly redirected the attacks that he failed to block with the shield. 
His body became riddled with many more shallow wounds. 


Even so, he did not stop. The collision was never equal, for Raizkia 
was always the one who was forced to retreat with each meeting. 


It was the same now. No, rather, it was slightly different. This time, he 


could not retreat. The rampaging strikes restricted his movements, and 
his arms had been lacerated to shreds. His scales, which were 
supposed to be harder than anything else in the world, had been torn 
like paper. 


Just a little bit more. 


Raizakia thought as he saw Eugene beyond the broken, fluttering 
scales and the black, poisonous blood. Eugene’s lips were bloody, and 
even at this moment, he was vomiting large amounts of blood. The 
bones of both his arms were sticking out once more from overexerting 
them. Just a little bit more. Surely, he could sever the human’s arms 
completely if he pressed him a bit further. Or perhaps he could kill the 
human entirely. 


Just a little bit more. 


Eugene shared the same thought. He continued to shred the scales off 
the dragon and cut down everything in his way, including the 
dragon’s arms, legs, tail, and Dark Power. Eugene could see the 
terrible state his body was in. His arms were tattered and were close 
to ripping apart, unable to withstand his power. But strangely enough, 
Eugene felt no pain. 


From a certain point on, he could no longer feel pain. He didn’t know 
if his mind had broken or if he had numbed himself to pain to keep 
himself from breaking. 


‘Just a little bit more,’ he thought once more. He was driving the 
Demon Dragon into a corner. A little more. If he took one more step, he 
could kill Raizakia. There were no unexpected variables like before, 
and he wasn’t going to make a mistake either. Raizakia’s Dragon Heart 
would be located somewhere inside his body, and if he cut the 
dragon’s entire body into pieces and destroyed it completely, he 
would crush the Dragon Heart in the process as well. 


Then, everything would be over. 


“Keugh!” Blood spewed out of Raizakia’s mouth. He had suffered a 
large wound, a cut to his chest that reached far too deep. 


Raizakia hurriedly created a tail and wrapped it around his chest. 
However, it was useless. A flurry of deadly strikes ripped his tail to 
pieces, and the fluttering flame grew closer to him. 


He lost his hands as he raised them to block the moonlight and the 
flame, and they regenerated too slowly! Raizakia opened his mouth 
wide in response to the devastating blow that was already upon his 
chest. 


He squeezed out a Breath, and it worked as a shield. The devastating 
blow was briefly interrupted by his breath, and Raizakia jumped back 
in fear. He knew his Breath had been insufficient to offset Eugene’s 
attack completely. 


See? 


After the very brief interruption, the strike continued on its path after 
splitting apart Raizakia’s Breath. In addition, a sphere the size of a fist 
rose into the air where the Breath had been split. 


Rumbleee! 


The scattering remnants of Dark Power were absorbed into the sphere. 
Eclipse. Raizakia didn’t know the name of the horrific attack, but he 
knew how terrible it was from experiencing it several times. 


He recited Draconic spells, causing Dark Power to bind under a 
powerful, firm will. Dark Power that was controlled and bound by 
magic could not be absorbed by Eclipse. Block, tear, break, burst, and 
disappear. Raizakia’s words caused an eruption of Dark Power. 


Craaack! 


Magic blocked the explosion of Eclipse. Raizakia was exhausted, and 
he was swept back by the remnants of the blast. 


What was this disgrace...!? Raizakia braced himself after rolling several 
times on the ground. He didn’t even have time to roar in anger since 
the monster wouldn’t miss this opportunity. 


eeccoes 


However, the attack he expected never came. There was no ominous 
light of destruction, no black flames, and no hypocritical, brilliant 
light. Nothing came for him. 


“..What’s happening?” Raizakia staggered to his feet and looked 
ahead to where he had unleashed his Breath, where Eclipse had come 
from. 


He saw Eugene lying there. 


What... was happening? Raizakia couldn’t immediately comprehend 
what was happening in front of him. He could not believe his eyes. 
The human who had been attacking him like a demon, the ghost from 
three centuries past, was on the ground in front of him. 


Was he playing a dirty trick? Perhaps the human was pretending so that 
Raizakia would let his guard down... Perhaps he would attack the 
moment Raizakia approached him. It was entirely possible. 


Raizakia gulped as he glared at Eugene. 
He heard a sound. 


He heard the sound of a heart beating and the sound of death’s 
approaching footsteps. The clear, loud sound of the human’s beating 
heart... he could hardly hear it now. It was extremely quiet as if it 
would stop at any moment. 


“Ha...” Raizakia’s lips twitched into a smile. “Hahahahaha! Kuhaha! 
Hahahaha!” 


The human had run out of strength. The inhuman power, which had 
been too great for humans to handle, had finally run out. This was 
only a matter of course. In fact, it should have happened earlier. With 
his broken body, the human should have fallen earlier. Raizakia 
laughed maniacally while shaking his head. 


Eugene could hear neither the laughter nor the screaming coming 


from inside his cloak. The only thing he could hear was the words 
playing over and over inside his head: More. Just a little bit more. 


[Sir Eugene, Sir Eugene...! W-wake up. You must wake up...!] 


It sounded like Mer, but Eugene couldn’t quite understand what she 
was talking about. Why was she being so loud? If he knew this would 
happen, he would have chosen to leave her behind... Where was Raizakia? 
Was he dead? It felt as if Raizakia had been on the brink of death. Had he 
killed him? Was it... over? 


“,.. Sienna.’ 


He placed his bloody palms against the ground. He didn’t remember 
when he had collapsed, but he could not fall yet. However, his body 
wasn’t moving very well. He couldn’t feel the blood circulating 
through his body... Was it because he had bled too much? Was it 
because his arms and legs were like rags? Or was it because his Cores 
were broken? 


Raizakia flinched and froze when Eugene attempted to stand up. 
However, Eugene ended up falling back to the ground in his attempt. 
Raizakia’s lips slowly twitched into a smile once more, and he started 
approaching Eugene. 


‘I-I have to protect him.’ 


Mer was still connected to Eugene. Unfortunately, unlike when she 
was in Akron, she didn’t have many tools at her disposal. In her 
current state, there wasn’t much combat magic available to Mer. 


She saw Raizakia approaching Eugene, and she opened the cloak with 
a gasp. Even if there was nothing she could do, she couldn’t let 
Raizakia continue approaching Eugene. 


It would have been over with just a little bit more. No, but it wasn’t 
over yet. If she could persist for a little while, then Sir Eugene would 
rise once more. Mer believed so. 


A terrifying, appalling wave of Dragon Fear washed over Mer. Even 
though she was formed from magic, it felt like her body would be torn 


to shreds. Even so, Mer did not lose grip on her consciousness. She 
desperately resisted and attempted to leave the cloak. 


However, something grabbed her wrist, then pulled her back. It was 
Raimira. Her face was white, and her eyes red from all the tears she 
shed, but she vigorously shook her head towards Mer. 


“W-what are you doing? Don’t stop me!” shouted Mer. 


“N-no. W-what can you do?” asked Raimira. Before Mer could express 
her anger, Raimira crawled out of the crevice of the cloak. “H-hiek...” 


The first thing Raimira noticed was the stench of blood. Then, she saw 
Eugene, who was as broken as he could be. Raimira cupped her hand 
over her mouth to stifle her scream, then staggered to her feet. She 
wanted to check Eugene’s wound and help him, but Raimira quickly 
realized that that wasn’t an option for her. 


She turned her head towards the source of her frantic fear. 
“J-i-i... I-it’s been a long time, f-father... N-no, the Black Dragon...” 


Raimira did her best to smile, but her lips didn’t move as she wanted 
them to. The best she could do was to quietly stammer her words. 


Her head hurt. It felt as if the red jewel in her forehead was squeezing 
and crushing her brain. She couldn’t remain standing, so Raimira 
collapsed while clutching the jewel. Even so, she did not close her 
eyes, and she did not turn her head. 


Raimira stared at Raizakia while shedding tears of pain and fear. “P-p- 
please, oh Black Dragon. C-could you not spare this human...? This 
human can no longer threaten you...” 


“Raimira,” called out Raizakia, his eyes bent into a smile shaped like a 
crescent moon. However, his smile did nothing to reassure Raimira. 
Instead, her trembling only intensified. 


“Y-yes... It’s me, Raimira... T-the only flesh of the Black Dragon... I-I 
did my best to protect the Dragon Demon Castle i-in your absence... 


A-and... A-and... I came here to s-save you. P-please, spare the life of 
this human... for me. L-let me brand him myself and t-take him as a 
slave...,” stammered Raimira. 


“Come here,” Raizakia said with a chuckle. “My daughter. Your voice 
is too small. I cannot hear it.” 


“Hiek.:." 


It was a mean, frightening remark. Unable to stand up, Raimira got on 
her knees, crawled, and pushed herself forward with both hands. 


“P-please... oh Black Dragon... Please, spare that human...” 
Raizakia reached out to Raimira with a smile in response. 
Fwoosh! 


His outstretched hand changed in appearance. His arms became a 
large, long neck, and his hand became a huge head. The dragon 
opened his maw wide and attacked Raimira. 


She did not have time to scream or run away. The dragon’s head was 
upon her in a moment, and it swallowed her whole. 


“You exist for me.” Raizakia raised his arm with a bright smile. 
Gulp. 
The dragon’s neck wobbled, and it returned to a hand and an arm. 


“Do not worry, my daughter, I will not digest you here. I... have been 
looking forward to something else from even before your birth,” said 
Raizakia. 


After escaping from this sickening place, he would have his daughter 
birth an army for him. He would have her lay as many eggs as 
possible, then devour her when she was no longer useful. 


With a smile, Raizakia turned his head towards Eugene once more. 
However, the smile disappeared from his face immediately. It was 
because of a truly insignificant being standing in front of Eugene. 


She was a familiar created with magic, but her face and appearance 
were truly unpleasant and abhorrent for Raizakia to look at. The 
familiar looked just like Sienna Merdein. 


“G... give her back,” Mer squeaked. Eugene had not gotten to his feet 
yet. “The stupid kid... you swallowed... Spit her out right now...!” 


What was that pathetic familiar talking about? Spit her out? Was she 
commanding him? Raizakia stopped in his place, but only because he 
was dumbfounded. 


“And... and, don’t come any closer. If you come any closer... If you 
come any closer...” 


“And what,” said Raizakia. He slowly raised his finger and pointed at 
Mer. “What on earth can you possibly do?” 


Rumbleee! 


A storm of Dark Power washed over Mer. She stretched out her hands 
with a scream. The defensive barrier she prepared could not stop the 
storm of power even for a moment. The barrier was shattered, and 
Mer was thrown back. 


“You’re just a pathetic familiar in imitation of your master, a true 
insect inferior even to humans. Yet, you stand in my way and dare to 
command me? Indeed, it’s hard to laugh when something is so 
ridiculous,” spat Raizakia, glaring at Mer with his crimson eyes. 


He had not killed her, for he had a better idea. It would be far more 
entertaining to rip off the familiar’s arms and legs and throw it in 
front of Sienna Merdein. 


But he would kill Hamel. Right, he didn’t know if the wench would 
recognize his new face, but he would chew it all up and devour 
everything apart from his head. 


“Don’t... don’t come any closer...!” cried Mer, attempting to stagger to 
her feet. But she could not. Her legs had been completely torn off. 


She didn’t feel any pain. As a familiar, she felt no pain. However, it 
felt as if her heart was breaking. Mer crawled on the ground while 
swallowing her tears. 


Raizakia approached Eugene with joy. He wasn’t dead yet, but... he 
would die soon. He could hear the human’s heart growing fainter. He 
needed to hurry up. He would devour the human before he was 
completely unconscious. 


Raizakia reached for Eugene with a grin. 


Suddenly, a ray of light descended, parting the darkness and dividing 
the space into two. Raizakia was blocked by the light and unable to 
advance any further. 


“This is...?” His eyes filled with shock. He had experienced one 
unbelievable thing after another, but now, something truly 
unbelievable was taking place. 


A figure slowly descended in the light that pierced the darkness, and 
the light pushed away the darkness after making contact with the 
ground. Eugene felt the warm light with his fingers. A little bit of 
energy returned to his body, and he raised his head. 


“T thought you were going to come to save me. So what’s with your 
current look?” 


Her mauve hair fluttered. 
Thud. 


The archwizard placed her hands on her waist and looked down at 
Eugene after stepping on the ground. 


“So I came to save you first, Hamel.” 


It was Sienna Merdein, and she smiled with eyes moistened with tears. 


Chapter 301 
Raizakia (7) 


It had been hard to see. His line of sight, which had been eroded by 
black and red, was suddenly illuminated by the light. Eugene looked 
up at Sienna’s face without saying a word. 


Ts this... a dream?’ 


He could not understand. Sienna was sealed in the World Tree, and 
there was no way for her to come here in the gap between 
dimensions. Eugene had failed to kill Raizakia. He had pushed the 
Black Dragon to the brink of death, but he had run out of energy first. 


So how was it possible for Sienna to be here? She didn’t have a single 
wound on her, and her expression was one that Eugene knew all too 
well — a face that made it hard for him to discern whether she was 
laughing or crying. How was it that she was here, staring at him? 


“Are you surprised?” she asked with a bright smile. When she pointed 
her finger towards him, the light that surrounded her was redirected 
towards Eugene. 


Fwoosh...! 


The light enveloped Eugene. It was a warm, gentle light, and it 
penetrated deep into Eugene’s twisted, broken, scarred, and dying 
body. Eugene could feel precisely how the light permeated deep into 
his vessels, rejuvenating them as blood, how it glued each fragment of 
bone, and how it wove the torn muscle fibers. 


Kyahahahaha— 


A burst of clear laughter resonated in Eugene’s head, or rather, 
throughout his entire being. He could clearly see the light that once 
again illuminated his sight. The light that permeated Eugene wasn’t 


the light of the divine power but rather the light of the pure spirits. It 
was the light of the World Tree, the same light that prevented Sienna’s 
death and protected her and the elves for hundreds of years. 


His body began to heal, and it wasn’t just limited to external injuries 
either. His broken organs, including his heart and his Cores, which 
were utterly destroyed as a result of using Ignition twice in a row, 
were restored by the light of the World Tree. 


Eugene could no longer taste death in his mouth, and he no longer 
stood on the boundary between life and death. The irresistible despair 
had already disappeared, and the black and red that filled his sight 
was completely dispelled by the light. 


“What’s happening...?” stammered Eugene. Although his body was 
healed, he still couldn’t understand what was going on. Sienna wiped 
the tears from the corners of her eyes, then passed Eugene with a brisk 
step. 


“Can’t you tell?” she asked. 


Eugene could see Raizakia behind the veil of light, unable to advance 
any further. He was attempting to break through the light with 
disbelief on his face but failing to advance even a step further. His 
path was blocked by the spirits of the World Tree, as well as Sienna’s 
magic. 


“Tt’s me, Hamel. Sienna Merdein.” Her voice quivered ever-so-slightly. 
She continued forward after passing Eugene, then stopped right in 
front of Mer. The familiar was on the ground, broken. 


Her small, frail body had been broken by Raizakia’s Dragon Fear and 
the magic he used to intentionally break her. Sienna lowered herself 
and brought Mer’s small figure into her embrace. 


“Fortunately, ’m not too late,” Sienna muttered while quietly 
restoring Mer’s magic, imbuing mana into the helpless familiar. 


“Lady... Sienna...?” Mer was still conscious. Although she couldn’t 
move properly and could not speak, she opened her eyes and saw a 
miracle. 


Sienna smiled in response and stroked her cheek. “You worked hard.” 
“Lady Sienna... Lady Sienna...!” 
“Yes, yes.” 


Mer buried her face in Sienna’s chest and bawled. Sienna raised 
herself and returned to Eugene, holding Mer tightly in her arms. 
Eugene’s fully recovered vision allowed him to see Sienna clearly and 
accurately. It was... truly a miracle. Her existence in this place could 
not be called anything else but a miracle. 


Sienna's current form did not possess a body. This Sienna in front of 
him was a spiritual existence created by her soul and the light of the 
World Tree. 


“Tt was destiny created from the conditions,” Sienna explained. 
“Raizakia connected this space with the forest in which the World 
Tree resides, creating a path. And right now, Hamel, you are here with 
Akasha.” 


The necklace Eugene wore was a relic of his previous life, and it 
contained Sienna’s magic. In addition, Akasha was originally an 
artifact created for Sienna to use. 


“Tt was I who found you again, Hamel. Hamel, you... did it for me. 
You, stupid, dumb fool. It was because you were running wild without 
thinking about your life and pushing that dumb, shitty lizard against 
the corner. And it was because you were about to die again,” said 
Sienna. 


She slowly stretched out her hand and helped Eugene to his feet. 
Eugene staggered up, then looked down at Sienna. Sienna took a deep 
breath, then raised her fist and gently tapped it against Eugene’s chest. 


“T couldn’t just watch. That’s why I, Lady Sienna, came here to save 
you, just in time,” continued Sienna. Technically speaking, the ‘light’ 
that rescued Eugene wasn’t Sienna’s power but rather the power of the 
World Tree. 


But was that really important? It was Sienna’s soul that brought the 


light of the world tree upon this darkness, and it was only possible 
because Sienna had longed to save Eugene. Thinking so, Sienna gave a 
confident smile. Then, she turned her head to the side. 


Raizakia, the Demon Dragon, her adversary of centuries, was glaring 
at her with bloodshot eyes while shouting something. His Breath and 
Dark Power were causing the light that separated the two sides to 
quiver. 


“Tt’s too dark here for us to celebrate our reunion,” grumbled Sienna, 
then lifted Mer, who was still buried in her arms. 


“Mer, I am not complete enough to fight while holding you, so...” 
Smack. 
She gave a light kiss on Mer’s cheek before continuing, “Go to Hamel.” 


“Y-yes.” Mer barely managed to clack her jaws together, then wriggled 
into Eugene’s cloak. Sienna fixed her hat, then turned and faced 
Raizakia. 


“ ..Ehem,” with a small cough, she reached out to Eugene. 
“What is it...?” asked Eugene. 


“Staff!” she responded. Sienna was still unstable in her form. Her body 
was still sealed in the World Tree, and most of her mana was 
contained within it. Although she had manifested herself in this place 
by a miracle, she had already consumed most of her power to block 
Raizakia’s advance and heal Eugene. 


However, if she could use Akasha, she could still fight, even in her 
incomplete form. Recognizing this, Eugene handed Akasha to Sienna. 


“It’s been long,” muttered Sienna with a bright smile. Her words were 
directed to Akasha, which she had touched for the first time in 
hundreds of years, and to her friend, whom she was fighting along 
with for the first time in centuries. 


“How’s your body? Can you move?” she asked. 


“Tt’s a lot better than before, but honestly, it’s not moving great,” 
answered Eugene. He had been brought back from the brink of death. 
His heart had been made whole, his broken limbs mended, and his 
organs restored. However, even after the miraculous recovery, his 
body did not move as well as he expected. 


“But it moves, right? That’s enough for now. Ah, and I’m only going to 
say this once, but don’t use Ignition. If you do, I’ll make sure to 
prioritize beating you up,” said Sienna. 


“Do you think I used it because I wanted to? I used it because I had no 
other choice,” retorted Eugene. 


“That’s why I’m telling you not to use it from now,” said Sienna, 
raising Akasha in front of her. 


Rumble! 


Raizakia’s Breath penetrated the light that was separating the space. 
But the scattering light gathered in front of Akasha according to 
Sienna’s will, forming a magical shield and blocking the Breath. 


“Tm by your side, Hamel.” 


He wasn’t alone. Right now, he was by the side of Sienna Merdein, the 
only wizard capable of fighting a dragon or a Demon King. Sienna 
smiled, revealing her white teeth, and Eugene gave a hollow laugh in 
response. 


“You’re not even in perfect shape,” said Eugene. He could feel the tip 
of his fingers quivering finely. However, he could dispel such things 
by slightly tightening his grip. Once again, Eugene took the Moonlight 
Sword and the Holy Sword in each hand. 


With his mind clearing up, he could once again make the connections 
between the blurs of his memories. He remembered how Raimira, the 
Dragon Duchess, had chosen to walk out of the cloak, tears in her 
eyes, and stood in Raizakia’s way. 


—And... if t-this Lady is swallowed by something... 


—Then I will take you out of this “something’s” jaws. 


It was a conversation they had shared only a few days prior. Even 
until that moment, Ramira had refused to admit that the somethin’ was 
Raizakia. However, it was clear that Raimira would have had a hunch. 
She would have known that her nightmares were foreshadowing a 
definite future, as well as what the source of her nightmares was. 


The red jewel embedded in her forehead would have shown her a 
glimpse of Raizakia’s thoughts, engraving into her mind and body how 
she would be used by Raizakia. Even so, Raimira had voluntarily 
stepped out of the cloak, standing between her father and Eugene. She 
had refused to let Eugene and Mer die. 


[She’s... She’s still alive, Sir Eugene,] said Mer. 
“T know,” responded Eugene. 


Raizakia had given birth to Raimira only to use her for breeding. He 
had planned to make her lay eggs continuously after allowing her to 
mature. As such, Raizakia had swallowed her whole instead of 
chewing. Raimira was still alive inside Raizakia’s stomach. 


“That was a promise,” said Eugene, glaring at Raizakia. 


Everything had been over. Hamel’s frightening flames had died, and 
his body had met the rightful fate of an insignificant human. 


Raizakia could have finished everything if he had taken just one more 
step forward. Unfortunately, he had failed to take that one step. 


He first prioritized swallowing his child, whom he felt not even an 
ounce of warmth towards. 


He prioritized destroying the insignificant familiar, an existence even 
inferior to humans, who dared to stand in his way. 


“Sienna Merdein!” roared Raizakia in anger. Sienna had been given a 
chance to materialize because of the delay in his single step. “Are you 
attempting to unleash your magic before a dragon? In your 
incomplete form...!?” 


He could clearly see that Sienna’s existence was incomplete. The 
power of the World Tree was allowing her to materialize in this place, 
but what could she do with that less-than-perfect power? There was 
nothing she could do. There could be nothing she could do. 


Raizakia raised his hand as he ground his teeth. “You should not have 
come to this place. You should not have shown your incomplete self 
before me. Do you really dare to think you can stop me in your 
current state? You cannot. It is impossible!” 


This was only a matter of course as well. Hamel’s wounds had 
recovered, but he would not be able to fight like before. Raizakia saw 
that Hamel’s mana was not flowing like before. In his current state, it 
would be impossible for him to explode the mana in his heart and his 
Core. 


Indeed, whether he failed to take a single step made no difference. It 
had simply been delayed. Raizakia was not out of strength yet. 


The Lord’s Dragon Heart he consumed three centuries ago had 
empowered him with more Dark Power. Moreover, if necessary, he 
could deprive his hatchling of her power. 


“You must be scared, right?” whispered Sienna. “My existence must be 
a nightmare to you.” 


“Do not get ahead of yourself, human...!” snarled Raizakia. 


“T have the right to act arrogant in front of you, don’t I? I was the one 
who imprisoned you in this pitch-black darkness. Raizakia, you’re no 
dragon. Yow’re just a cowardly bastard. You tried to kill me and rob 
me of Akasha when I was mortally wounded,” retorted Sienna. 


Even Eugene had been unable to use Akasha until he was granted 
ownership by Sienna. However, Sienna could use Akasha even after 
giving ownership to Eugene because Akasha was a staff that was 
exclusively created for her. 


Raizakia had coveted Akasha. He had desired to kill Sienna to take 
Akasha as his own. 


“You could not tolerate my existence,” Sienna said with a sneer. 
“Akasha wasn’t the only thing you were obsessed with. You were 
obsessed with me. I, a human, was a greater wizard than you. You 
could not tolerate my existence, which was why you came to kill me 
at my weakest moment, right?” 


When Sienna came to the Samar Rainforest, she had not been in 
possession of Akasha. At that point in time, Akasha had been 
enshrined in Akron. Even so, Raizakia searched for Sienna, and he 
came to the land of the elves to kill her. 


Sienna smiled and wiggled her finger. “Raizakia, do you know what I 
thought when I discovered your name? You’re a coward. A coward 
who didn’t want to die, a coward who was so afraid of the Demon 
King that he betrayed the dragons. A coward who is complacent with 
being a duke, a coward who is too afraid to challenge the Demon King 
even after being corrupted from a great existence.” 


A light appeared from her wriggling finger. A storm of mana began to 
form around her ethereal form. It was Eternal Hole, the epitome of the 
Circles Magic Formula. The mana that poured out of Akasha drew an 
infinite trajectory in Sienna’s Eternal Hole. 


“T admit it, Raizakia. You can kill me anytime. You have the power. 
Even so, you cannot best me when it comes to magic. You didn’t come 
to me because you knew this truth, did you? That’s why I call you a 
coward,” said Sienna. 


It was a remark not worth refuting. And yet, how did it find its mark 
deep inside his heart...? 


Raizakia shook with anger and humiliation. He stared at the infinite 
trajectory of the whirlwind in Sienna’s chest. He had heard of the 


Eternal Hole. After the war, the human wizard was said to have 
settled in Aroth, inventing the Circles Magic Formula to greatly 
develop human magic. The epitome of magic she developed after 
studying for only decades... was that. 


He could not admit it. Raizakia attempted to understand and grasp the 
Eternal Hole, but even he, a dragon, could not comprehend the 
infinite trajectory formed inside it. 


“Kuaaagh!” Raizakia kicked off the ground with a roar. If he could not 
understand it, he would destroy it. There would be no need for 
comprehension once he destroyed all traces of it. 


“T must have had it right on the dot for you to get this angry,” giggled 
Sienna before turning to Eugene. Eugene mimicked her smile while 
raising the Holy Sword and the Moonlight Sword. 


“Let’s go, Hamel.” 


A whirlwind of magic appeared around Sienna. 
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Sienna’s wind enveloped Eugene. 


It was a familiar, nostalgic sensation. Three centuries ago, Sienna 
would often wrap her wind around Hamel during battles. The wind 
served to protect Hamel from the magic of the enemies while allowing 
him to fight more freely. 


Hundreds of years had passed since then. He had experienced death 
once already, and he now lived in a new body after reincarnation. 
However, at this moment, Eugene thought that nothing had changed. 
He was now Eugene Lionheart, and also Hamel Dynas, and now — 
Sienna Merdein was by his side. 


“Right.” He raised both the Holy Sword and the Moonlight Sword in 
front of him. “Let’s go.” 


The power that allowed him to push Raizakia was already gone, and 
he could not use Ignition again. Moreover, he had to be cautious, 
ensuring that Prominence would not go out of control. Given that the 
flow and the output of mana in his body were unstable, using the 
Empty Sword or Eclipse didn’t seem like viable options either. 


Raizakia looked to be in better condition. Although Eugene had cut 
and crushed the dragon’s scales, Raizakia had recovered from most of 
the damage during the brief respite he was given. While he might be 
weaker than before due to the expended Dark Power, it was evident 
that Raizakia was in a much better state compared to Eugene. 


As such, Eugene wasn’t in a particularly advantageous situation. Even 
so, Eugene felt no foreboding sensation of defeat. 


Raizakia could feel the shift in atmosphere as well. The change was 
quite palpable. Just a moment ago, Hamel’s eyes and expression had 


betrayed the despair he felt. 


Throughout their extended battle, the despair had never once left 
Hamel’s side, even during moments when he held the advantage. It 
was because Hamel had sensed that the tides of the battle could turn 
at any moment and that death was an inevitable end for him. 


But now, there was not even a remnant of the despair from earlier. 


‘This changes nothing,’ Raizakia thought. ‘Absolutely nothing,’ he 
reminded himself once more. 


Woooooo! 


The Dark Power surrounding Raizakia began to boil and erupt, giving 
birth to a flash of light in the midst of the powerful energy. 


“Don’t worry about the magic,” reassured Sienna, raising Akasha in 
front of her. Countless Circles appeared in the infinite, intertwining 
loops of Eternal Hole. The Circles divided, intertwined, scattered, and 
divided repeatedly. 


The most optimal operation of mana for the Circles Formula. 
A resulting amplification of magical powers. 

An efficient simplification of formulas. 

An omission of incantations. 

Division of consciousness to allow for multiple castings. 
Storing magic in the unconscious for later use. 


Those were the advantages of the Eternal Hole that Mer had outlined 
in the past in Akron. And although Eugene had created the Ring Flame 
Formula by combining the White Flame Formula and the Eternal Hole, 
even now, he could not fully comprehend the Eternal Hole. 


It was even more difficult to understand now that he saw it in person. 
The mana that Sienna emitted in her incomplete, spiritual state was 
faint and weak. However, the magic she conjured wasn’t weak at all. 


Fwoosh! 


A sphere of fire appeared in front of Akasha. It was simple magic, a 
spell of the First Circle that was widely used — Fireball. However, the 
Fireball that Sienna conjured exuded an absurd level of heat. It simply 
could not be considered an attack of the First Circle. 


Dozens more Fireballs appeared in front of Akasha, and they formed 
into a huge wheel of flames as if they were one entity. The fire wheel 
began to rotate, and the raging heat started to accumulate within the 
wheel instead of spilling outward. 


Booom! 


Dark Power poured out of the darkness that surrounded Raizakia. 
Countless magic attacks swept through the space, attempting to 
devour Eugene and Sienna. At that precise moment, the heat 
contained in the wheel of flames was released, blocking the dragon’s 
magic. 


The spinning, flaming wheel began advancing towards Raizakia. 
Eugene kicked off the ground without hesitation. As the wheel of fire 
ripped through the Dark Power, it created a gap for him to exploit. 
Eugene charged into the space, then swung both his swords. 


However, he was slower than before. It was easily avoidable. Raizakia 
raised his hand while stepping away from the trajectory of the twin 
blades. The arm of the dragon grew in size and dropped towards 
Eugene’s head as a giant, blunt instrument of death. 


However, his attack was caught midway. Sienna had secretly conjured 
a magical restraint that seized the scales covering Raizakia’s arm. 
Before he could shake off the restraint, the Holy Sword severed his 
arm, and the Moonlight Sword dug into his chest. 


“Kuaagh!” Raizakia roared while forcing his body to warp with Dark 
Power. He hastily underwent a transformation using Polymorph. 


Craaack! 


The Moonlight Sword’s light was fainter than before with Eugene’s 
decrease in power. Eugene had failed to pierce all the way with the 
Moonlight Sword. However, he did not attempt to drive the sword 
further into the dragon’s chest but instead pulled it out without any 
hesitation. He could fight confidently and with surety because he 
wasn’t alone. 


Dozens of lights sparkled behind Eugene. The sparkles of light passed 
Eugene like fireflies and reached Raizakia. 


Were they fireflies? Insects? 


Unfortunately, the figures of light that penetrated Raizakia’s chest 
weren't as trivial as fireflies. 


Rumble! 


The sparkles of light exploded after settling down, sending Raizakia 
flying backward. 


“Keugh...!” 


A dragon’s scale was immune and protective against most magic. 
However, the bullets of magic had found their mark in the gap 
between the scales and struck their roots. 


Even if Sienna’s magic was superior to Raizakia’s, the inherent 
advantages he possessed as a dragon made it impossible for him to die 
from a magical strike. As such, Sienna could not kill Raizakia. 
However, this wasn’t a problem right now since she wasn’t alone. 


Three centuries ago, the five of them had been powerful because their 
powers were in perfect harmony. If it was impossible to kill something 
with magic, they would cut it down with a sword. If they could not 
cut it down, they would beat it to death. If it was impossible to beat it 
to death, they could purify it with light. If they could not purify it, 
they would find another way. 


In this regard, Eugene and Sienna were capable of producing almost a 
similar level of harmony as they did with all five of their group 
present three centuries ago. Although neither of them was an expert in 
divine magic, they had the Holy Sword. What they lacked in power 
with the Holy Sword could be made up with the Moonlight Sword. 
Moreover, they even had an Archwizard who could look down at even 
a dragon. 


Raizakia was experiencing first-hand what this represented. It was 
difficult for him to fight, and the battle wasn’t going the way he 
wanted. He could not dictate the fight. If Eugene had pushed him with 
overwhelming force earlier, now, the two humans were literally 
dismantling Raizakia. 


It was hard to pierce a dragon’s scales with magic. As such, Eugene 
would first cut down the scales with the Holy Sword and the 
Moonlight Sword. Sienna would follow up with her magic, penetrating 
into the lacerations and causing the scales to explode from their roots, 
tearing the dragon’s flesh and causing blood to spill. Then the Holy 
Sword and the Moonlight Sword would take over once more. 


Raizakia did not stop resisting. However, his defensive magic was 
weakened by the continued barrage of attacks. On top of that, his 
attacks were cut short by magic. He felt appalled by the devastation 
surrounding him on all sides. The two swords blocked the close- 
ranged Breaths he unleashed before they could even cause any 
damage, and he was reduced to a flailing fool when both his arms 
were blocked and deflected repeatedly. 


Each and every one of his actions was being met with restraint. He 
could neither advance nor retreat as he wished. 


What could he do? 


Before he could think of an answer, Raizakia was flung backward. The 
left side of his body felt empty. In the blink of an eye, more than ten 
different spells had impacted him, robbing him of his left arm. 


This was impossible. Raizakia’s eyes quivered. It took too long for his arm 
to regenerate. The Sword of Destruction was upon him even faster than 
his arm could regenerate. With a desperate scream, Raizakia swung 
his right arm. 


Kakakaka! 
The scales of his right arm were wiped clean by the moonlight. 


Sienna knew that the light of the Moonlight Sword inherently rejected 
magic. As such, she didn’t place her magic right behind the Moonlight 
Sword but instead ensured that it hovered around Eugene, keeping 
pace and protecting him. 


“T missed this,” Sienna whispered wistfully. 


The various spells circling around Eugene simultaneously fired toward 
Raizakia. His left arm, which was in the process of forming with new 
flesh, scales, and bones, was destroyed again. However, Sienna’s 
magic did not stop there but proceeded to infiltrate into the stump of 
Raizakia’s left arm. 


Impurities formed in the Black Dragon’s blood. Clumps of Sienna’s 
mana had transformed and reduced to minuscule sizes like invisible 
parasites, poking their heads into Raizakia’s vessels. 


She dares. She dares. She dares! Raizakia gnashed his teeth while 
unleashing his Dark Power. Did the wench think she could taint a 
dragon’s blood with such meager magic? In response to the Dark Power, 
the impurities in his blood were burnt away. 


Boooom! 


However, the action resulted in an explosion beginning from 
Raizakia’s left shoulder. More explosions followed, causing the Black 
Dragon’s scales to scatter from the inside out. The moment Raizakia 
had unleashed his Dark Power, the conditions for Sienna’s magic had 
become completed, sticking to the Dark Power and causing an 
explosion. 


The power of the explosions wasn’t great. Even though the explosions 
had taken place inside Raizakia’s body, every aspect of a dragon was 
resistant to magic, including their blood, bones, flesh, and scales. 


But it didn’t matter if Raizakia was still alive. Sienna had achieved her 
purpose of creating a gap. Raizakia knew this as well since the 


internal shock caused him to stiffen. For a brief moment, he was 
unable to move his body as he wished. 


Although it was a very short moment, it was more than enough time 
for a seasoned warrior to wield his sword dozens of times. 


It wasn’t as if Eugene had been told to swing his swords at this 
moment. The two of them had not even shared a glance. 


But this was something they had accomplished thousands of times. As 
such, Eugene stabbed the Holy Sword and the Moonlight Sword 
toward Raizakia without hesitation with an instinctual tacit 
understanding. 


Noooo. He couldn’t dodge it. This could kill him. Nooo. Would he really 
die? What about his body? It still wasn’t responding to his will. Defensive 
magic, no, it would be too late. 


There was only one thing he could do. The ancient Demon Dragon 
found the only choice he could make in this critical moment. 


Craaack! 


The moment the two swords pierced his chest, Raizakia’s body started 
swelling up. As a result, despite the two swords having completely 
penetrated his chest, the strikes ended up being too shallow. 


Raizakia had chosen to abandon his human form. He had released 
Polymorph and returned to his draconic form at the last moment. 
Even so, he had failed to completely avoid the attack. Although 
shallow, the two swords had still penetrated his chest, and the strike 
resulted in damage to his Dragon Heart. 


“Kuaaaaaghhhh!” Raizakia released a bellowing scream. He attempted 
to rise into the air by flapping his tattered, large wings. 


Eugene pulled the swords out of the dragon’s chest. “Are you sure 
that’s the right choice?” he scoffed before kicking Raizakia in the 
chest. 


Fwoosh! 


A storm of Dark Power was unleashed from Raizakia’s wings, but 
there was no need for Eugene to defend. Sienna’s magic protected him 
in the violent storm. 


“I know, right?” Sienna laughed in the same way from behind. The 
wound on Raizakia’s chest was recovering slowly, and the storm of 
Dark Power was clearly much weaker than before. 


It was because of the injury to his Dragon Heart. Raizakia had 
narrowly avoided death by releasing Polymorph, but the wound he 
sustained was fatal. To make matters worse, Raizakia knew all too 
well that his enormous, draconic form held almost no advantage over 
the two small humans. 


But he had been left with no choice. Raizakia looked down before 
spreading his jaws wide. 


Kwaaaahh! 

A Breath of black poison poured down toward Eugene and Sienna. 
“Go, Hamel,” whispered Sienna. 

Crack! 


The Wing of Prominence soared from Eugene’s back. The scattering 
feathers were empowered with Sienna’s magic, and Eugene felt 
Raizakia’s magic, which had been dominating the space around them, 
being destroyed by Sienna. 


Swoosh! 


His feathers were allowed to scatter, and simultaneously, Eugene 
disappeared. Dozens of fluttering feathers laid a path for him, and he 
transformed into a bolt of black lightning, dodging Raizakia’s 
poisonous Breath and shooting into the sky. 


Sienna was left alone, faced with the Black Dragon’s Poison Breath. It 


was the same attack that had driven her to the brink of death two 
centuries ago. However, Sienna did not fear this breath attack. Her 
green eyes did not reflect the pouring darkness; instead, they captured 
the light cutting through the darkness. 


‘That’s right. Light.’ 


Sienna Merdein had departed from hell after the war, but her life 
continued to be hell. Without any light to illuminate her life, it was 
always dark for her, regardless of where she was. She had trudged on, 
using memories from a distant past as a candlelight to motivate her. 


For decades after returning from hell, she had longed for the very 
light she saw now. That light was the midday sun, the moon in the 
lightless night, and her guiding stars. It was a light that she had never 
hoped to see again during her life, a light that was wholly hers. 


“You can’t swallow it,” whispered Sienna. The poison, darkness, and 
the Dark Power of Raizakia were too weak to devour the light. She 
raised Akasha. 


Fwoosh! 


A giant magic circle appeared in front of her. The same was true for 
her. The dragon could not swallow her. Raizakia’s desperate barrage 
of Breaths could not bypass Sienna’s defensive magic. 


The Black Dragon hurriedly twisted his head to change the trajectory 
of the Breaths because he could feel death approaching him. However, 
no matter how many breath attacks he fired, the looming death did 
not retreat. Raizakia desperately squeezed out every last bit of his 
Dark Power in an attempt to stop the impending doom in its path. 


However, it was a futile attempt. The black flames broke through his 
defenses effortlessly. Raizakia couldn’t even try to Polymorph. He 
couldn’t afford the time. 


Surprisingly, what he first felt was a warm sensation. The light of 
destruction that pierced his neck was... warm, unlike before, and 
contrary to the ominous color it emitted. He felt the passing of 
warmth, followed by a sudden coldness. Even the heat of the spewing 


blood could do nothing against the frigid chill. 


His vision began to tilt, and he had no say. The enormous pool of Dark 
Power residing within him began to ebb out uncontrollably. He failed 
to hold onto even a handful of the dissipating power. 


“Keuh...” 


Everything was disappearing. What had he longed for? What had he 
craved so badly, so much that he chose to become a Demon Dragon? 


...Was there even such a thing from the beginning? 


All Raizakia had desired, even at the cost of corrupting himself, was 
life. He had already lost honor and glory the moment he fell. He had 
obsessed over the very things because he had lost them. He had 
attempted to renew what he had lost and all to protect his arrogant 
self. Despite his corruption, he had convinced himself to be great, 
absolute, and noble. Anyone who failed to understand him was 
insignificant. 


But now, everything lost meaning. He felt everything to have been in 
vain. 


“Was it like this from the very beginning?” 


He felt no seething anger, and he didn’t feel any doubt towards 
himself either. He had defied his fate by means of corruption once 
before, but he no longer had the means to resist it anymore. It was 
already over. The Demon Dragon had finally reached a dragon-like 
conclusion the moment his head was cut, and his Dragon Heart 
destroyed. 


“You're not insignificant,” Raizakia acknowledged. “Rather, I was the 
insignificant existence.” 


If he had survived, he could have continued his arrogant life. But now 
that he was dying, he could no longer be arrogant. 


The Dragon Lord, whom he had killed with his own hands, and the 


others who died at the hands of the Demon Kings, had died a dragon. 
They had died for the world. 


However, Raizakia’s death wasn’t one of such honor or glory. The 
fallen Demon Dragon was only paying what he owed. His death was a 
late atonement for his sins. Raizakia laughed without feeling pity at 
his own pathetic, miserable death. 


“Could my death be any uglier...?” Raizakia gave a long sigh while 
moving his eyes. He saw Eugene as his vision darkened. He saw the 
Sword of Destruction held in Eugene’s hand. 


If only he had died by that light three centuries ago... 


Raizakia closed his eyes with regret. 
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“Motherfucker, getting all sentimental and shit just because he’s 
dying,” Eugene grumbled, spitting blood on the ground. Raizakia was 
dead. The Black Dragon wasn’t an undead like a lich or a Death 
Knight with a separate life vessel, and Eugene had severed his Dragon 
Heart in half. Even if Raizakia was the Demon Dragon, he could never 
survive such a blow. 


Did Eugene’s heart sink at the thought of being denied the coveted 
prize of the Ancient Dragon's heart? No, there was no room for 
disappointment within him. Raizakia's Dragon Heart had been marred 
and contaminated by the sinister forces of Dark Power for centuries. 
While it held immense value for black wizards and other demonfolks, 
for Eugene, it remained a worthless and venomous artifact devoid of 
any worth. 


Eugene slowly descended to the ground, cracking his stiff neck. The 
headless, large body of the dragon was slowly tilting to the side. 


The Holy Sword was easier to handle and use compared to the 
Moonlight Sword when it came to simply cutting. As such, Eugene 
raised the Holy Sword after eyeballing the location of his target. 


Ripppp! 


The Holy Sword cut through the dragon’s stomach. The Light of the 
sword cut through the scales and flesh of the dragon, as well as the 
dragon’s large belly. 


The only thing Raizakia had consumed for hundreds of years was 
Raimira, whom he had swallowed whole just a while ago. Eugene had 
been expecting a spillage of gastric juices, but unexpectedly, he found 
Raimira in an unexpectedly clean state. Raimira was unconscious, 
curled up into a ball inside the Black Dragon’s stomach. 


Eugene pulled her out. Her clothes were fully intact, and there wasn’t 
a single injury on her either. However, she didn’t appear to be in the 
best condition, probably due to the cold sweats and tears she had 
shed. 


Eugene clicked his tongue when he saw that only the whites of 
Raimira’s eyes were visible in her fainted state. 


‘She shouldn’t say anything about me killing her father since she was 
swallowed whole and almost killed,’ Eugene thought. 


In the first place, Raizakia could not be called her father. There was 
no paternal love and filial piety between the two, to begin with. 
Eugene could not be bothered to wake Raimira and explain the 
situation to her, so he placed her inside his cloak in her fainted state. 
Mer would do the explaining in his stead once she came to her senses 
later. 


Mer was delighted with Raimira’s survival, but she didn’t rush to wake 
the hatchling. Right now, Sienna was more important to her than 
Raimira. 


“Lady Sienna!” Mer shouted as she ran out of the cloak. Now that 
Raizakia was dead, she finally wanted to share a moment of reunion 
with Sienna. 


However, Mer halted on the spot instead of running to Sienna. It was 
because Sienna’s body was slowly dispersing. Mer sniffled with great 
anxiety. 


“Why are you crying?” asked Sienna with a mischievous smile. Mer 
simply swallowed her tears without being able to respond. Sienna 
watched Mer with loving eyes, then clicked her tongue and wiggled 
her finger. “This is an inevitable thing. Just as it was an impossible 
but inevitable miracle that brought me to this place.” 


“Lady Sienna... Are you going to disappear, Lady Sienna?” asked Mer. 
“Huh? Well, I’m disappearing now,” answered Sienna. 


In truth, Eugene was slightly nervous as well. He had gone through so 


much trouble to kill Raizakia. But... what if Sienna had risked her 
own existence in exchange for the miracle that allowed her to save 
Eugene? What if she had sacrificed herself for Eugene? 


“T’m asking this just in case, but are you going to die?” asked Eugene, 
his voice trembling with sadness and anxiety. 


“Are you crazy?” retorted Sienna with an incredulous expression. “Do 
you want me to die and disappear like this?” 


“No.” 


“Then why are you saying something so crazy? Why would I die!?” 
shouted Sienna. 


“Tt’s just... Well... I thought you might have been prepared to die to 
save me...” Eugene trailed off. 


“T was prepared but not to die,” said Sienna. 
“Prepared for what?” asked Eugene. 


Prepared to give you my lips without resisting when you were overcome 
with your emotions and rushed towards me, you bastard. 


Sienna barely managed to keep the words from spilling out of her 
mouth. Right, today wasn’t the only day she had left. She thought to 
herself as she watched her disappearing hand. 


“ ,.Ehem, that seems to be none of your business. Everything turned 
out fine, didn’t it?” said Sienna. 


“It did,” agreed Eugene. 


“You don’t need to worry about me, Hamel. I did overexert myself 
slightly, but well, I’m going to return to my body and,” Sienna paused, 
then peered at Eugene. “I’m telling you in advance, but don’t come to 
the World Tree to greet me for no reason. I’m going to get really 
mad.” 


“Why?” asked Eugene. He couldn’t understand why she was 
demanding such a thing. 


They had met, and she had helped him. More importantly, the 
territory of the World Tree wasn’t even far off. It would take Eugene 
only a day, or half a day, to reach the World Tree. 


Then wasn’t it better for him to meet Sienna there? Wouldn’t it be a 
beautiful sight for him to greet Sienna as she was released from her seal 
and resurrected? 


Eugene sincerely thought so, but Sienna was resolute. 


“No is ano. ’ll really kill you,” said Sienna curtly. Her reasoning was 
simple. The poison that tainted her body would have been purified 
with Raizakia’s death, so she could regenerate her body away from the 
protection of the World Tree. But Sienna did not want to show Eugene 
the process. 


Eugene had already seen Sienna with a hole in her chest before, but it 
had been an inevitable, unexpected occurrence. Sienna still had to 
restore the hole in her chest, reconstruct her broken body, and prepare 
for this and that. She didn’t want to show Eugene what she didn’t 
have to. 


“Then what do you want me to do?” asked Eugene. 


“What do you mean? Well... we can just promise to meet somewhere. 
Right, how about in a month?” suggested Sienna. 


“Where?” Eugene asked with a frown. 
Sienna took a deep breath. 


...Where? There was only one place she could think of — a place 
where she had spent most of her life, a place where she had 
transcribed her happy, brilliant memories to escape solitude. It was a 
place close to the forest with good air, a place with tall, sapphire 
skies, and a place crowded with stars at night. It was a place with 
gentle streams instead of the salty, windy sea. 


“My house. It should be there, right?” said Sienna. She had built her 
ideal house, leaving a detached house to use as a study and a large 
fireplace to illuminate it. She had even furnished it with soft, rocking 
chairs. “P’ll meet you there.” 


However, there was a crucial issue. Sienna’s mansion had been located 
in such a place three centuries ago, but too much time had passed. To 
be precise, the land around her mansion had undergone development. 
The forest had been cleared into Merdein Square, and the streams 
filled. Fortunately, the mansion remained intact, but the house that 
Sienna was envisioning had already disappeared three hundred years 
ago. 


Of course, Sienna remained ignorant of this fact. 


“T only managed to keep half of my promise. I said I would call you by 
your current name instead of Hamel the next time I saw you,” Sienna 
laughed while rubbing her eyes with the back of her hand. “Do you 
remember? I told you not to come for me. I told you to wait so that I 
could come to you.” 


“T remember,” responded Eugene. 


“...l’m glad that I wasn’t late. I’m glad I could find you and save you.” 
Despite having wiped her eyes, tears still found passage down her 
cheeks. 


Sienna turned towards Mer without bothering to wipe away her tears. 
“Mer.” 


“Y-yes, Lady Sienna.” 


“Come here. I’ll be disappearing soon, but I want to hold you while 
I’m still here,” continued Sienna. 


Mer ran into Sienna’s embrace with tears running down her cheeks. 
Sienna smiled while taking Mer into her arms and stroked her head. 


“T heard that things were tough while I was gone,” said Sienna. 


“Tm... I’m fine,” answered Mer. 


“Even if you’re fine, I’m not fine with it. It’s funny for me to say this 
after I’ve disappeared so irresponsibly, but... you must’ve been very 
lonely. It must have been very hard,” said Sienna. 


Tears continued to fall as Mer remained silent. 


“T’m sorry. I’m really, really sorry. I should have given you a reason 
before leaving,” Sienna apologized sincerely. 


“TJ... heard about it from Sir Eugene. Lady Sienna, you couldn’t come 
back because of an unexpected accident. I don’t blame you, Lady 
Sienna,” answered Mer. She meant it. She had only worried about 
Sienna but never once blamed her. Feeling Mer’s sincerity, Sienna 
took her tighter into her embrace. 


“Thank you for helping Hamel in my stead,” said Sienna. 
“Onitt. 34" 
“T am very proud of you, Mer Merdein.” 


Mer felt her heart filling with joy at Sienna’s words. However, she 
couldn’t remain fixated on her happiness. Mer whispered into Sienna’s 
ear, conscious that Sienna was disappearing. 


“Shouldn’t you hug Sir Eugene as well?” 
fern?” 


“Lady Sienna, if possible, I would like you and Sir Eugene to hug, with 
me in the middle,” said Mer. 


It was an unexpected comment. Sienna felt her head turn blank and 
could only open and close her mouth with a dazed expression. Mer 
squinted when she looked up and saw Sienna’s expression. 


‘Tsk... ” 


She had never expected Sienna to be this embarrassed! Mer decided 
that she needed to use some shock therapy. 


“You'll get in trouble if you get embarrassed like this, Lady Sienna,” 
said Mer. 


“W-what? What are you talking about? Me, embarrassed?” asked 
Sienna. 


“You have to steel yourself, Lady Sienna. These days, foxes are circling 
around Sir Eugene... No, it’d be more appropriate to call them starved 
wolves,” warned Mer. 


Wolves? What wolves? Sienna shook her head with shame and 
confusion. Mer drew back from Sienna with a deep sigh. 


“Well, it’ll be faster for you to see it in person than hearing it from 
me,” said Mer. 


“Wait... Mer, wait, you come back here. Speak so I can understand!” 
shouted Sienna, attempting to catch Mer. However, she could not 
move her disappearing form with ease. Her body was already half 
gone, and her soul was returning back to the World Tree. 


Eugene had heard the conversation between the two. 


Not foxes, but starved wolves... Eugene recalled the fluffy but hefty 
weight that had rested on his head just before he entered this place. 
He remembered how the two had courted him with tearful eyes. 
Certainly, they were more like wolves than foxes. 


“Ehem...” Eugene could only clear his throat. There was not enough 
time for him to explain everything to Sienna. As such, Eugene decided 
to pass the catastrophic task to his future self. 


“Then, a month from today, let’s meet at your mansion in Aroth,” said 
Eugene. 


“ ,.Set the exact time and date. I don’t want to wait, and I don’t want 
you to wait, either. Thirty days from now, noon. Got it?” asked 


Sienna. 


“Yeah,” answered Eugene with a smile, raising his hand towards 
Sienna. 


“See you then, Hamel. No,” said Sienna, staring at Eugene. She felt a 
flutter that reached all the way down to her soul. Unlike Hamel, his 
hair was gray, his clean skin was without a single scar, and he had 
golden eyes like a pair of jewels. Although there was absolutely no 
resemblance, the man in front of her was Hamel, whom Sienna had 
missed and loved. 


“Eugene Lionheart.” She opted to use his current name. What name he 
had in his past life wasn’t important. What was important was that the 
soul residing in his body was the man Sienna loved, even if his body 
had completely changed. Sienna giggled shyly with embarrassment. 


“Let’s meet in a—” Just before she disappeared completely, she was 
cut short when she saw Eugene raising his hand. It was his left hand. 
His ring finger? What? Why? A ring? Why? What? Sienna’s eyes started 
quivering, and the light glimmering in her green eyes snuffed out. 
Wolves? Starving? 


“Hey, you little—” Sienna’s desperate cry was cut short. 
Fwoosh! 
She disappeared, scattering into particles of light. 


Eugene tilted his head with confusion as he watched the scattering 
light. Sienna was gone, and only Akasha was left floating in the air. 
Eugene grumbled as he took Akasha into his hand, “What was she 
trying to say?” 


“TI don’t know,” answered Mer. 
“Her expression was unusual...,” muttered Eugene. 


“T couldn’t see it well because it was so bright and shiny. Maybe she 
was sad that she had so little time to say goodbye to you, Sir Eugene?” 


suggested Mer. It was true that Mer had not seen Sienna’s face at the 
end. She had only seen Sienna’s face turn red and shy like an 
adolescent girl. Naturally, she assumed that Sienna could have been 
overwhelmed with emotion before disappearing. 


“Ts that so...?” Eugene wasn’t completely convinced, but he decided to 
go with it for now. 


He looked back. Although Raizakia’s Dragon Heart had been 
destroyed, his body remained. Originally, dragons did not leave 
behind their bodies unless they wished. Most dragons chose not to 
leave behind their remains but return everything they had and were to 
the world as mana before becoming ashes. 


But this was a place between dimensions, and Raizakia was a fallen 
Demon Dragon. Even if Raizakia wished, the world would not take his 
body. 


“T have a present to take home with me,” said Eugene. Although the 
corpse belonged to the Demon Dragon, with the Dragon Heart 
destroyed, it could be used as material if purified properly. With all 
the bones, leather, and scales that remained, such a large corpse could 
be used to arm all of the Lionheart’s knights. 


With a grin, Eugene placed his hand on Raizakia’s body, then opened 
the dimensional door with Akasha. 


Chapter 304 
Raizakia (10) 


After Eugene stepped into the gap between dimensions, Kristina knelt 
on the ground and started praying. She beseeched the God of Light for 
Eugene’s safe return. 


Cyan had also knelt beside Kristina. Though he wasn’t a follower of 
the God of Light, he, too, offered prayers for his brother’s safety. After 
all, faith wasn’t a prerequisite for such a plea. 


“Ah.” Lovellian was the first to detect the anomaly. He had been 
wandering aimlessly in the vicinity with a face full of worry when he 
noticed a distortion spreading across the clear sky. 


“What is that?” Melkith, who had been seated on a boulder 
communicating with the spirits, stood up abruptly when she noticed 
the disruption. 


Kristina and Cyan raised their heads, and suddenly, the distortion 
grew larger, turning into a fracture in the sky. Soon after, the fracture 
silently split open, and Eugene dropped out from its center. 


“Sir Eugene!” Kristina cried out in surprise. 


She had not been expecting him to return so quickly. Barely an hour 
had passed since Eugene had entered the dimensional rift. Could he 
have slain Raizakia in such a short time? 


Her questions were immediately answered. A gigantic corpse of a 
dragon fell right behind Eugene. It belonged to Raizakia, the Demon 
Dragon. The deep wound on his neck made it appear as if his head 
was on the verge of separating completely, but not a single drop of 
blood flowed from the wound. 


“Kyaaaah!” Melkith burst out into a high-pitched scream. Her eyes 


flipped to show their whites as she flung her arms toward Raizakia’s 
falling corpse. It was almost as if she wished to be crushed under the 
falling corpse. 


Naturally, Melkith had no intention of meeting her demise by being 
crushed with the enormous weight. 


However, the graceful curves of its massive form, the smooth black 
scales, and the near-metallic bones visible in the cross-section of the 
deep wound on its neck were incredibly alluring to her. Melkith’s 
White Tower was not only a hub for spirit magic but also alchemy. 
Thus, Melkith possessed a fair knowledge of alchemy, despite being 
the master of spirit magic. 


But no! Even a wizard, not just an alchemist, would be thrilled to see 
such a well-preserved corpse of an Ancient Dragon. 


“Are you just going to stand there?” said Eugene, shooting Melkith a 
reproachful glance. Lovellian hurried over and attempted to drag her 
away, but Melkith stubbornly resisted, clinging to Lovellian. 


“Y-You can have me! I’ll give you... everything I have! Just give me 
that!” she shouted with excitement. 


“Stop talking nonsense and go,” Eugene grumbled, stretching his hand 
toward the sky. 


Krrrr! 


The mana Eugene conjured suspended Raizakia’s gigantic corpse in 
mid-air momentarily. He let out a long sigh while slowly laying the 
massive body onto the barren land. 


“Tt’s so damn big,” he complained. 


The dimensional rift had been a dark, empty space, which made it 
hard to estimate Raizakia’s true size. But now, with the surrounding 
scenery for comparison, the enormity of the dragon’s size could be 
fully appreciated. The corpse of Raizakia was large enough to rival a 
sizable castle. 


‘I must have been out of my mind,’ Eugene grumbled inwardly. 


He had engaged in close combat with that enormous beast. Eugene 
shivered as he glanced at Raizakia’s gigantic tail, recalling the blow he 
had taken from it. He knew that the force of that single hit could have 
easily killed him. 


‘My body... hasn’t fully recovered.’ 


Eugene realized and examined his body with a grimace. He had barely 
managed to survive, thanks to the World Tree and the light of the 
spirits. He would have been dead if their timely intervention had been 
just a moment later. 


It truly had been a miracle. It was as Sienna had said. Eugene could 
not find any other words to describe it. His broken heart and Core had 
healed, and even his bones, flesh, and internal organs had mended 
together. 


However, he could not consider himself fully healed. Judging from 
how his flow of mana felt obstructed, he would need to rest for a good 
while to recover fully. Given that he had used Ignition twice in a row 
— a technique that usually caused him to be bedridden for days after 
a single use — it was nothing short of a miracle that he was able to 
stand on his own. 


“Sir Eugene!” 


The examination of his condition was cut short by a shout. Kristina 
had flung herself onto him from behind. Eugene tried his best to 
ignore the soft, malleable sensation pressing into his back and 
coughed awkwardly. 


“Are you safe? You’re really safe? You’re not hurt at all?” Kristina’s 
barrage of questions gave away her anxiety. 


“Well... I did almost die, but I somehow managed to survive,” 
responded Eugene. 


“What? What do you mean by that?” Kristina asked urgently. 


Eugene managed to squirm away from her, then turned to see that she 
was already in tears. 


“Hold on, just hold on. Pll explain everything,” he said hurriedly. 


Cyan was also approaching him, and Lovellian had a look of immense 
curiosity. And Melkith? She was stealthily approaching Raizakia’s 
corpse. 


“If you want even a single scale, you better behave yourself,” said 
Eugene. 


“You’re getting more and more insolent, aren’t you?” retorted Melkith. 


“That’s because, Lady Melkith, you are becoming less and less 
respectable,” said Eugene. 


Or had she been like that from the very beginning? Eugene cast Melkith a 
sideways glance, who displayed none of the dignity expected of an 
Archwizard. Melkith turned elegantly before returning to Lovellian’s 
side, acting as if nothing had happened. 


“So... what happened was...” 


Eugene had no intention of discussing the true nature of the 
Moonlight Sword, his suspicions about Vermouth, and any such 
matters. These topics were for him to discuss with Anise and Sienna. 


Instead, he delved into the battle with Raizakia, the Dark Power 
Raizakia had stolen from the power Edmund had gathered for the 
ritual and the help he received from Sienna during the battle. 


“Are you saying Lady Sienna helped you?” Lovellian asked with 
surprise. 


“Apparently, she received the help of the World Tree. Honestly, if 
Lady Sienna had not helped, I would have died,” Eugene responded. If 
Raizakia had been weakened as he had initially thought, victory 
would not have been impossible. ‘Though difficult,’ Eugene thought. 


“Tm wondering if Balzac had something to do with this. Maybe he was 
behind all this,” Eugene grumbled while grimacing. 


Lovellian shook his head after a moment’s thought. “I don’t think so. 
You said it yourself that the Demon Dragon was the first to speak. 
Edmund had coveted the dragon’s power, and his ritual and magic fell 
apart with his death. For a dragon such as Raizakia, it would not have 
been a difficult task to seize the scattering power before his 
connection to Edmund was severed.” 


“You seem surprisingly defensive of Balzac,” Eugene grumbled. 


“T simply don’t support unfounded accusations and suspicions. To be 
honest, I don’t particularly like the Black Tower Master, but... his 
wish was quite touching,” said Lovellian with a bitter smile. 


There was one thing Eugene was sure of. Throughout his past and 
present life, Lovellian was the most honorable mage he had met. 


[What’s wrong with Lady Sienna’s character?] Mer complained. 
‘Frankly, she’s not an outstanding citizen.’ 

[I’m going to tell Lady Sienna. ] 

‘Do tell, tattletale,’ Eugene mocked before clearing his face. 


“Anyways, everything ended well. We almost died, but we didn't. 
Instead, we killed Raizakia and even saved Lady Sienna. She won’t be 
able to return immediately, but she did say she would come to Aroth 
after recovering her strength,” said Eugene. 


“T-To Aroth?” asked Lovellian, his face turning a shade paler. In the 
past, when Eugene revealed his ownership of Akasha, the Kingdom of 
Aroth held a hearing on whether to officially recognize Eugene as the 
master of Akasha. 


—And she said to me that she will return to the Aroth and knock over the 


whole country. 
—Lady Sienna is not only alive but also furious with Aroth. 


—TI am not sure how she will vent her wrath... Hmm... As far as I know, 
the Abram palace was a gift from Lady Sienna... The lake that surrounds 
the palace was also made by Lady Sienna. Isn’t the palace’s devil-seal 
circle also the work of Lady Sienna? So... she might drown the whole 
palace... 


—Or else... she might pour a meteor shower on the palace. It’s none of my 
business, though... 


“You don’t need to worry,” Eugene assured with a wink. “Didn’t I tell 
you during the hearing? Neither you nor the Red Tower will suffer 
any harm from Lady Sienna’s wrath.” 


“That’s... that’s not what’s important. Aroth is not prepared for Lady 
Sienna’s return. We need to make contact immediately and...” 
mumbled Lovellian. 


“T don’t think Lady Sienna would appreciate that. Perhaps it would be 
better for us all to stay quiet and avoid her wrath,” Eugene suggested. 


“What about me? What should I do, Eugene? I helped you a lot this 
time around, right? Don’t just worry about the Red Tower. Take care 
of the White Tower as well, will you?” Melkith asked, immediately 
changing her stance and attempting to butter him up. 


Eugene stopped her advance and pushed her away with mana as he 
continued to speak. “Anyway, I think it would be better not to inform 
Aroth about Lady Sienna’s return. If word gets out prematurely...” 


“Hmm, we certainly need to be cautious about that,” Lovellian had no 
choice but to agree. Eugene had a valid point. 


“What are you going to do about this?” he asked, pointing at 
Raizakia’s corpse. 


The dragon’s corpse was as big as a castle, but what was important 
wasn’t its size. It wasn’t just the corpse of any random creature or 
monster, but the body of Raizakia, a millennium-old dragon 
considered the best, strongest, and also the worst. 


Cyan was overwhelmed by the sight and barely managed to speak up. 


“Are... are we going to bury it here and hold a funeral?” he asked 
tentatively. 


“Are you out of your mind? Why would we bury such a valuable 
thing? It’s a trophy. Lady Ancilla will be thrilled if we bring it back to 
the Lionheart family,” explained Eugene. 


A trophy? The corpse of a dragon? Cyan looked alternatingly at Eugene 
and the corpse with disbelief. 


“There’s nothing to waste in the corpse of a dragon, but that’s only the 
case with normal dragons. But now... We'll have to throw away quite 
a bit of it. Especially the blood, we absolutely cannot use it. The 
flesh... meat? Maybe we could cook and eat it, but I’m afraid it might 
do more harm than good,” continued Eugene. 


“There is a rumor that you can gain immortality by eating dragon 
meat,” said Melkith with gleaming eyes. “Of course, no one’s ever 
verified it. They say that if you eat dragon meat, other dragons will 
definitely find out and come to kill you. But couldn’t that be proof? 
The dragons come to kill, and you end up dead. It means that it’s just 
a ridiculous myth, after all. I mean, who would believe such things in 
this day and age?” 


“Then Lady Melkith, why are you bent on so many myths?” asked 
Eugene. 


“Myths? What are you talking about? I don’t believe in myths. 
Everything I do is based on truths that I have personally verified.” 
Melkith was quite confident on this matter, and in fact, she had 
succeeded in forming contracts with three Spirit Kings. 


“The meat will probably be inedible,” said Kristina after collecting 
herself enough to speak. “It’s like you said, Sir Eugene. Like its blood, 


the flesh of the Demon Dragon is likely to be extremely toxic to 
humans.” 


“The bones, scales, skin, and teeth could be useful, though,” Eugene 
suggested. 


“Purified, they might be, but given their size and scale, it will take 
quite a bit of time,” responded Kristina. 


“There’s no need to rush. I will just seal it for now, store it in my 
cloak, and take it around with me,” said Eugene. But as he spoke, he 
realized his mistake. It wasn’t only Mer who resided in his cloak now, 
but Raimira as well. 


Raimira had recently come to her senses and was being briefed by Mer 
on what had taken place. Even so, would it not be insensitive to store 
Raizakia’s corpse right next to Raimira? 


‘Well, I'll just have them come out of the cloak,’ Eugene thought. 
It wasn’t a big deal. 


“First, let me return this to you,” Eugene said, taking off the rosary 
from his neck. His action caused Kristina’s expression to suddenly 
change. 


[Kristina...,] Anise called out urgently. 


‘No, Sister. We already have an agreement. This grace is for me to enjoy 
and for me alone.’ 


[How cruel... Don’t you pity me? I’m already dead.] 
‘No, I don’t.’ 


She gave a curt, unwavering answer, unwilling to cede even an inch. 
Even Anise, who was usually sly, was at a loss for words at her cold 
response. Kristina took off her hat, pushed back her lush, blonde hair 
with both hands, then slowly made her way in front of Eugene before 
kneeling on one knee. 


“Please,” she whispered in a sweet, gentle voice. It wasn’t anything 
important, but Eugene couldn’t help but gulp as he looked down at 
her. Having brushed her golden hair aside, Kristina had exposed her 
neck, which was as smooth as ivory and gleamed with sweat. 


“ ,.Ah, ehem.” Eugene cleared his throat, then bent down to place the 
rosary around Kristina’s neck. His mouth felt dry when he caught a 
whiff of a fragrance emanating from Kristina. 


[Just die,] Mer shrieked inside his head while holding onto Raimira. 
Thankfully, her words brought Eugene back to his senses. He 
immediately linked the rosary around her neck with a click. He was 
about to quickly retreat when Kristina suddenly grabbed his hands. 


“Sir Eugene,” she called out as she intertwined her hands with 
Eugene’s into praying hands. “I am glad you returned safely.” 


She peered upwards with moist eyes. Eugene could clearly feel the 
warmth permeating the back of his hands. 


Eugene could only remain silent as he gulped loudly. Seeing his 
reaction, Kristina released her hands with a small smile. 


‘He’s reacting, Sister.’ 


[Indeed... It seems that conveying our heart to Hamel last time was 
effective. ] 


“Yes, undoubtedly.’ 


[That foolish man doesn’t understand anything that isn’t direct. In that 
sense, we possess an advantage over Sienna. That girl is quite shy, so 
she won’t easily confess to Hamel even after reuniting. ] 


After traveling with Sienna for over a dozen years, Anise had a perfect 
grasp of her character. Within the fairy tale that the two had co- 
authored, the single line Sienna had carved at the end had been the 
bravest, boldest move she had made in her life. 


—Sienna, I liked you. 


“So, are we taking this back to the Lionheart mansion?” asked Cyan, 
stealing a glance at Raizakia’s corpse. 


They had no more business in the Samar Rainforest. Although they 
had not yet claimed half of the spoils after defeating the Kochilla 
Tribe, Ivatar would ensure it was delivered to the Lionheart family. 


“You go back first,” Eugene responded. 
“Why?” Cyan asked with a surprised face. 


“Tm going to stop by Aroth,” proclaimed Eugene. He had thirty days 
remaining. It was already a tight schedule even if he were to return 
directly from the center of the Rainforest, so what if he were to be 
delayed by one or two days because he had stopped by his family? 


Eugene shuddered as he imagined Sienna’s wrath. 


